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■:"    .      THE  FLITCH' 0E.BACON: 

.       •.*•       '  OB,        • 

•     ••  • 

*'•  '■  *  THE  CTTSIok  07  OUXMOW. 

•  ■.•'  •*:• 

•  A    TAL^    OJP   SNGLISH    HOME.* 

.    '.  BY'THE  EfilTOB. 

•      • 

The  Bacon  was  not  set  for  them  I  trow, 
That  some  men  have  in  Essex  at  Dunmow. 

Chaucbs.     Wife  of  Bath's  Prdogue, 

'   « 
*;  •       ^  Part  the  Fourth. 

The  Register  of  the  Coitrt  Baron  of  Little  Dunmow. 

'  ,    •  ^jE^t  us  now  return  to  the  jovial  party  whom  we  left  carousing  in  the 

•  ,  •  pincipal  room  of  the  Old  Inn. 

\    ,      The  last  bowl  of  punch  was  capital,   and  highly  approved  by  the 

•  ^-    company.     By  all,  at  least,  except  Sir  Gilbert  de  Montnchet,  who  ever 
^.^ dboe  the  departore  of  Dr.  Plot,  appeared  pre-occupied.      Taking  no 

•  '*     part  in  the  conversation,  he  at  last  rose  and  walked  moodily  towards 
*.  .    the  fireplace,  where  he  sat  down  by  himself.     The  Squire  looked  after 

him,  and  shook  his  head ;  but  Captain  Juddock  said  there  was  nothing 
•to  be  uneasy  about;  Sir  G.  was  often  down  in  the  mouth,  but  soon 
pame  round,  if  left  alone;  truth  being,  he  was  desperately  in  lo?e. 

•  ,  ,  '  Nelly,  still  standing  behind  the  Squire  *s  chair,  could  not  help  in- 

*qniring  with  whom  ?     And  when  informed  by  the  giant,  who  saw  no 
»   '  leason  for  concealment,  that  it  was  with  Rose  Woodbine,  she  lifted  up 
' «  oer  hands  in  wonderment^  exclaiming,  ".paar !  dear !  only  to  think  of  it ! 
And  she  a  married  woman !"  ' 

^'  Rose  cannot  help  Sir  Gilbert's  b«ing  in  love  with  her,"  remarked 
Mr.  Roper,  drily,  "  any  more  than  you,  Mrs.  Nettlebed,  can  prevent 
Captain  Juddock,  or  Captain  Anybody-else  from  admiring  you.  How- 
ever, I  myself  can  bear  witness  that  his  attentbns  are  extremely  dis- 

^ar  NonCB. — The  Author  reserves  the  copyright  of  this  Tale  in  France,  and  the 
right  ofpMiMng a  French  Trandatitm  ofAe  werh;  '€U promded  by  the  Treaty* 
May — ^YOL.  xcym.  no.  ccclxxxix.  b 
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agreeable  to  her^^and  j  siacepgly  trust  tfiey  will  cease.     Iiideed^  aften^i^  ^i •  '^ 
scene  that  occu^T  Uiis  ev&rlng^lTt&e  coStage — and'^Q.M5son»the  ^V.  .^ 
young  ba^nei  rAieived  ^m  Dir.  Plot — I  do  not  think  them  likely,  to  i^  ..  \%  . 
repeated.*"     *      %   "  •  •  '.^#     .  •    .-v*'  *  ♦"•  • 

«  Ah  J  what  if.a.jrou  allude  to,  Roper  ?*'  the  Squire  inquired:    '  ^  "  ^;<.^.% 

"  Excuse  my  entenng  into  particulars  just  now,,'  sir/'  the  steward  r^^^  ih.  >.  f  ^ 
^^It  may  be  sufficient  to  state,  that  Dr.  Plot  interfered  to  protect  Iflqai  *^  %%  s 
from  annoyance,  and  I  cannot  but  think  that  Sir  Gilbert's  present  abstlM- .  ^  -  T/ 
tion  is  attributable  to  some  other  circumstance's  connected  with  iwtJ%-  *'*}* 
mysterious  gentleman,  with' whidif  he  has  been — pr  supposes  hit&self'*''^*  \ 
— mixed  up,  rather  than  tfi  the  disappointment  occasioned  by  the>im- ^  *  J  J 
successful  issue  of  his  frotf<J^.  *      >        ;  ^•.  .  .*  ••  ^• 

"Very  likely,"  the  Sqtn^lej^^ed,  with  a  significant  look  at  Rppivv'  [ ..     *• 

"  Fire  and  fury !"  Judddck-  rdared ;  "  I  can't  pretend  to  say  wh%t  J^y. ". .  • » • 
be  Sir  G.'s  intentions  ip.  respect  to*  tHis  Dr.  Plot,  or  Dr.  .Johnstta,t  or ';(    *^^  . 
whatever  the  fellow's  vulgar  name  .ma^  be ;  but  if  my  honourable  f|W3.'.  *  •  .•  / 
does  not*call  him  to  accoimt  fof.hi^  inJp^rtinence,  I  will.     That's  fltt?^  •  ••    .  '. 

"  I  advise  you  not  to  meddle  wti3»&ni^  captain,"  the  Squire  obserrldv 
"  He  may  be  dangerous."  I-  ^^^  *!  *  •  ^  V  *  •*  ^ 

"Dangerous!  why  so  am  I,  sir,'-r-itHe%nore  dangerous  of  the  -twq  IV 
radier  opine.     Dangerous — ha !"   .  And  Juddock  swallowed  a  gla9S  ol^ 
punch  to  allay  his  indignation.  *  • :  . ;  ;  ] ' 

The  Squire  laughed;   the  ^^car  chuckled;  indeed,   everybody^ wgs.    •   ; 
amused,  and  no  one  more  so  than  Jonas.     The  giant  swore  severSu  ta^-  .  '  ?^ 
mendous  oaths,  but  finding  they  only  served  to  increase  the  general  m^nlr    .*  ;V' 
ment,  he  held  out  his  glass  to  be  replenished,  and  mw  calmer.  .      **>'    .:.*..*r*'  . 

Just  then,  the  conversation  took  a  new  turn,  owing  to  a  device  of  ^e  .^  %  *.  • 
landlord,  who  never  happy  unless  riding  his  hobby,  produced  frofc^A^V-'V. 
cupboard  where  it  was  deposited  a  great  wooden  model  of  a  Flitch  of .  *.  !'. 
Bacon,  tolerably  well  executed,  and  naturally  enough  painted.  In' 61;^'  .  «;«* 
to  give  due  effect  to  the  exhibition,  Jonas  mounted  on  a  chair,  aU*^  •'^^«*  *' 
hi  little  figure,  seen  under  these  circumstances,  was  certainly  pro¥0-"''  J- 
cative  of  merriment.  He  had.  enough  to  do  to  preserve  his  equilibi^udiy  *  iS  \ 
the  wooden  flitch  being  very  heavy,  and  it  was  only  because  he  was"  *  .*.*^. 
propped  up  behind  by  Nelly  that  he  could  be  kept  steady  at  all.         V*.*  !r*ir^ 

"  What  does  your  honour  think  of  this  ?"  he  cried  in  a  vain-glorToifi  ^ "  ', 
tone  to  the  Squire.  "  I  mean  to  hang  it  up  in  place  of  the  real  Fliui  J**V ' 
when  ^t  shall  be  entirely  consumed."  '  * '. ,  ...  t\ 

"  A  very  good  idea,"  the  Squire  rejoined.  •  ..  .•  /.•: 

"Better  have  waited  till  you  were  secure  of  the  other,  Jona^'*.  .T 
the  Vicar  sententiously  observed;  "  Bear  in  mind  the  proverb,  whJicB»  *  \  • 
gays,  '  There's  many  a  slip,  Iwixt  cup  and  lip.'  And  there  b  a  Li^».^f'  ' 
maxim  yet  more  applicable  to  your  case :  Una  siccidia  in  camario  veUSt-*  V 
du€U  in  hard;  which  means  tfi^ofie  flitch  in  the  larder  is  worth  two  ia'  - 
the  sty.  If  you  should  chance  to  be  disappointed  after  all,  this  model.  . 
will  only  be  a  tnemento  of  your  ulrluck."  .  / 

"  Nay,  Doctor,  it  will  be  something  for  the  jpoor  fellow  to  fell  back  *  "  • 
upon,"  said  the  Squire.  ■-    '  '.   >  -• 

And  it  seemed  as  if  the  good-natured  genflemanfs  words  were  to  be.-  •/ 
literally  and  at  once  fulfilled,  for  precisely  at  ttis  moment,  Nelly  withn-     •• 
drawing  her  support,  Jonas  lost  his  balance,  and  tumbled  off  the  chair 
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liackwards ;  the  wooden  Flitch  making  a  tremendous  clatter  as  it  reached 
the  ground. 

"Why  the  deuce  did  you  leave  go?"  he  ohseryed,  in  an  angry 
whisper  to  his  wife,  as  she  assisted  him  to  rise. 

"  You're  such  a  weight,  I  couldn't  help  it,"  she  replied.  "  But  do 
take  care.  Captain  Juddock's  looking  at  us/'  Then  with  an  air  of 
infinite  concern,  she  added  'aloud,  '^  Bless  his  dear  little  heart !  I  hope 
he's  not  much  hurt.  How  sorry  I  am,  to  he  sure.  It  was  all  my  fault. 
Let  me  ruh  his  poor  hack,  and  make  it  quite  well." 

"  All  right  again,  now,"  Jonas  said,  shaking  himsel£  "  Lend  a  hand, 
ducky,  to  put  this  model  hy  in  the  cupboard.  I  hope  a  fall  isn't  a  bad 
omen,"  he  ruminated,  as  he  went  along. 

"  I  believe,  Mr.  Roper,  you  are  steward  of  the -Manor  of  Little  Dun- 
mow  ?"  said  Juddock.  "  May  I  inquire,  as  matter  of  curiosity,  how 
many  successful  applications  nave  been  made  for  the  Flitch  in  your 
time?" 

"Not  one,  I'm  sorry  to  say,  captun,"  the  steward  replied  with  a 
smile.  "  But  our  conditions  are  so  hard  that  few  can  subscribe  to  them. 
Besides,  the  witnesses  are  very  strictly  examined." 

"  Udsbores!  witnesses  are  necessary — ha  ?"  Juddock  ejaculated. 

"  Certainly.  Corroborative  testimony  is  required  by  the  Court  Baron 
in  support  of  the  application  ;  and  witnesses  are  heard  per  contra ;  both 
side^  being  cross-examined.  Then  the  verdict  of  the  Jury  of  Bachelors 
and  Maidens  must  be  unanimous.  One  dissentient  voice  would  be  fatal  to 
the  demandants.  A  severe  ordeal,  I  assure  you,  captain,  for  married 
folk.     Few  are  able  to  brook  it." 

"You  hear  all  this,  landlord?"  Juddock  remarked.  "Oddsfish!  man, 
have  you  no  misgivings  ?" 

"  None  whatever,  captain,"  Jonas  replied.     "  Have  we,  ducky  ?" 

"Oh!  none  at  all!"  she  said,  quite  confidently. 

^'  Numerous  demands  have  been  made,"  the  steward  pursued ;  "  but 
they  have  all  been  rejected  on  some  plea  or  other.  I  happen  to  have  the 
Register  of  the  Court  Baron  in  my  pocket,  containing  a  list  of  the 
claimants,  and  the  objections  made  to  them,  and  with  the  Squire's  con- 
sent, I  can  read  you  a  few  extracts  from  it." 

"  You  will  oblige  me  eternally,  sir,  if  you  will,"  Juddock  rejoined. 
"  I  shall  be  glad  of  any  information  I  can  obtain  on  the  subject." 

"  What  makes  him  so  curious,  I  wonder  ?"  Jonas  muttered.  "  The 
rascal  must  have  some  dark  design  against  me." 

**  I'm  sure  his  honour  won't  refuse  us !"  Nelly  cried,  looking  entreat- 
ingly  at  the  Squire.  "  It  will  be  so  entertaining  to  hear  how  many 
deluded  creatures  there  are — fancying  themselves  happy  and  devoted  to 
each  other — ^won't  it,  Jonas." 

"Very  entertaining,  indeed !  very  !'*  he  replied,  trying  to  force  &  laugh, 
but  with  indifferent  success.     "  That  won't  be  our  case— oh !  no." 

"  Read  what  you  please  from  the  Register,  Roper,"  the  Squire  said. 
^AU  claims  beiqg  publicly  made,  there  can  be  no  reason  for  any 
secrecy." 

Permission  being  thus  accorded,  the  steward  took  from  hit  pocket  a 
clasped  volume,  bound  in  white  calfskin,  and,  opening  it,  observed, 

"  The  Register  of  the  Court  Baron  commences  with  the  year  1701^ 
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in  die  seme  montii,  and  prettj  neariy  on  tha  same  dajtliat  Qneen  Aone 
ascended  the  throne.  The  mrst  entry  is  as  follows :  *  Roger  Appletoa 
of  South  Bemfleet  in  diis  county.  Tailor,  and  Tabitfaa  his  wife.  Not 
allowed,  because  it  was  proved  by  a  eredible  witness  that  the  said  Tabitfa% 
on  one  occasion,  had  s^led  her  husband  '  the  ninUi  part  of  a  roan.'  " 

^'  9er?ed  Snip  right, '  Juddock  cried,  laughing.  "  Udsbores !  If  Dama 
Tabitha  had  had  nine  tailors  for  husbands,  she  would  <mly  hare  been  aa 
well  off  as  any  ordinary  married  woman,  eh,  Mrs.  N.?" 

•Mr.  Roper  read  on  :  **  John  Trott  of  Thaxted,  Baker,  and  Prudenef 
his  wife.  Approved;  lecited  the  oath;  and  received  die  Flitch;  but 
words  ensuing  between  them  as  they  got  into  die  chair,  the  prize  wttv 
held  to  be  foifeited,  and  they  were  deprived  of  it  accordingly  !" 

<'  How  very  fbohah !"  NeUy  exclaimed. 

**  Why  foolish?"  Juddock  asked. 

^  To  quarrel  at  all,  to  be  sure,"  ISielly  quickly  rejoined. 

*^  No  more  demands  were  made  in  that  year,"  Mr.  Roper  continued, 
turning  over  a  lea^ — ^  but  in  the  next  there  were  several,  amongst  which 
was  one  on  die  part  of  Sir  Conyers  de  Gaunt  of  Waltham,  and  Dame 
Arabella,  his  spouse ;  and  owing  to  the  importance  of  the  parties,  and 
the  peouliariW  of  die  circumstances,  this  application  excited  much  atten- 
tion. Considerable  diapanty  it  appears  existed  between  the  pair  in 
point  of  age — Sir  Conyers  being  nigh  seventy  and  described  as  m 
battered  old  beau,  while  Lady  de  Gaunt  was  a  very  beautiful  yoonff 
woman,  of  three-and-twenty,  who  had  been  an  actress,  and  was  w^ 
known  by  her  maiden  name  of  Bell  Fairbank,  but  not  a  whisper  had 
been  breathed  against  her  fair  fame.  Twenty  witnesses  examined.  All 
proved  the  entire  happiness  of  the  parties  ;  and  some  declared  they  had 
never  seen  such  a  couple  before.  This  phrase,  appearing  ambiguous,  was 
explained  by  the  witnesses  to  mean  that  th<^  had  never  known  two  wedded 

Sersons  so  much  attached  to  each  odier.  Twenty-first  witness  (a  female) 
edared  she  had  onoe  heard  her  ladyship  say,  '  Better  be  an  old  man's 
darling  than  a  young  man's  wariing.'  Held  an  oljecdon ;  but  might 
lie  overruled,  if  nothing  stronger  appeared.  Next  witness  (a  di»^ 
eharged  housemaid)  swore  she  had  given  her  ladyship  a  note,  whidi  had 
been  hastily  concealed  as  Sir  Conyers  was  heard  approaching.  Mt, 
Humdrum,  the  head  valet-de-chambre,  had  given  witness  the  letter.  Mr. 
Humdrum  recalled,  reluotimdy  admitted  the  truth  of  the  statement,  and 
being  further  interrogated,  confessed  that  the  note  was  from  Charles 
Clipsby,  her  ladyship's  couun,  who  had  been  forbidden  the  house  by  Bit 
Conyers.  Why  was  Charies  Clipsby  fbrbidden  the  house  ?  To  diis  de- 
mand from  the  Court,  Mr.  Humdrum  professed  utter  inabDity  to  repljr. 
The  next  and  last  witness,  Juliana  Clipsby,  wife  of  the  befere-mentioned 
Charles,  declared  that  her  husband  was  neither  cousin  nor  relation  in  any 
degree  to  Lady  de  Gaimt,  but  had  been  passed  off  as  such  as  a  blind,  for 
purposes  whidi  would  be  apparent  to  the  Court,  when  she  read  a  letter  from 
ner  ladydup,  which  she  had  taken  from  her  husband's  pockets,  wherein  Sir 
Conyers  was  described  as  an  old  dupe  and  dotard,  widi  sundry  odier  epi- 
thets by  no  means  complimentary  to  him,  or  expressive  of  affection  on  the 
part  of  his  lady.  The  Court  declined  to  hear  the  letter  read  in  fuU,  and  at 
once  rejected  the  application.  Memorandum  to  this  Case.  Sir  Conyers 
aot  only  lost  die  Fliteh,  but  his  wife  into  the  bsrgain  ;  for  separating  m>m 
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Wr  IB  OQDflMiNBee  of  the  diadosuiies  made  in  tbe  ooarte  of  the  inverti* 
gation,  he  sabsequently  obtuned  a  divorce." 

^'  But  he  got  anotner  wife,  £nr  he  married  Mrs.  Clipsby,  who  was 
fikewiae  diToroed  from  her  husband,  as  I  perfectly  recollect,"  said  the 
Squire.     "  Proceed,  Roper." 

*^  7%e  B^t  demOTdants  are  N^miah  Wagstaff  and  Margery  his  wife 
of  CSiipjnng  Ongar,"  the  steward  said,  ^^and  in  this  case  the  lady  ^ 


^  oper  young 
pug  his  leriaUian  thigh. 

^  In  addition  to  thn,  Mis.  Wagstaff  had  mily  one  eye,*^  pursued  ibe 
iloward. 

**  Then  Wag  got  <m  her  blind  side,  it  is  to  be  presumed,''  the  giant 
remarked,  with  a  loud  guflkw. 

^Bnt  she  was  very  ^^ofi^"  Boper  continued — ^rery  well  off,  indeed, 
ibid  80  folks  generally  supposed  Nehemiah  had  married  JOarfferj 
GiiBcraak  for  her  money ;  but  to  all  appearances,  no  couple  could  l>e 
happier  than  they  were.  Mrs.  Wagstaff  doted  on  her  spouse,  and  her 
mose  seemed  to  requite  her  afiection.  When  the  Oath  was  recite^ 
Wagstaff  was  observed  to  hesitate  a  little  at  the  second  line,  where 
ttejmwits  deelarethat 

*  They  ne'er  made  nuptial  transgresnon,' 

while  his  wi&  fixed  her  single  eye  radier  sharply  upon  him.  Required 
to  rq>eat  the  line,  he  hurried  quicUy  orer  it,  upon  whudi  Mrs.  Wagstaff 
iasisttsd  on  its  b«ne  ptooounoed  a  third  tiraie,  and  more  deliberately ; 
adding  loud  enougph  to  be  heard  by  the  Jury,  that  she  began  to  think 
her  mmfiunooB  in  regard  to  her  housemaid,  9usan,  must  be  correct. 
Claim  hereupon  rerased. 

**  That  osS^h  has  proved  a  sad  stumbliog-block  it  must  be  owned,"  tibe 
Vicar  observed,  **  but  I  hope  the  guilt  of  false-swearing  has  not  been 
ineuired  by  any  of  the  parties." 

"  Your  reverence  cannot  be  too  impressive  on  that  point,"  Juddod: 
Slid,  glanciiig  at  Jonas. 

''Rrter  Proby  and  his  wifo  of.Coggeshall,  who  stand  next  on  the 
fist,"  the  steward  pursued,  "  shared  the  fate  of  the  Wag8ta£&,  for  they 
eodd  not  B&na  ihej  had  never  ofiended  each  other 

— *  Snce  they  were  married  man  and  wife 
By  household  brawls  or  contentious  strife.' 

Bui  Humphrey  Chickweed  of  Romford,  brewer,  and  Lettice,  did  very  wdl 
till  they  came  to  the  couplet — 

<  Or  once  the  paririi  clerk  said  Amen 

Willed  yourselves  unmarried  again.' 

Hereupon  Lettice  remarked  diat  people  could  not  help  their  thoughts* 
Being  questioned  as  to  the  meaning  of  the  expression,  she  replied  that 
iSm  mi^t  sometimes  have  thought  she  had  better  have  remained  single  ; 
but  she  had  never  eiven  utterance  to  the  wish.  Rejected.  Mrs.  Trinket 
of  BeDerieay  said  nie  could  not  positively  swear  that  she  loved  her  h«s- 
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bond  Hinathy  as  ferrently  as  die  did  oo  the  day  of  Imt  nMoiage^  and 

therefore  desired  to  omit  the  Hoes — 

'  But  continued  tme  and  in  desire 

As  when  they  joined  hands  in  holy  qnire.* 

Claim  disallowed.     But  the  hardest  case  of  all  appears  to  be  that  of  Dick 
Honeymoon  of  Braintree,  and  Theriaca  his  wife,  who  lived  in  perfect  Iotb 
and  amity  for  a  whole  twelvemonth,  and  then  as  appeared,  on  inquiry, 
had  wonu  on  the  day  over." 
* ''  Mind  that,  landlord,"  Joddock  remarked.     "^  Mind  that  T 

'<  In  short,"  the  steward  said,  closing*  the  R^;ister,  and  patting  it  into 
his  pocket,  ^'  insuperable  objections  have  been  raised  to  every  demand. 
Unless  the  applicants  can  take  the  required  Oath  fully  and  unreservedly; 
unless  their  own  declaration  can  be  supported  by  unquestionaUe  evidence; 
they  are  certain  of  refusal.  Ours  being  a  time-honoured  custom,  we  are 
determined  to  maintain  it  in  its  integrity,  and  to  carry  it  out  in  the  s|Mrit 
in  which  it  was  conceived.  And  as  the  reward  we  give  is  intended  as  a  tes- 
timonial of  the  highest  domestic  merit,  so  nothing  but  decisive  proofs  of 
the  existence  of  such  merit  will  satisfy  us.  Accordingly,  we  are  obliged 
to  adopt  unusual  means  of  arriving  at  the  truth.  Every  circumstance 
connected  with  the  parties  is  inquired  into,  and  we  pierce  someii^iat  in- 
quisitorially,  it  may  be,  into  private  affairs.  But  this  is  unavoidable. 
Every  thought,  word,  and  deed,  must  be  laid  open  to  us.  A  cross  look 
would  be  sufficient  to  nullify  a  claim." 

"  And  all  this  gives  you  no  uneasiness,  landlord  T*  Joddock  inquired. 
^  You  are  prepared  for  these  searching  inquiries— eh  ?" 

"  Fully  prepared,  captain,"  Jonas  answered,  with  something  of  a  quaver 
in  his  tones. 

<*  Well,  you're  a  bold  man  that's  all  I  can  say,*'  the  nant  rejoined. 

<'  Sir,  I  have  good  reason  to  be  bold,"  Jonas  returned,  pluc^g  up  his 
courage  as  he  took  his  wife's  hand,  and  looked  tenderly  into  her  fece. 
"  And  so  would  you  be  if  you  were  in  my  shoes." 

"  I  wouldn't  stand  in  your  shoes  for  a  trifle,"  muttered  Juddock ;  add- 
ing aloud,  ^'  Well,  Mr.  Roper,  I  thank  my  stars  I'm  not  married,  and 
am  not  therefore  likely  to  trouble  you  with  any  application  on  b^ialf 
of  self  and  spouse;  but  I  must  say  your  conditions  are  too  hard.  'Sblood! 
sir,  they  act  as  a  prohibition." 

^*  The  greater  the  difficulty  the  greater  the  honour,"  the  steward  replied. 
''  Our  ordeal  is  strict,  and  very  properly  so,  since  we  do  not  profess  to  re- 
ward common  cases  of  domestic  happiness,  but  such  as  are  exceptional, 
and  worthy  of  honour.  Without  referring  to  the  loving  couple  here,  who  I 
trust  are  in  a  feir  way  of  success,  I  may  express  my  belief  that  Frank 
Woodbine  and  his  wife  will  have  no  ^fficul^  in  substantiating  their 
daim.  I  am  quite  aware  that  Jonas  is  of  a  different  opinion,  and  means 
to  produce  evidence  reflecting  upon  Frank  s  perfect  fidelity  to  his  wife ; 
but  I  am  pretty  sure  it  mil  be  explained  away." 

<'  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  Roper,"  the  Squire  observed.  "  Here, 
Paul,"  he  added  to  the  old  huntsman,  '<  take  another  glass  of  pnndi, 
man.  I*m  not  angry  with  you  now.  My  curiosity  is  quite  stimulated 
about  this  Rose  Woodbine  and  her  perfections.     Where  can  she  have 
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hidden  herself  that  I  haye  never  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  ?  I  thought  I 
knew  every  pretty  girl  in  the  neighbourhood,  but,  by  all  accounts,  I  have 
missed  the  prettiest." 

^^  Just  as  well  for  Frank  your  honour  has  missed  seeing  her,  in  my 
opinion,'*  NeUy  siud  roguishly  in  his  ear. 

The  Squire  laughed,  and  remarked,  ^'  She  was  Mrs.  Leslie's  niece,  I 
brieve,  Roper?" 

^  It  is  said  so,  sir." 

"  Said  so !  Why,  isn't  it  the  case  ?  Have  you  any  doubts  on  the 
subject?" 

*'  Some  other  time  I  will  expldn  myself,"  the  steward  replied  ;  '^  but 
I  ^^^9  thought  it  strange  your  honour  never  chanced  to  behold  her." 

**  Why  it  is  strange— exceedingly  strange !"  the  Squire  cried,  after  a 
nnnnent's  reflection.  '*  Often  as  I  have  been  at  Mrs.  Leslie's  during  the 
good  old  dkirate's  lifetime,  and  since,  I  never  once  came  across  the  niece. 
It  would  almost  seem  as  if  she  had  been  kept  out  of  the  way  purposely." 

"  It  looks  very  like  it,  indeed,"  Nelly  remarked,  in  an  under  tone. 

•*  What  was  Rose's  maiden  name  ?"  the  Squire  asked. 

"  Mildmay,"  the  steward  answered.  "  She  came  from  Cumberland,  I 
beHeve." 

*'  From  what  part  of  the  county  ?"  the  Squire  said. 

"  From  Penrith,  I  have  heard,"  was  Mr.  Roper's  reply. 

"  Penrith  !"  the  Squire  exclaimed,  in  surprise.  "  Why  my  niece  comes 
from  Penrith!" 

"  Yes,  sir — I  know  it,"  the  steward  answered  evasively.  "  Mrs.  Leslie 
I  understand  had  a  sister — a  sister  who  died  in  that  part  of  England." 

"  Oh !  yes,  I  recollect,"  the  Squire  interrupted  somewhat  hastily ; 
**  but  she  died  unmarried.  Roper." 

"  Then  of  course,  she  can't  be  Rose  Woodbine's  mother,"  Nelly  ob- 
served.    The  little  hussy  had  been  listening  attentively  to  what  was  said. 

*'  I  can't  pretend  to  say  whether  the  lady  was  married  or  not,"  the 
steward  rained — **  but  I  believe  Rose  to  be  her  daughter." 

*'  You  do  I"  the  Squire  exclaimed.  '*  Zounds !  we  must  talk  this  over 
to-morrow.     Why  was  it  never  mentioned  to  me  before  ?" 

^'  I  had  no  idea  you  took  any  interest  in  the  matter,  sir,"  the  steward 
rejoined. 

"  Tut — ^tut — Roper — ^you  know  better.  How  dare  you  trifle  with  me, 
sbr 

••  I  never  meddle  with  other  people's  affairs — ^least  of  all  with  yours, 
sir,"  the  steward  replied,  in  an  apologetic  tone. 

"  But  there  was  nothing  to  meddle  with  in  this  case,"  the  Squire  cried, 
angrily.     "  You  neglected  your  duty  in  not  acquainting  me  with  it" 

**  I  hope  not,  sir,"  the  steward  rejoined;  *'  but  at  all  events  I  acted  for 
the  best." 

Squire  Monkbury  got  very  red  in  the  face,  and  seemed  to  have  some 
dittiohiy  in  controlling  his  passion.  Mr.  Roper,  too,  looked  uneasy,  and 
fi^petea  in  bis  chair. 

"  I  wonder  what  all  this  means,"  Nelly  muttered.  "  It  quite  passes  my 
comprehension.     But  I'll  try  and  find  it  out" 

"Well,  I  must  see  her,  and  without  delay,"  said  the  Squire.  "  It's 
too  late  to  go  to  the  cottage  to-night." 
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^^Idercy  on  us!  I  should  think  so,"  Nelly  exdauned;  ^whj  itfa 
getting  on  for  midnight.  Rose  has  heen  a-hed,  and  fast  asleep  these 
two  hours,  111  he  bound.  That  is,  if  nothing  has  happened  to  Frank," 
she  added  to  herself. 

'^  Well,  well — then  it  must  be  to-morrow,"  said  the  Squire,  rapsbig 
into  deep  thought. 

**  Yes,  to-morrow,"  said  the  steward.     "  Sleep  upon  it,  sir." 


VL 
Mobs  Ghosts. 

^'  Lamblokd,"  quotfi  Juddock,  finding  it  rather  doll,  once  no  qb» 
ieeoied  indined  to  talk  to  him,  '<  I  understand  your  house  is  hiunted.  & 
looks  like  a  reeeptade  for  ghosts.  There  must  be  some  manrelloua  rtorjr 
connected  with  it»     Let  us  have  it,  I  pray  of  you  ?" 

"  I  can  sing  you  a  ballad  about  a  ghost,  captain,"  Jonas  sepliad,  *'  but 
it  does  not  relate  to  this  house." 

"  No  matter  for  that — so  the  stave  be  good.  Enliven  us  with  it»  Air 
tention,  gentlemen." 

And  Jonas  sang  as  follows  : 

▲  BALLAIK* 
T. 

Old  Grindbod  was  hanged  on  a  gibbet  high, 

On  the  spot  where  the  deed  was  done ; 
^was  a  desolate  {dace,  on  the  edge  of  a  moor, — 

A  place  for  the  timid  to  shun. 

n. 
Chains  round  his  middle,  and  chains  round  his  neck, 

And  chains  round  his  ankles  were  hung : 
And  there  in  all  weathers,  in  sunshine  and  rain, 

Old  Grindrod,  the  murderer,  swiing^ 

m. 
Old  Grindrod  had  long  been  the  banquet  of  crows, 

Who  flocked  on  his  carcase  to  batten ; 
And  the  unctuous  morsels  that  fell  from  their  feast 

Served  tiie  sank  weeds  beneath  him  to  &tten  1 

IV. 

All  that's  now  left  of  lum  is  a  skeleton  grim. 

The  stoutest  to  strike  with  dismay; 
So  ghastly  the  si^ht,  that  no  urchin,  at  ni^t. 

Who  can  help  it,  will  pass  by  that  way* 

■  ■  I      !■  I  I  II    II 

*  Founded  on  an  incident,  related  to  me,  with  admirable  humour,  by  my  old 
and  much- valued  friend,  Gilbbbt  Wdttbb— alas!  departed,  since  these  lines  were 
written. 
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V. 

AU  sock  as  had  dared,  hadaadfy  iMen  soared. 

And  soon  'twas  the  general  talk. 
That  the  wietdi  in  his  chains,  each  night  took  die  pains. 

To  Qome  down  fixun  the  gibbet — and  toalk  ! 

The  story  was  told  to  a  Traveller  bold, 

At  an  inn,  near  the  moor^  by  the  Host ; 
He  af^peals  to  each  gnest,  and  its  truth  they  attosti 

But  the  Traveller  laughs  at  the  Ghost. 

^^  Now,  to  show  you,"  quoth  he,  *^  how  afraid  I  must  be, 

.'  A  rump  and  a  doien  I'll  lay ; 
That  be£ore  it  strikes  One,  I  will  go  forth  alone, 
Old  Grindeod  a  visit  to  pay. 

<<  To  the  gibbet  I'll  go,  and  this  I  wiU  do, 

As  sure  as  I  stand  in  my  shoes ; 
Some  addeess  I'll  devise,  uid  if  Grinny  replies, 

My  wager,  of  oenae,  I  sliaU  lose." 

iz. 
^  Aeoepted  the  bet;  but  the  night  it  is  wet," 

Quott  the  Host.    ^  Never  mmdl"  said  the  Gueat ; 
^  Frooa  darkness  and  rain,  the  adventore  will  gain. 

To  my  mind,  an  additional  wst." 

X. 

Mow  nudnight  had  toU'd,  and  the  Traveller  bold 

Set  out  irom  the  inn,  all  alone  ; 
rTwas  a  night  bhick  as  ink,  and  our  friend  'gan  to  think, 

Thi^  uncowMflsily  cold  it  had  gnown. 

XI. 

But  of  nothing  afraid,  and  by  nothing  delayed  ; 

Plunging  onward  through  bog  and  through  wood  ; 
Wind  and  rain  in  his  face,  he  ne'er  slackened  his  pace. 

Till  under  the  gibbet  he  stood. 

xn. 
Though  dark  as  could  be,  yet  he  thought  he  could  sea 

The  skeleton  hanging  up  high  ; 
The  gjbbet  it  creak^ ;  and  the  rust^  chains  squeaked  ; 

A]^  a  screech-owl  flew  solemnly  hy. 

zm. 
The  heavy  rain  pattered,  the  hollow  bones  clattered, 

The  Traveller's  teeth  chattered— with  cold — not  wi  A  fright ; 
The  wind  it  blew  lustily,  piercingly,  gustily  ;— 

Certunly  not  an  agreeable  night ! 
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xiy. 
««  Ho!  Grindrod,  old  fellow T  thos  loudly  did  bellow, 

The  Traveller  mellow, — «'  How  are  ye,  my  blade  ?** 
— "  Fro  cold  and  I'm  dreary ;  I'm  wet  and  rm  weary ; 

Bat  soon  111  be  near  ye !"  the  Skeleton  said. 

XV. 

The  grisly  bones  rattled,  and  with  the  chains  battled^ 

The  gibbet  appallingly  shook  ; 
On  the  ground  something  stirr'd,  but  no  more  then  was  heard. 

For  straight  to  his  heels  the  man  took. 

XVI. 

Over  moorland  he  dashed,  and  through  quagmire  he  plashed ; 

His  pace  never  daring  to  slack ; 
Till  the  hostel  he  neared,  for  greatly  he  feared 

Old  Grindrod  would  leap  on  his  back. 

xvn. 
His  wager  he  lost,  and  something  it  cost ; 

But  that  which  annoyed  him  the  most, 
Was  to  find  out  too  late,  that  certain  as  fate, 

The  Landlord  had  acted  the  Ghost 

Juddock  laughed  very  heartily  at  the  landlord's  ditty,  as  indeed  did 
the  rest  of  the  company,  including  the  Squire,  who  was  roused  by  it 
from  his  Feyerie,  and  at  its  conclusion  proceeded  to  replenish  the  glasses. 

*'  I  suspect,  Mr.  Jonas,  you  yourself  are  the  cunning  landlord  who 
enacted  old  Grinny's  ghost,"  the  giant  observed,  after  taking  off  his 
punch. 

'*  No— no,  captain,  IVe  as  much  courage  as  any  man  of  my  inches,'* 
Jonas  responded,  drawing  himself  up ;  '^  but  I'm  not  quite  equal  to  that. 
Howsomdeyer,  you*re  not  so  far  out.  The  landlord  in  question  was  a 
lelatiye  of  mine,  and  kept  an  inn  on  Pendleton  Moor,  near  Manchester, 
dose  to  which  old  Grindrod  was  hanged  in  chains.  I  had  the  tale  from 
the  landlord's  own  lips — so  I  know  it  to  be  true.  But,  talking  of  ghosts— 
our  lady  in  white  is  sometimes  very  troublesome.  I  wish  your  reverence," 
he  added  to  the  Vicar,  '^  would  lay  her  in  the  Red  Sea.' 

'^  Spirits,  I  fear,  are  not  as  easily  exorcised  as  they  used  to  be  in  Popish 
times,  landlord,"  Dr.  Sidebottom  replied,  *'  when  the  priests  compelled 
them  to  depart  according  to  the  forms  prescribed  by  Sunt  Gregory  and 
Saint  Anthony,  as  mentioned  in  the  life  of  the  latter  by  Saint  Atha- 
naAos.  One  adjuration,  I  remember,  runs  in  this  way,  and  I  will  pro- 
nounce it,  that  we  may  see  whether  it  will  prove  efficacious."  And  ex- 
tending his  pipe  like  a  wand,  he  pronounced  these  words  in  a  solemn, 
emphatic  voice  :  <*  Adjuro  te^  Spectrum  horribUe!  per  Judicem  vivorum 
et  mortuorumj  per  Factorem  mundi^  gut  habet  potestatem  mittere  te 
in  Gehenndf  tU  ah  hoc  domo  festinus  ducedas.  Audi  Spectrum!  et 
twtCy  et  victum  et  prostratum  recede  in  Sinu  Arabico  /" 

'*  That  sounds  very  dreadful,"  Jonas  exclaimed,  in  a  quaking  voice  ; 
"  the  exorcism  quite  makes  one's  flesh  creep.  Lady  Juga  I  hope  will 
hear  it,  and  rest  quiet  in  future." 
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**  Can  anybody  give  us  another  ghost-story?**  the  Squire  asked.  "  You 
lode  as  if  yon  had  one  ready,  captain." 

**  Why,  fftith !  Squire,  I  can  sing  you  a  ballad  ivhich  may  match  the 
landlord's,  if  that  wUl  serve  your  turn?" 

*^  Nothing  better. — Let  us  have  it,  by  all  means." 

And  wetting  his  whistle  according  to  custom,  Juddock  commenced 
the  following  legendary  strains,  which  he  sang  right  merrily. 

tS^]^  3SatdbtT  of  %ipon  anti  \\fi  ffidostlg  3Sasfn : 

A  Tale  of  the  Chabkel-housb. 

I. 
Since  Ghost- Stories  you  want,  there  is  one  I  can  tell 
Of  a  wonderful  thing  that  Bat  Pigeon  befel : 
A  Barber  at  Ripon,  in  Yorkshire,  was  he, 
And  as  keen  in  his  craft  as  his  best  blade  could  be. 

II. 
Now  Bat  had  a  fancy, — a  strange  one,  you'll  own, — 
Instead  of  a  brass  bowl  to  have  one  of  bone  : 
To  the  Charnel-house  'neath  the  old  Minster  he'd  been, 
And  there,  'mongst  the  relics,  a  treasure  had  seen. 

III. 
'Mid  the  pile  of  dry  bones  that  encumber'd  the  ground. 
One  pumpkin-like  skull  with  a  mazard  he  found ; 
If  home  tnat  enormous  old  sconce  he  could  take, 
What  a  ci^ital  basin  for  shaving  'twould  make ! 

IV. 

Well!  he  got  it,  at  last,  from  the  Sexton,  his  friend, 
Little  dreaming  how  queerly  the  business  would  end : 
Next,  he  saw'd  off  the  cranium  close  to  the  eyes ; 
And  behold  then !  a  basin  capacious  in  size. 

V. 

As  the  big  bowl  is  balanced  'twizt  finger  and  thumb. 
Bat's  customers  all  with  amazement  are  dumb ; 
At  the  strange  yellow  object  they  blink  and  they  stare, 
But  what  it  can  be  not  a  soul  is  aware ! 

VI. 

Bat  I^geon,  as  usual,  to  rest  went  that  night. 
But  he  soon  started  up  in  a  terrible  fright : 
Lo !  giving  the  curtains  and  bedclothes  a  pull, 
A  Ghost  he  beheld — wanting  half  of  its  skuU! 

VII. 

<^  Unmannerly  Barber !"  the  Spectre  exclaimed ; 
*^  To  desecrate  bonehouses  art  not  ashamed  ? 
Thy  crown  into  shivers,  base  varlet,  I'll  crack, 
UnlesSi  on  the  instant^  my  own  I  get  back !" 
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vin. 
^*  There  it  lies  on  the  table,"  Bat  qnakmgly  said  ; 
*^  Suro^  a  skull  cannot  matter,  when  once  one  is  dead.** — 
^<  Such  a  skull  as  thine  may  not,  thou  addkpate  fool ! 
But  a  shaver  of  clowns  for  a  Knight  is  no  rule  !** 

IX. 

With  this,  the  wrodi  Spectre  its  hnunpan  clapp'd  on, 
And  holding  it  fast,  in  a  twinkling  was  gone ; 
But  ere  through  the  keyhole  the  Phantom  coald  rush, 
Bat  perceiyed  it  had  taken  his  soap  and  his  brush. 

X. 

When  the  Sexton,  next  mom,  went  the  Charnel-house  round. 
The  Great  Yellow  SkuU*  in  its  old  place  he  found : 
And  'twixt  its  lank  jaws,  while  they  grimiingly  ope, 
As  in  mockery  stuck,  are  the  Brusn  and  tiie  Soap ! 

Agiun  the  laughter  and  plaudits  were  loud  and  long.  Again  the 
glasses  were  replenished. 

'*  Well,  it's  easy  to  make  a  jest  of  supernatural  appearaooes  when 
we're  all  comfortably  seated  round  a  table,  well  provided  with  appliances 
for  good  cheer,  as  we  are  now,"  the  Squire  remarked ;  **  but,  let  me  tell 
you,  it's  yery  different  when  you're  alone  in  a  large,  dark,  solitary  room ; 
reported  to  be  haunted.  I  don't  think  it  any  reproach  to  my  manhood 
to  confess  that  I  haye  felt  uneasy  under  such  circumstances." 

"  I  guess  what  your  honour  alludes  to,"  Nelly  obseryed.  **  You 
refer  to  the  night  you  once  passed  here,  when  3'ou  occupied  the 
Haunted  Chamber.  You  may  remember  I  tried  to  dissuade  you  from 
using  it,  but  you  laughed  at  me,  and  told  me  you  weren't  afraid  of 
ghosts  or  hobgoblins.  Doctor  Plot  sleeps  in  the  room  to-night,  and  he 
said  much  the  same  thing  to  me.  We  shall  hear  whether  he  changes  hb 
note  to-morrow." 

"  I  hope  he  will  be  spared  the  sight  I  beheld — or  fancied  'I  beheld,'' 
the  Squire  rejoined,  with  a  slight  shudder. 

"  Odzooks !  what  was  it  you  did  see,  Squire  ?"  Juddock  asked. 

"  On  my  soul,  I  don't  like  to  talk  of  it,  captain." 

*^  Ah !  gentlemen,  this  is  a  very  mysterious  house,  and  strange  things 
haye  happened  in  it,"  quoth  Jonas,  shaking  his  head ;  "  and  no  wonder 
some  of  the  old  family  can't  rest  in  their  graves.  Lady  Juga  is  not 
the  only  one  that  walks." 

"  Why,  who  else  does,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  Jonas  ?"  Nelly  cried. 
"  I  never  saw  any  other  spirit." 

'*  But  I  have,"  her  husband  replied,  shaking  his  head  solemnly.  "  I 
once  beheld  a  <h«adful  apparition ;  in  the  likeness  of  a  man  with  a  greats 
gaping  wound  in  his  breast,  and  his  shirt  all  dabbled  over  with  blood. 
The  ghost  came  out  of  a  closet  in  the  Haunted  Room." 

Nelly  uttered  a  faint  scream. 

**  Whose  ghost  could  it  be,  Jonas  ?"  Roper  inquired. 

*  This  ghostly  relic  may  still  be  seen  in  the  curious  Gbamel-houae  of  Bipon 
Blinster.  And  the  legend  connected  with  it  is  devoutly  believed  by  the  Sexton, 
its  narrator. 
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**Hu  father's,  At*'  the  landlord  relied  in  a  low,  mjsteiioiis  tonc^ 
poiniing  over  hii  shoulder  to  Sir  Gilbert,  who  was  still  seated  by  the 
five.  *'  Tiie  late  banmet  who  was  killed  in  a  duel,  as  you  kaow,  by  Sir 
Walter  Fitewalter.     I'm  quite  sure  it  wn  he." 

<<  This  is  strange,  indeea,  landlord,"  the  Squire  observed. 

^  Yery  strange !"  Eoper  cried. 

^  Still  stranger  you  neTor  mentioned  it  to  me  before,"  Nelly  cried, 
mther  piqued* 

^I  didn't  like  to  alarm  you,  ducky,"  Jonas  rejoiaed.  *^  A  proof  of  my 
great  oonsideratioii  for  your  feelings." 

''  By  all  aoeoonts  the  house  aeems  to  swarm  with  qtectres,"  Juddock 
eiolumed.     "  I  hope  my  room  is  free  from  them." 

'^  Can't  answOT  for  it,"  Jonas  relied.  '^  Spirits  have  a  great  deal  of 
malioe,  and  play  strange  tricks — especially  she-spirits." 

At  this  moment,  a  singular  noise  at  the  head  of  the  great  staircase  at- 
tacted  general  attention. 

vn. 

Thb  MA1IJ-0UI.D  Aptabitioh. 

All  eyes  were  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  and  to  the  aston- 
ishment and  horror  of  the  beholders,  they  saw  a  tall,  mail-clad  appa- 
rition issue  irom  the  sliding  panel.  The  visor  of  the  helmet  was  raised, 
disclosing  a  countenance  pallia  as  death,  and  stained  with  blood.  Horrible 
sight !  Nelly  screamed,  and  fell  into  the  arms  of  her  husband,  who  had 
enough  to  do  to  sustain  her,  being  terribly  frightened  himself.  The  rest 
of  the  company  stared  aghast. 

There  could  be  no  illusion  in  this  case.  The  spectre  was  palpable  enough 
to  sight  and  hearing  too.  Its  heavy  tread  sounded  on  the  boards  of  &e 
gallery,  like  blows  from  a  paviour's  rammer. 

Meanwhile,  "Peggy  and  Dick  having  come  forth  from  the  corridor, 
the  screams  of  the  pretty  chambermaid  were  added  to  those  of  her 
mistre^.  Utterly  disregarding  them,  and  heedless  of  the  fright  it  occa- 
ftoned  to  the  party  below,  the  spectre  began  to  descend  the  great  oak 
staircase. 

Slowly !  step  after  step.     Thump !  thump  I  thiunp  I 

Some  centuries  had  elapsed,  since  those  knightly  trappings  had  been 
worn.  Some  centuries  had  elapsed,  since  such  a  figure  had  stalked  down 
those  stairs. 

The  ghost  came  on,  but  no  one  appeared  inclined  to  address  it.  No 
one  stiired  from  his  place. 

Nelly  alone  spoke.  She  had  now  left  off  screaming,  finding  it  of  no 
use,  and  whispered  to  her  husband — "Look,  Jonas,  look!  It's  one  of 
the  c^d  FitzTi^ters.  Don't  you  recollect  his  picture  painted  on  one  of 
the  panels  in  the  Haunted  Chamber?" 

*'  Yes,  I  recollect  it,"  Jonas  rejoined,  his  teeth  chattering  with  fright, 
and  his  limbs  trembling  ;  ''  but  the  ghost's  very  like  Frank  Woodbine." 

*'  Why  so  it  is,  I  declare,"  Nelly  said,  recovering  her  courage  a  little. 

Still  the  spectre  continued  to  thump  the  stairs  in  its  slow  descent 

Suddenly,  Sir  Gilbert  de  Montfichet  starting  to  his  feet,  drew  his 
iword,  ana  hastened  to  confront  the  apparition.  The  encounter  took 
place  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase.     Nothing  daimted,  the  ghost,  with  its 
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gatmtleted  hand>  snatched  the  sword  poioteid  at  its  breast,  from  ihe 
young  baronet*8  grasp,  and  shivered  it  in  twain  upon  the  flctor.  It  then 
tdok  Sir  Gilbert  by  the  shoulder,  and  thrust  him  forcibly  backwards 
several  paces.  Exclamations  of  surprise  were  uttered  by  all  the  spec- 
tators, and  Jonas  would  have  taken  to  his  heels  if  he  had  not  been 
withheld  by  his  wife,  who  began  to  have  some  glimmering  of  the  truth. 

But  as  it  had  now  become  quite  evident  to  all,  that  the  supposed  ghost, 
which  had  occasioned  them  so  much  terror,  was  a  creature  of  flesh  and 
blood  like  themselves,  there  was  no  limit  to  their  expressions  of  indignation 
at  the  unjustifiable  trick  played  upon  tiiem.  Jonas  declared  he  had  seen 
through  it  at  once,  and  had  only  waited  to  ascertain  how  hr  it  would 
be  carried  before  he  resented  it.  Great  oaths  were  discharged  by  Jud- 
dock,  like  shells  from  a  monster  mortar ;  and  even  the  Squire  swore 
lustily.  But  the  first  to  aid  Sir  Gilbert — perhaps,  because  he  chanced 
to  be  nearest  him — was  old  Paul  Flitwick. 

<'  Tak  that,  warmint,"  the  ancient  huntsman  cried,  aiming  a  Uow  at  the 
ghost's  head  with  the  butt-end  of  his  heavy  hunting-whip.     ''  Tak  that." 

Well  was  it  for  Frank  that  a  stout  casque  protected  him ;  or  his  tale 
had  then  been  told.  The  blow  sounded  like  the  stroke  of  a  hammer 
on  the  anvil ;  and  for  a  moment  it  staggered  the  young  man,  but  reco- 
vering himself,  he  snatched  the  whip  from  Paul,  and  laid  it  across  his 
shoulders. 

"  Haud  hard,  men — baud  yar  bond,  a  say !  What  the  Dule  be'st  at  ?** 
vociferated  the  old  huntsman,  yelping  like  a  beaten  hound. 

"  Paying  off  a  little  score  I  owe  you  for  mischief-making,  Paul,"  Frank 
replied,  giving  him  another  cut  or  so.  "  Don't  you  know  me,  you  old 
fool !" 

"  Whay,  zaunds !  af  at  ben't  Fraank  Woodbane — the  gaam-keeper,'* 
Paul  cried — "haud  hard,  Frilank — a  tells  ee." 

"  Frank  Woodbine !"  exclaimed  Juddock,  in  stentorian  tones,  and  with 
a  terrific  imprecation.     '^  Is  this  he  ?     Til  be  the  death  of  him." 

"  Oh !  don't  let  *em  harm  him,  your  honour,"  Nelly  cried  with  great 
earnestness  to  the  Squire.  *^  Frank's  such  a  nice  young  man.  I  don't 
know  how  he  g^t  that  armoiur  on ;  but  I'm  sure  it  was  with  no  ill  inten- 
tion.    I  can  explain  how  he  happens  to  be  here." 

"  Ebcplain  it  then  to  me  ?"  whispered  Jonas.  **  Oh !  you  wicked  hussy  l" 

Meanwhile,  some  half-dozen  immense  strides  brought  the  giant  within 
reach  of  the  young  gamekeeper,  who,  mistaking  his  purpose,  ordered  him 
to  stand  off. 

<*  You  are  a  large  man  and  a  strong,  and  are  armed  with  a  warrant  I 
make  no  doubt,"  Frank  cried ;  "  but  I  advise  you  not  to  lay  hands  upon 
me,  or  you  may  get  the  worst  of  it,  Mr.  Bumbailiff." 

"  Bumbailiff!  I  a  base  bumbailiff !"  roared  the  giant,  transported  with 
fury.     "  'Sdeath !  fellow,  I  am  an  officer." 

"  So  I  conclude,"  Frank  said  ;  "  an  officer  of  the  meanest  kind,  em- 
ployed by  Mr.  Roper  to  arrest  me." 

"  I  am  employed  by  his  Majes^  King  George  the  Second,  sirrah ;  and 
I  will  carve  you  in  minced- meat  tor  your  impertinence,"  the  giant  roared, 
making  a  pass  at  him  with  his  lengthy  blade,  which  did  him  no  injnry 
whatever,  being  turned  aside  by  the  steel  breastplate.  Frank  seemed 
invulnerable. 
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Not  80  Ci^tain  Juddock.  The  lash  of  the  heavy  hunting-whip  was 
again  called  vigorously  into  action,  and  seemed  to  find  out  the  tenderest 
parts  of  hb  person.  Stamping  and  roaring  like  a  mad  bull  under  the 
severity  of  the  application,  he  at  last  fairly  took  to  his  heels,  and  fled, 
howling  with  rage  and  pain. 

Frank  was  le£  by  himself ;  master  of  the  field  ;  and  flourishing  the 
conquering  hunting-whip. 

liie  Squire,  and  indeed,  everybody  else,  except  Sir  Gilbert,  laughed  at 
the  boastful  grant's  discomfiture.  As  to  Jonas,  his  iaX  sides  shook  with 
merriment ;  and  tears  of  exquisite  delight  rushed  to  his  eyes.  *'  I  can 
Sofgive  Frank  anything  for  this  good  service,"  he  thought. 

'^  How  comes  Frank  Woodbine  to  be  here  at  this  tune  of  night,  and 
tricked  out  in  that  knightly  gear  ?"  the  steward  inquired. 

*<  I  locked  him  up  in  the  cellar,  please  you,  Mr.  Roper,"  Nelly  said. 

''  And  why  did  you  so  lock  him  up,  mistress  ?" 

*'  Ay,  answer  that,  mistress,"  Jonas  whispered. 

".To  keep  him  out  of  the  way  of  your  bailifls,  Mr.  Roper,"  Nelly 
replied.  '*  But  he  managed  to  get  out  somehow ;  for  when  I  went  to 
look  for  him,  the  bird  was  flown." 

**  How  I  contrived  it,  would  puzzle  me  to  explain,"  Frank  cried,  over- 
hearing what  was  said ;  '^  but  I  found  my  way  with  a  deal  of  difficulty, 
and  in  a  very  roundabout  manner,  to  a  closet  where  I  discovered  this  old 
suit  of  armour ;  so  I  clapped  it  on  as  you  see,  and  came  forth,  thinking  I 
should  be  able  to  escape,  imdetected." 

"But  you're  bleeding! — You've  hurt  yourself?"  Nelly  exclaimed. 

"  Not  much,"  Frank  replied,  taking  off  the  helmet. 

**  Here,  Peggy ! — a  napkin  and  a  basin  of  water— quick !"  NeUy  said 
to  the  chambermaid,  who  with  Carroty  Dick  had  now  ventured  to  come 
down  stairs.     "  And  bring  that  box  of  unguent  from  the  cupboard." 

^'  Have  a  moment's  patience  with  the  young  man,  sir,"  Mr.  Roper  said 
to  the  Squire,  "  and  keep  Sir  Gilbert  and  his  friend  quiet,  if  possible," 
pointing  to  the  young  baronet  and  Juddock ;  both  of  whom  were  evi- 
dently breathing  vengeance  against  Frank. 

"  Gad*s  life.  Roper,  you're  a  strange  fellow,"  cried  the  Squire — "  you 
pretend  to  know  nothing,  and  you  are  in  everybody's  secrets.  1  war- 
rant me  you  know  more  about  that  young  man  than  you  choose  to 
admit" 

"  Well,  sir,  perhaps  I  do,"  the  steward  rejoined,  with  a  smile. 

"  I  was  quite  sure  of  it,"  the  Squire  said.  **  Zounds !  now  his  face  is 
deansed  firom  blood,  the  youth  is  very  handsome." 

While  Frank,  occupied  with  the  napkin  and  ewer  which  Peggy  had 
brought  him,  was  effacing  from  his  features  so  far  as  he  could  the  marks 
of  the  accident,  Sir  Gilbert  and  Juddock  seemed  not  ill-disposed  to  draw 
firesh  blood  from  him,  and  it  required  all  the  Squire's  authority,  backed 
by  that  of  the  Vicar,  to  restrain  them  firom  their  attack  upon  him.  Very 
as»doous  was  Nelly,  meanwhile,  in  her  attentions  to  the  young  man  ; 
making  him  sit  down ;  carefully  removing  his  clotted  hair,  and  bathing 
his  brow.  She  had  just  applied  a  wonderful  specific  which  was  sure  to 
heal  the  wound,  when  the  outer  door  was  opened,  giving  admittance  to 
Rose  Woodbine,  and  Dragon.   As  she  enter^,  Rose  hastUy  and  anxiously 
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inquired  of  Jonas  if  anything  had  heen  seen  of  her  husband.  The  land- 
loiti  replied  by  pointing  to  the  young  man. 

At  first,  Rose  scarcely  recogpiised  him  in  his  Strang  disguise;  but  then 
with  a  cry  of  mingled  delight  and  uneasiness,  she  rushed  towards  him  and 
threw  her  arms  round  his  neck.  Dragon  was  considerably  puzzled  too  ; 
and  examined  his  master's  greaves  before  he  could  be  quite  satisfied  it 
was  he ;  after  which,  he  expressed  his  delight  by  barking  loudly  and 
leaping  upon  him. 

**  I  cannot  take  you  to  my  heart  as  I  denre,  Rose,"  the  young  man 
8aad,  with  a  smile.  ^  I  do  not  know  how  in  times  of  chivalry,  knights, 
when  fully  equipped  for  fight,  contrived  to  embrace  the  ladies  of  their 
love ;  but  I  should  be  afraid  of  injuring  you,  sweetheart,  if  I  clasped  you 
in  my  arms  now.'' 

Gertes,  in  the  days  to  which  Frank  referred,  it  would  have  been  diffi- 
cult to  find,  search  where  you  would,  among  press  of  knights,  a  goodlier 
person,  or  comelier  features  than  fell  to  the  young  man's  share.  His  was 
one  of  those  noble  faces  the  mould  of  which  seems  to  be  lost,  since  we 
never  meet  with  its  like  in  these  days;  picturesque,  beautiful,  manly, 
chivalrous  in  expression.  Frank  bore  him  in  his  steely  apparel  as  if  con- 
stantly accustomed  to  it,  and  not  as  if  he  had  donned  it  for  the  first 
tune.  His  deportment  seemed  to  have  undergone  a  complete  change, 
and  there  was  a  stateliness  in  his  manner,  and  a  certain  haughtiness  of  car- 
riage— altogether  unusual — th/it  impressed  every  beholder  with  surprise. 
Not  that  there  was  any  haughtiness — but,  on  the  contrary,  deepest  love, 
— in  the  look  he  fixed  on  Rose,  as  with  fond  arms  twined  around  his 
neck,  and  earnest  eyes  turned  upwards  she  gazed  admiringly  and  tenderly 
upon  his  face.  And  if  he  appeared  like  proud  knight  of  old,  was  she  not 
worthy  to  match  with  him?  Was  she  not  fair  and  g^raceful  as  he  was 
hardy  and  well-favoured?  Was  she  not  worthy  of  his  devotion?  Ay, 
marry,  was  she.  Lovelier  dame  than  she  never  nerved  arm  at  tilt  or 
tourney.  Brighter  eyes  than  hers  never  stirred  knightlybosom.  Sweeter 
lips  than  hers  never  rewarded  knightly  prowess.  And  Frank  thought  so, 
and  felt  so  too,  as  he  bent  his  stately  neck  to  impress  a  kiss  upon  them. 

A  comely  pair  indeed !     Kindly  as  comely !     Loving  as  kindly  I 

^  Well,  I  declare  if  s  quite  a  picture!"  Nelly  exclumed,  unable  to  refuse 
her  meed  of  admiration  at  the  sight.  *'  I  never  saw  anything  prettier. 
And  the  dog,  too — ^how  well  he  comes  into  it!" 

Dragon,  in  fact,  formed  no  bad  addition  to  the  group. 

But  Nelly  had  odier  causes  of  admiration  presently.  Finding  her 
husband  was  hurt — a  circumstance  she  had  not  remarked  in  the  first  joy 
of  their  meeting — Rose  displayed  the  greatest  anxiety,  till  it  was  relieved 
by  the  light  manner  in  which  he  treated  the  accident,  coupled  with  assu- 
rances, on  his  part,  that  Nelly  had  quite  cured  him  with  the  balsam  she 
had  applied ;  on  which  his  wire  could  not  thank  the  hostess  sufficiently. 

"  No  jealousy,  I  perceive,"  thought  Nelly.  "  /  couldn't  have  thanked 
her:' 

Then  again,  when  Rose  inquired  how  he  came  by  the  armour  'in 
which  he  was  clad — telling  him  at  the  same  time  how  well  it  became 
him  ? — and  wondered  what  had  detained  him  so  late  ? — she  was  quite 
content  when  informed  that  all  would  be  explained  by-and-by.     Nay, 
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she  was  more  than  content,  for  was  he  not  safe  and  happy?  that 
being  all  she  desired  to  know.  Neither  did  she  heed  his  exinressicMis 
of  regret  at  the  uneasiness  his  unavoidable  absence  had  occasioned  her. 
Sufficient,  it  was  unavoidable.  Could  better  understanding  subsist  between 
two  people  ?  Nelly  thought  not.  Still  she  could  not  help  conunenting 
to  hendf  on  such  singular  conduct. 

"  She  has  no  more  curiosity  than  jealousy/'  Nelly  thought.  "  Now,  if 
I  had  a  handsome  husband  and  he  were  to  stay  out  late  I  should  go 
distracted,  and  would  make  him  account  for  every  minute  of  his  absence. 
And  if  Jonas  were  to  get  into  a  suit  of  armour — though  I  don't  think 
diere's  any  to  fit  him — I'd  never  let  him  rest  till  I  knew  why  he  put  it 
on.  But  Kose  takes  everything  quietly.  How  differently  people  are  con- 
stituted, to  be  sure !" 

Not  knowing  what  had  happened,  Rose  thought  it  better  to  acquaint 
her  husband  in  a  whisper  that  the  debt  to  the  steward  had  been  settled, 
and  that  she  had  the  bond  at  home.  Frank  saw  she  had  some  further 
emanations  to  g^ve,  but  he  forbore  to  make  inquiries  now. 

^  You  have  greatly  relieved  my  mind,  Rose,"  he  said — ^^  and  there 
can  now  be  no  obstacle  to  my  immediate  return .  home.  But  as  I  can 
scanty  go  forth  in  this  garb,  yon,  love,  shall  perform  the  part  of  a 
£uthfdl  squire,  and  help  your  loyal  knight  to  take  off  his  harness — that, 
I  believe,  is  the  proper  term." 

And  as  both  Nelly  and  Rose  helped  to  disarm  him,  the  task  was 
quiddy  performed,  and  the  young  gamekeeper  was  left  in  his  customary 
attire* 

"  Now  you're  like  yourself,  Frank,**  Rose  cried,  embracing  him. 

"  I  know  who  he  was  like  when  he  had  the  armour  on,"  Nelly  said. 
*^  Somebody  he  might  be  very  proud  to  resemble." 

Frank  looked  hard  at  her,  but  made  no  remark. 

Rose's  unexpected  iqppearance  had  produced  different  effects  upon 
different  persons  among  the  company.  On  seeing  her.  Sir  Gilbert 
ordered  Captain  Juddock  to  follow  him,  and  ran  hastily  i^  the  great 
staircase ;  so  she  was  not  aware  of  his  presence,  though  he  cmd  the  giant 
continued  to  watch  what  was  passing  from  the  gallery. 

But  no  one  was  so  much  interested  as  the  Squire,  and  his  countenance 
expressed  the  variety  of  enK>tions  that  agitated  his  breast  on  sight  of 
Base.  Astonishment,  delight,  affection— were  all  painted  upon  it  by 
tmifl, — and  he  had  some  difficulty  in  restraining  himself.  Indeed,  he 
vpoidd  have  rushed  towards  her,  if  he  had  not  been  withheld  by  the 
steward. 

^  I  must  speak  to  her,  Rqper — I  musty"  he  cried. 

*^Not  to-night,  sir — not  to-night,  I  beseech  you,"  the  steward  re- 
joined. ^^  I  ^nll  engage  to  bring  her  and  her  husband — or  Rose,  at  all 
events — to  Monkbury  Place  to-morrow.  Much  better  de&r  the  interview 
tfll  then.  Something  has  to  be  done  in  the  interim — with  Dr.  Plot — 
yon  ondeTstaiid." 

^  No— -I  don't  understand  it,  at  all,"  the  Squire  cried,  very  impatiently, 
'^but  I  know  tiiat  you  torment  worse  than  the  deviL  However,  be  it  as 
joa  wilL  On  the  understanding  that  you  will  bring  her  to  Monkbury 
to-morrow,  I  am  content  to  wait  tiU  then.  But  I  shan't  sleep  a  wink  to- 
mght  for  linking  of  h^.     God  bless  her  pretty  &oe !  how  Uke  she  is  to 
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her  mother !  Bat  I  must  be  off!  If  I  stay  here  a  minute  longer  I  shall 
break  out  in  spite  of  you.     To-morrow,  without  fail ^  Roper !" 

"  Without  fell,''  the  steward  emphatically  replied. 

And  without  waiting  to  say  good  night  to  the  Vicar,  or  to  any  one 
else,  the  Squire  rushed  out  of  the  house,  followed  by  Paul  Flitwick,  and 
more  leisurely  by  the  reverend  gentleman  himself,  upon  whom  the  punch 
had  made  considerable  impression. 

A  few  words  then  passed  between  Roper  and  the  young  gamekeeper 
and  his  wife.  On  learning  that  the  Squire  desired  to  see  them  at  Monk- 
bury  on  the  following  day,  Frank  readily  agreed  to  go  there ;  but  though 
Rose  offered  no  remonstrance,  a  deep  flush  overspread  her  features,  quickly 
succeeded  by  perfect  paleness.  Her  emotion  did  not  escape  the  notice  of 
the  steward,  who  endeavoured  to  re-assiure  her  by  a  look;  though  it 
passed  unobserved  by  her  husband,  as  he  had  turned  at  the  moment 
to  take  leave  of  Nelly.     This  point  achieved,  Mr.  Roper  went  his  way. 

Soon  afterwards,  the  pair  took  their  departure ;  Jonas  and  Nelly  at- 
tending them  to  the  door,  with  many  professions  of  regard.  As  may 
be  supposed,  they  had  much  to  talk  of  on  the  way  home,  and  scarcely 
noticed  the  gambols  of  Dragon  by  their  side. 

Ere  half  an  hour  more  had  elapsed,  all  the  inmates  of  the  Old  Inn 
were  buried  in  repose. 

All  except  one.     And  we  know  how  He  passed  the  night. 


THOMAS  MOORFS  DIARY.* 

This  ''Diary"  increases  in  interest  as  it  progresses.  Moore  starts 
for  Italy  in  company  with  Lord  John  Russell,  whom  he  found  to  be  "  mild 
and  sensible ;  and  took  off  Talma  well."  We  have  also  the  impressions 
of  the  other  party  in  an  indirect  way.  Lord  John  told  Moore  that  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford,  in  whose  company  they  crossed  the  Channel,  said, 
on  Starting  for  the  Rhine,  that  she  '^  wished  they  had  some  one  with 
them  like  Mr.  Moore,  to  be  agreeable  when  they  got  to  their  inn  in  the 
evening !" 

At  Paris,  bought  for  forty  francs  the  complete  edition  of  his  works,  in 
six  volumes.  ''  Cruel  kindness  this,  to  rake  up  all  the  rubbish  I  have 
ever  written  in  my  life — good,  bad,  and  indifferent ;  it  makes  me  ill  to 
look  at  it."  Dined  at  St.  Cloud  with  a  large  and  fashionable  party,  but 
went  to  sup  at  the  Cafe  Hardy  on  a  salade  de  volaille^  "  having  got  but 
little  to  eat  at  St  Cloud."  Writes  a  great  deal  about  his  '*  darling 
Betsy,"  but  is  not  the  less  attentive  to  ''a  pretty  little  girl.  Miss 
Herbert,"  for  whom  he  sings,  copies  music,  and  whom  he  attends  to  the 
Opera.  Apropoi  of  the  Opera,  Moore  says,  "  Few  things  set  my  imagina- 
tion on  the  wing  so  much  as  these  spectacles  at  the  Opera." 

At  Greneva,  one  Dumont  informed  them  that  the  standing  army  of 
Geneva  was  350  men,  and  that  he  had  proved  in  the  assembly  that  it 
was,  in  proportion,  the  largest  army  in  Europe,  except  that  of  Russia : 
this,  says  Moore,  is  excellent.  A  M.  Cramer  made  a  calculation  of  the 
space  that  the  animals  and  the  food  requisite  for  them  took  up  in  Noah's 

*  Memoirs,  Joomal,  and  Correspondence  of  Thomas  Moore.  £dited  hy  the 
Right  Honourable  Lord  John  Russell,  M.P.  Vols.  IIL  and  lY.  Longman, 
Brown,  Green,  and  L<»)gmanj. 
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Ark,  and  found  out  tbat  there  was  more  room  than  they  wanted. 
General  Gumming  declared  the  government  of  Geneva  to  be  the  most 
aihitrary  in  Europe ;  a  sentinel  ran  with  fixed  bayonet  at  the  driver  of 
his  char-a-banc  for  daring  to  trot  past  the  town-hall.  Another  wise 
Englishman,  standing  by,  said,  '*  If  you  knocked  a  man  down  here  you 
would  be  imprisoned  for  three  days,  and  seemed  to  think  it  a  very  hard 


Passing  the  Simplon  had  the  same  effect  as  the  first  view  of  Mont 
Blanc— only  in  this  case  it  was  the  Jungfrau.  *'  I  alternately  shuddered 
and  shed  tears  as  I  looked  at  it,"  says  Moore,  and  his  biographer  alludes  in 
his  prefEU^  to  this  exquisite  sensibility  to  the  beauties  and  the  sublimities 
of  nature's  works.  The  grotto,  however,  at  Villa  Tansi,  was  like  all 
other  grottos,  as  Dr.  Johnson  says,  "  fit  for  a  toad.*' 

Moore  bought  a  crazy  little  caleche  at  Milan  and  parted  from  Lord 
John,  with  the  horror  of  banditti  in  prospective,  but  soon  found  that 
hotel-keepers,  waiters,  and  "cursed  fahrot^^  were  the  real  ladri — the 
others  mere  Opera  heroes.  At  Brescia,  "called  at  ^y^^  but  thought 
it  was  raining  a  deluge,  and  went  to  sleep  ngain  ;  found  afterwards  it 
was  only  a  fountain  in  the  yard  ;  beautiful  morning !" 

Left  Padua  at  twelve,  and  arrived  at  Lord  Byron's  country-house.  La  Mira, 
near  Fusina,  at  two.  He  was  but  just  up  and  in  his  bath ;  soon  came  down 
to  me  ;  first  time  wc  have  met  these  live  years ;  grown  fat,  which  spoils  the 
picturesqtienrss  of  his  head.  The  Countess  Giiiccioli,  whom  he  followed  to 
Ravenna,  came  from  thence  with  him  to  Venice  by  the  consent,  it  appears,  of 
her  husband.  Found  him  in  iiigh  spirits  and  full  of  his  usual  frolicsome 
gaiety.  He  insisted  upon  my  making  use  of  his  house  at  Venice  while  I  stay, 
but  could  not  himself  leave  the  Guiccioli.  He  dressed,  and  we  set  off  together 
in  my  carriage  for  Venice  ;  a  glorious  sunset  when  we  embarked  at  Fusina  in 
a  gondola,  and  the  view  of  Venice  and  the  distant  Alps  (some  of  which  had 
snow  on  them,  reddening  with  the  last  light)  was  magnificent;  but  my  com- 
panion's conversation,  which,  though  highly  ludicrous  and  amusing,  was  any- 
thing but  romantic,  threw  my  mind  and  imagination  into  a  mood  not  at  all 
agreeing  with  the  scene.  Arrived  at  his  palazzo  on  the  Grand  Canal  (he 
having  first  made  the  gondolier  row  round  in  order  to  give  me  a  sight  of  the 
Piazetta),  where  he  gave  orders  with  the  utmost  anxiety  and  good-nature  for  my « 
accommodation,  and  despatched  persons  in  search  of  a  Utquais  de  phce^  and  his 
friend  Mr.  Scott,  to  give  roe  in  charge  to.  No  Opera  this  evening.  He 
ordered  dinner  from  a  traiteur's,  and  stopped  to  dine  with  me.  Had  much 
curious  conversation  with  him  about  his  wife  before  Scott  arrived.  He  has 
written  his  memoirs,  and  is  continuing  them  ;  thinks  of  going  and  purchasing 
lands  under  the  Patriotic  Government  in  South  America.  Much  talk  about 
Don  Juan  ;  he  is  writing  a  third  canto ;  the  Duke  of  Wellington  ;  his 
taking  so  much  money  ;  gives  instances  of  disinterested  men,  £paminondas, 
hc^  &c.,  down  to  Pitt  himself,  who, 

As  minister  of  state,  is 
Renown'dfor  ruining  Great  Britain  gratis. 

**  Forgot  to  mention,**  Moore  adds,  afterwards,  "  that  Byron  introduced 
me  to  his  countess  before  we  left  La  Mira :  she  is  a  blonde  and  younfi^ ; 
married  only  about  a  year,  but  not  very  pretty.'*  When  he  saw  the 
eoimteas  again,  on  his  return  from  Venice,  she  looked  prettier,  he  says^ 
than  she  did  the  first  time.  The  Guiccioli's  husband  was,  he  says,  a  &ie 
specimen  of  an  Italian  husband.  He  wanted  Lord  B.  to  lend  him  1000/. 
at  five  per  cent ;  that  is,  give  it,  though  he  talks  of  giving  security; 
and  says,  in  any  other  way  it  would  be  an  awtlimento  to  him !     It  is 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


20  Thbtnas  Moore' $  Diary. 

not  likely,  howeTer,  that  he  got  tueh  golden  eonsoUtions,  for  Scott  tdd 
Moore  that  Lord  B.  kept  a  box,  into  which  he  occasionaliy  pat  sequins  ; 
that  he  had  collected  about  300,  and  his  great  delight  was  to  <^en  the 
box  and  contemplate  his  store. 

As  to  the  city  of  the  Adriatic,  ^'  the  disenchantment,"  he  excljums, 
<^  one  meets  with  at  Venice — the  Rialto  so  mean — the  canals  so  stinking ! 
— the  piazzetta  of  St.  Mark,  with  its  extraordinary  ducal  palace  and  we 
femtastical  churdi,  and  the  gaudy  clock  opposite,"  are  described  as  alto- 
gether making  a  most  barbaric  appearance.  It  was  better  at  night. 
"Lord  B.  took  me  home  in  his  gondola  at  two  o'clock  ;  a  beau^ful 
moonlight^  and  the  reflection  of  the  palaces  in  the  water,  and  the  still- 
ness and  grandeur  of  the  whole  scene  (deprived  as  it  was  of  its  de- 
formities by  the  dimness  of  the  light),  gave  a  nobler  idea  of  Venice  than 
I  had  yet  had.*' 

At  Covigliaio,  Moore  writes : 

Among  my  epistles  from  Italy  must  be  one  on  the  exaggeration  of  travellers, 
and  the  false  colouring  given  both  by  them  and  by  drawings  to  the  places  they 
describe  and  represent.  Another  upon  painting ;  the  cant  of  connoisseurs  ;  the 
contempt  artists  have  for  them.  To  a  real  lover  of  nature  the  sight  of  a 
pretty  woman,  or  a  fine  prospect,  beyond  the  best  painted  pictures  of  them  in 
the  world.  Give,  however,  the  due  admiration  to  the  chefs  d'oeuore  of  art,  of 
Guido,  Titian,  Guercino,  &c.  Mention  the  tiresome  sameness  of  the  subjects 
on  which  the  great  masters  employed  themselves  ;  how  refreshing  a  hit  of 
paganism  is  after  their  eternal  Madonnas,  St.  Francises,  &c. :  Magdalen  my 
favourite  saint.  Introduce  in  a  note  the  discussions  about  the  three  Marys. 
Another  epistle  must  touch  upon  the  difference  between  the  Italian  women 
and  the  German  in  love  :  more  o^  physique  in  the  feelings  of  the  former ;  the 
Italian  would  kill  herself  for  a  living  lover,  whom  she  would  forget  if  he  died  ; 
the  German  would  pine  away  for  a  dead  one.  The  senses  of  the  latter  are 
reached  through  her  imagination  (as  is  the  case  very  much  with  the  English 
woman),  but  the  imagination  of  the  Italian  woman  is  kindled  through  her 
senses,  &c.,  &c 

At  Florence,  Moore  was  feted  by  the  Burghershes,  the  Dillons,  the 
Morgans,  and  others.  We  like  one  bit  of  natural  criticism:  ^'Was 
much  disappointed  by  the  Fomarina,  which  has  coarse  skin,  coarse 
features,  and  coarse  expression." 

From  Florence  to  Rome  with  Colonel  Camac,  Princess  Chigi,  and  an 
escort  of  dragoons  part  of  the  way.  The  old  princess  said  ^'  she  knew  of 
my  fame,  &c,  &c.;  but  this  is  all  nonsense."  At  Rome,  the  Duchess  of 
Deyonshire  and  Lady  Davy  were  rival  ciceroneSy  but  as  the  duchess  had 
<*  undertaken"  Canning,  Moore  fell  to  the  philosopher's  lady.  What 
was  of  more  value  to  him,  he  got  the  company  also  of  Chantrey,  Sir 
Thomas  Lawrence,  Tiurner,  Jackson,  and  other  distinguisbed  artists. 
Canova  and  Thorwaldsen,  were  also  at  Rome  at  that  time.  Eastlake  is 
spoken  of  at  that  time  as  *^  an  artist,  studying  in  Rome."  Among 
others,  also — *'  In  the  evening  went  to  the  Princess  Borghese's,  a  fine 
creature  in  her  way;  delighted  to  find  I  knew  her  friends.  Ladies 
Jersey,  Holland,  and  Lansdowne.  Showed  her  beautiful  little  hands, 
which  I  had  the  honour  of  kissing  twice;  and  let  me  feel  her  foot,  which 
is  matchless !"  Canova  was  still  more  favoured,  witness  his  Venere  Vin^ 
eitrice,  Moore*s  diary  has  at  times  a  faint  resemblance  to  that  of  the 
immortal  Pepys,  the  Admiralty  secretary,  tuned  down  to  modern  taste. 
For  example :  *'  Went  in  the  evening  to  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire's. 
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Mrs:  Dodwell  lookmg  beautiful ;  her  husband  tised  to  be  a  great  fayouiite 
nith  the  Pope,  who  always  called  him  *  Caro  Doodle.'  His  first  addresses 
were  paid  to  Vittoria  Odescalchi,  but  he  jilted  her;  and  she  had  sxx 
masses  said  to  enable  her  soul  to  get  over  its  love  for  him." 

We  may  fairly  be  allowed  to  pass  oyer  the  account  of  all  the  palaceSi 
chiesaSi  piazzas,  portas,  galleries,  campaniles,  chapels,  baptisteries,  villas, 
temples,  arches,  and  tombs ;  all  the  statues,  fountains,  and  frescoes ;  all 
the  Laocoons,  ApoUos,  Antinouses,  Andromedas,  Cupids  and  Psyches ;  all 
the  Madonnas,  virgins,  angels,  and  saints;  all  the  Raphaels,  Titians, 
Michael  Angelos,  Rembrandts,  and  other  great  masters,  that  the  poet's 
eye  gloated  on,  and  the  poet's  pen  describes.  We  must  keep,  amid  such 
redundant  matter,  to  what  is  new  or  characteristic.  Passing  a  church, 
for  example,  on  his  way  to  the  Corso,  the  altar  of  which  was  most  splen- 
didly illuminated,  the  doors  wide  open,  and  people  kneeling  in  the  street, 
he  says:  "  If  there  had  been  but  a  burst  of  music  from  it,  the  glory  of 
the  ^>ectacle  would  have  been  perfect.  Music  issuing  out  of  light  is  as 
good  an  idea  as  we  can  have  of  heaven."  Again,  on  a  visit  to  Tivoli: 
**  Nature  never  disappoints;  the  humbug  is  always  found  in  the  arts, 
literature,  ruins,  &c.,  &c.  The  little  streamlets  that  issue  firom  the  well 
by  quiet  ways  of  their  own,  and  join  the  tumult  afterwards,  a  fine  illus- 
tnition  of  something — I  don't  know  what." — >^'  It  is  strange  enough,"  he 
says  of  Canova  (if  the  world  did  not  abound  in  such  anomalies),  ^'  that 
Canova  values  himself  more  on  some  wretched  daubs  he  has  perpetrated 
in  pftinting  than  on  his  best  sculpture."  At  Temi,  again :  **  The  rain- 
bow over  the  fall,  like  the  providence  of  God  watching  over  a  stormy 
world."  The  poet  is  far  more  at  home  with  nature  than  art,  far  more 
SDSceptible  of  nature's  beauties,  although  by  no  means  insensible  to  the 
wonders  and  perfection  of  art;  but,  still,  in  the  one  case  admiration  is 
natural,  in  the  other  far  too  manifestly  elaborated  criticism.  This,  not- 
withstanding that  Lucchesini  called  him  una  det  piliistri  delle  arte. 
Very  different  are  some  of  the  recorded  criticisms  of  his  friends  distin- 
gni^ed  in  art.  For  example,  Chantrey  on  the  Duomo  of  Florence: 
'^  The  great  object  of  architecture  is  to  produce,  by  its  di£ferent  forms 
and  projections,  different  pleasing  effects  of  light  and  shadows  ;  but  an 
almost  flat  surface  like  that  of  the  Duomo,  which  substitutes  variety  of 
light  and  shadow,  is  so  far  from  being  in  good  taste,  that,  at  the  best,  it 
can  only  be  considered  a  large  and  beautiful  toy." 

On  Moore's  return  to  Florence,  the  society  there  had  received  an  ac- 
cession in  the  person  of  Lady  Charlemont.  ''  Lady  Mansfield  told  me 
that  the  effect  she  produces  here  with  her  beauty  is  wonderful;  last  night, 
at  the  Comtesse  d' Albany's,  the  Italians  were  ready  to  fall  down  and 
worrinp  her."  Ev^i  the  essentially  artistic  Italians  can  be  more  struck 
by  nature  than  by  art.  Lady  Burghersh  was  intimate  with  Maria 
Louisa.  Said  she  loved  Napoleon  at  first,  but  his  rebutant  manner  to 
her  disgusted  her  at  last  Treated  her  like  a  child.  Never  had  either 
aesaage  or  Kne  firom  Napoleon  after  his  first  abdication,  nor  until  his 
retdim  from  Elba,  when  he  wrote  a  short  note,  and,  without  beginning 
"  Madame,"  or  "  Chere,"  or  anything,  he  said  he  expected  her  and  the 
child  at  Paris  immediately.  Never  hears  from  him  at  St.  Helena.  (This 
was  in  1819.)  Keeps  his  picture  secretly,  and  seems  to  be  proud  of  the 
duld's  likaiess  to  him.     She  is  very  romantic. 
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At  Parma,  calling  for  a  bottle  of  Champagne,  which  he  had  lost  as  a 
wager,  Moore  told  the  waiter.  **  *  C*e  un  scomesso  ckHoperduto.  Per" 
duto  !*  he  exclaimed,  *  Ah^  per  bacco  !'  This  beats  Bob  Acres*  oath  for 
appropriateness."  On  his  return  to  Paris,  Moore  found  letters  from  the 
Longmans,  stating  that  the  Bermuda  business  had  not  been  arranged 
yet,  and  he  had  better  prolong  his  stay  in  France.  This  was  a  sad  dis- 
appointment. His  dear  cottage  and  his  books !  So  he  took  lodgings — 
a  fairi/  suite  of  apartments,  he  calls  them — an  entresol  in  the  Rue 
Chantereine,  and  sent  for  his  wife  and  family,  whom  he  went  to  escort 
from  Calais. 

On  iiis  way  discussed  American  literature  with  two  French  ladies. 
Argued  that  what  prevented  the  Americans  exerting  themselves  was 
their  having  the  work  already  done  to  their  hands  in  the  literature  of  the 
mother  country;  <<and  that,  in  fact,  to  be  langue  epuisee  (it  should  be 
une  langue  epuisee).  ^  Commcftt^^  she  answered,  '  une  langue  epuisecy 
when  there  are  such  poets  as  Byron  and  Scott  alive?*  The  silence  about 
me  I  bore  very  philosophically  ;  found  afterwards  she  had  heard  much  of 
ray  name,  but  never  read  me."  Another  disappointment  soon  followed. 
A  French  bonnet  was  procured  for  Mrs.  Moore  the  moment  of  her 
arrival  in  Paris ;  and  with  this  they  proceeded  together  to  the  Ma- 
rionettes, "  where,  notwithstanding  her  bonnet,  somebody  cried  out, 
*  Voila  une  dame  Anglaise  !* "  This  was  not  all ;  he  had  to  go  to  the 
Couturiere.  "  Rather  hard  upon  me,"  he  says,  *'  to  be  the  interpreter 
on  these  occasions."  And  then,  in  return  for  all  these  self-sacrifices. 
Lady  E.  Fielding  s£ud  to  him,  *•  Every  one  speaks  of  your  conjugal 
attention,  and  I  assure  you  all  Paris  is  disgusted  with  it." 

It  is  curious  to  read  what  authors  are  sometimes  charged  with. 
At  this  time  there  were  monsters  in  Paris,  known  as  piqueurs^  who 
stabbed  women ;  and  the  practice  was  attributed  in  fashionable  circles  to 
the  study  of  Lord  Byron's  works,  and  the  principles  inculcated  by  him. 
Similar  absurd  charges  have  been  made  in  our  time,  or  it  would  be  im- 
possible to  imagine  anything  so  ridiculous. 

At  this  time  Moore  got  into  a  "  cottage" — his  worldly  ambition — in 
the  Champs  Elys^s,  and  set  to  work  at  his  "  Fudge  Family,"  at  the 
rate  of  thirty  lines  a  day.  He  appears  to  have  read  a  great  deal  for  a 
work  apparently  so  light — especially  in  art.  The  murder  of  the  Due 
de  Berri  took  place  shortly  afterwards.  A  lady  who  went  to  see  the 
body  at  the  Louvre,  said,  "  Voila  la  seconde  exposition  au  Louvre  de 
Tindustrie  de  M.  de  Caze." 

Went  with  Madame  de  Flahault  to  the  Opera.  When  they  were 
leaving  the  theatre,  the  Duchesse  de  Rag^e  came  over  to  whisper  to 
her,  and  asked  whether  it  was  Monsieur  Walter  Scott  she  had  by  the 
arm.  Upon  Madame  de  F.'s  saying  **  No,  it  was  Mr.  Moore,  the 
duchesse  replied,  "  Ah !  c'est  la  m^me  chose,  c'est  '  Lalla  Rookli'  que 
j'adore."  Another  time,  discussing  English  literature  at  the  Due  de 
Broglie's,  a  Frenchman  present  mentioning  those  of  Lord  Byron's  works 
he  liked  the  best,  he  said  the  "  Corsair"  and  "  Lalla  Rookh." 

Received  a  letter,  at  last,  from  Lord  Byron,  through  Murray,  telling  me  he 
had  informed  Lady  B.  of  his  having  given  me  his  memoirs  for  the  purpose  of 
their  being  published  after  his  death,  and  offering  the  perusal  of  them  in  case 
she  might  wish  to  confute  any  of  his  statements.  Her  note  in  answer  to  this 
offer  (the  original  of  which  he  inclosed  me)  is  as  follows : 
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"  Kirkby  Mallory,  March  10, 1 S20. 

•*I  received  your  letter  of  Jaotiary  1,  ofiering  to  ray  perusal  a  memoir  of 
part  of  your  life.  I  decline  to  inspect  it.  I  consider  the  publication  or  cir- 
culation of  such  a  composition  at  any  time  as  prejudicial  to  Ada's  future  hap- 
piness. For  my  own  sake,  I  have  no  reason  to  shrink  from  publication  ;  but, 
notwithstanding  the  injuries  which  I  have  suffered,  I  should  lament  some  of 
the  consequences, 

"  To  Lord  ByroD.  •«  A.  Btbon." 

His  reply  to  thi?,  which  he  has  also  inclosed,  and  requested  me  (after  read- 
ing it  and  taking  a  copy)  to  forward  to  Lady  B.,  is  as  follows : 

"  Ravenna,  April  3,  1820. 
•*I  received  yesterday  your  answer  dated  March    10.    My  offer  was  an 
honest  one,  and  surely  could  only  be  construed  as  such  even  by  the  most  ma- 
lignant casuistry.     I  could  answer  you,  but  it  is  too  late,  and  it  is  not  worth 
while.     To  the  mysterious  menace  of  the  last  sentence,  whatever  its  import 
may  be — and  I  cannot  pretend  to  unriddle  it — I  could  hardly  be  very  sensible, 
even  if  I  understood  it,  as,  before  it  could  take  place,  I  shall  be  where  *  nothing 
can  touch  him  further'  ...   I  advise  you,  however,  to  anticipate  the  period  of 
your  attention  ;  for  be  assured  no  power  of  figures  can  avail  beyond  the 
present ;  and  if  it  could,  I  would  answer  with  Florentine, 
£t  io,  che  posto  son  con  loro  in  croce 
•  ♦  ♦  ♦     ecerto 

La  flera  moglie,  piu  ch'  altro,  mi  naoce. 
-  To  Lady  Byron.  "  Btron.* 

In  July  of  the  same  year,  Moore  being  in  a  cottage  of  Mr.  VillamiFs, 
at  La  Butte  Coaslin,  overlooking  Sevres,  commenced  his  '*  Epicurean.^ 
His  reading  for  this  Egyptian  romance  was  curious.  "  Sethos,"  a  classic 
work  in  France,  by  the  Abbe  Tennasson,  to  which  the  author  of 
"  Antenor"  was  also  under  great  obligations,  was  evidently  of  the 
greatest  use  to  our  poet.  Chateaubriand  had  anticipated  the  idea  of  a 
Pagan  girl  becoming  a  martyr  in  "  Les  Martyrs.*'  In  the  very  thick  of 
th^  Egyptian  labours,  Moore  discovered  that  omelette  aux  confitures, 
with  a  glass  of  noveau  thrown  over  it,  was  a  very  excellent  thing.  The 
discovery  was  made  at  Vary's.  The  entries  in  the  diary  are  certainly 
sometimes  amusingly  naive.  They  involuntarily  suggest  the  thought, 
is  it  possible  a  man  made  such  entries  with  a  view  to  publication  ?  The 
prurient  among  the  public  may  take  much  pleasure  in  these  little  details 
of  daily  life,  which  brings  down  even  genius  to  the  level  of  the  humblest 
of  mankind ;  but  a  healthy  taste  can  never  wish  to  see  its  hero  disillu- 
sionised of  his  more  robust  and  more  intellectual  attributes.  True  that 
the  diary  is  full  of  well-bred  facetiousness,  and  sparkle  of  the  very  first 
water ;  but  Tom  Moore,  as  Rogers  said  of  him,  was  bom  with  a 
rose  in  his  lips,  and  a  nightingale  singing  on  the  top  of  his  bed ;  and  the 
true  admirer  of  his  genius  would  also  have  wished  him  to  expire  so. 

When  the  wood  would  not  bum  in  the  Jura,  Moore  said  to  Lord  John 
Russell  that  it  was  '*  assure  contre  Flncendie,^*  In  Paris  he  found  that 
the  assurance  inscription  in  the  houses,  M.  A.  C.  L.  (Maison  assuree 
contre  Tlncendie),  were  read  by  the  French  Mes  amis,  chassez  Louis, 
Visiting  Denon,  when  engaged  on  his  "  Epicurean,"  he  saw  drawings  of 
Philoe  and  Elephantine,  which  made  him  wbh  he  could  take  '^his 
poetical  people*"  there.  A  very  natural  wish.  Moore  appears  to  have 
entertained  a  horror  of  the  genus  dandy.     There  is  an  entry  of  the  4th 
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of  Septmnber  to  the  following^  effect :  '^  Met  Douglas,  who  told  me  Lord 
Ifiltown  expected  me  to  dinner  at  six  o'clock.  Went  there;  but  his 
lordship  did  not  come  in  till  near  seven,  when  he  brought  the  awful  news 
tiiat  four  or  five  dandies  were  at  his  heels.  This  was  too  much.  One 
dandj  or  so  I  can  bear,  but  a  whole  dinner  of  dandies  is  insupportsible; 
so  I  begged  him  to  keep  my  secret,  ran  out  of  the  house,  and  went  aad 
dined  at  Very's."     The  next  is  touching. 

lltb.  Went  in  to  Paris  at  twelve,  in  order  to  take  Bessj  to  the  Pk«  la 
Chaise  before  the  flowers  are  all  gone  from  the  tombs.  The  dear  girl  was,  as 
I  knew  she  would  be,  very  much  affected  ;  but  our  dull  guide  insisted  upon 
taking  us  to  the  worst  part  of  it,  which  a  good  deal  spoiled  the  effect.  Saw 
the  tombs  of  Labedoyere  and  Ney,  which  I  had  missed  last  year.  Gave  them 
a  dinner  at  the  Cadran  Bleu  (Bessy,  Dumoulin,  Miss  Wilson,  Anastasia,  and 
Dr.  Yonge's  little  girl),  and  took  them  afterwards  to  the  Porte  St.  Martin. 
Iced  punch  on  our  way  home.  The  whole  cost  me  about  three  Napoleons, 
just  what  I  ought  to  have  reserved  for  the  "  Voyages  de  Pythagore."  Bessy, 
however,  told  roe,  when  we  came  home,  that  she  had  saved,  by  little  pilferings 
from  roe,  at  different  times,  four  Napoleons,  and  that  I  should  have  them  now 
to  buy  those  books. 

The  next  day  he  bought  the  "  Voyages  de  Pythagore"  with  his  *'  dear 
girFs  stolen  money."  Fourrier  furnished  Moore  wim  a  good  idea,  viz., 
uiat  accurate  descriptions,  in  lively  language,  of  some  of  the  Egyptian 
tableaux  sculples  would  be  as  sublime  and  striking  as  copies  in  drawing 
are  dry  and  uninteresting.  Our  countryman,  Mr.  Hamilton,  had  already 
shovm  this  to  be  the  case  in  his  *'  Egyptiaca."  He  also  consulted  Hum* 
b(^dt  upon  the  Egyptian  theme.  The  Prussian  spoke  contemptuously  of 
the  great  government  work  as  a  confused  heap  of  commonplaces — Four- 
rier's,  a  pompous  preface,  with  nothing  in  it  Yet  what  he  got  out  of 
Humboldt  himself,  as  to  dark  Cleopatras  with  aquiline  noses,  and  negro 
sphynxes,  he  says  he  found  in  Volney  a  day  or  two  after. 

In  October,  they  left  La  Butte  tor  the  A116e  des  Veuves,  and  once 
more  dined  with  their  little  ones.  *^  Bessy  said,  in  going  to  bed,  '  This 
is  the  first  rational  day  we  have  had  for  a  long  time.' "  "Whereupon 
Lord  John  remarks,  '^  Mrs.  Moore  was  quite  right :  in  reatiBng  over  the 
diary  of  dinners,  balls,  and  visits  to  the  theatre,  I  feel  some  regret  in 
reflecting  that  I  had  some  hand  in  persuading  Moore  to  prefer  Franoe 
to  Holyrood.     His  universal  popularity  was  his  chief  enemy." 

The  Duchesse  de  Berri  is  related  to  have  written  to  her  father  on  the 
occasion  of  her  accouchement^  and  as  a  slap  on  the  knuckles  for  his  late 
sanction  of  the  revolution,  ^'  Je  suis  accoucnSe  d^unfiU  etpas  d^une  coH" 
stituiion"  And  Lord  Byron  sent  an  epigram  for  the  approaching  an- 
niversary of  his  marriage,  *^  most  marvellously  oomical.** 

TO   PBHBLOPI. 

This  day,  of  all  our  days,  has  done 

The  worst  for  me  and  you  ; 
Tis  now  six  years  since  we  were  one. 

And  &ve  since  we  were  two. 

It  is  not  a  little  amusing  to  find  Moore,  who,  as  a  Whig,  professes  the 
utmost  horror  and  indignation  at  the  decision  of  the  House  of  Lords 
against  the  queen,  quoting  Martiars  epigram  as  applicable  to  the  case : 
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So  like  their  manners,  so  like  their  life, 

An  infamous  husband  and  infiunous  wife  ; 

It  is  something  most  strange  and  surprising  to  me, 

That  a  couple  so  Uke  should  never  agree  I 

Iftooae  deacnbes  Wordsworth  as  dull  in  company.  "  I  see,**  be  rayi, 
^  be  is  a  man  to  hold  forth;  one  wbo  does  not  understand  the  gine  amd 
take  of  conTersation.^  Wordsworth  bad  as  good  an  opinion  of  himself 
as  Moore.  One  day,  in  a  large  party,  he  called  out  suddenly,  from  the 
top  of  the  table  to  the  bottom,  in  bis  most  epic  tone,  ''  Davy !"  and  on 
Davy's  putting  forth  his  bead,  in  awful  expectation  of  what  was  coming, 
said,  ^^  Do  you  know  the  reason  why  I  published  the  '  White  Doe'  in 
quarto  H"  "  No,  what  was  it  ?"  "  To  show  the  world  my  own  opnion 
of  it.**  Wordsworth  used  to  complain  that  the  whole  third  canto  of 
**  Cbilde  Harold"  was  founded  on  his  style  and  sentiments.  ''  Tintem 
Abbey"  was  the  source  of  it  all.  Upon  which  Lord  John  remarks, 
'^  There  is  some  resemblance  between  '  Tintem  Abbey'  and  '  Cbilde 
Harcdd;'  but,  as  Voltaire  said  of  Homer  and  Virgil,  '  When  they  tell  me 
Homer  made  Virgil,'  I  answer,  '  Then  it  is  his  best  work;'  so  of  Words- 
wortb  it  may  be  said,  if  he  wrote  the  third  canto  of  '  Childe  Harold,'  it 
bis  best  work." 

A  yeiy  characteristic  story  of  Sheridan  is  fathered  by  Moore  on  Lord 
John  RuBselL 

Sheridan  bad  been  driving  out  three  or  four  hours  in  a  hackney-coach 
when,  seeing  Richardson  pass,  he  hailed  him  and  made  him  get  in.  He  in- 
stantly contrived  to  introduce  a  topic  upon  which  Richardson  (who  was  the 
vcfy  soul  of  dispntatiousness)  always  differed  with  him ;  and  at  last,  affecting 
to  be  mortified  at  R/s  arguments,  said,  ^  You  really  are  too  bad  ;  I  cannot 
bear  to  listen  to  such  things ;  1  will  not  stay  in  the  same  coach  with  you  ;*' 
and  accordingly  got  down  and  left  him,  Richardson,  liallooing  out  triumphantly 
after  htm,  **  An,  you're  beat,  vouVe  beat ;"  nor  was  it  till  the  heat  of  his  victory 
had  a  little  cooled  that  he  found  out  he  was  left  in  the  lurcl)  to  pay  for  She- 
ridan's three  hours'  coaching. 

Lady said  that  Louis  X VHI.  called  Talleyrand  "  une  vtelle  lampe 

qui  pue  en  s*eteignant.**  There  is  a  capital  story  of  the  Princesse 
Talleyrand: 

It  is  Kud  of  Madame  Talleyrand,  that  one  day,  her  husband  having  told  her 
that  Denon  was  coming  to  dinner,  bid  her  read  a  little  of  his  book  upon 
Egypt,  just  published,  in  order  tliat  she  might  be  enabled  to  say  something 
civil  to  him  upon  it,  adding  that  he  would  leave  the  volume  for  her  on  hb 
study  table.  He  forgot  this,  however,  and  madame  upon  going  into  the  study, 
found  a  volume  of  **  Robinson  Crusoe'*  on  the  table  instead,  which  having 
read  very  attentively,  she  was  not  long  on  opening  upon  Denon  at  dinner, 
about  the  desert  island,  his  manner  of  living,  &c.,  &c.,  to  the  great  astonish- 
■ent  of  poor  Denon,  who  could  ))ot  make  head  or  tail  of  what  she  meant: 
at  last,  upon  her  saying,  **  Eh  puis,  ce  cher  VendrediT'  he  perceived  she  took 
him  for  no  less  a  person  than  Robinson  Crusoe. 

And  (me  of  Talleyrand's,  told  by  Lord  John.  Bobos  Smith,  one  day,  in 
eonrenation  wi^  the  great  diplomatist,  having  brought  up  somehow  die 
beauty  of  his  mother,  Talleyrand  said,  "  Cetait  done  voire  pere  qui  nUtOfk 
pas  btenJ* 

In  talking  to  Rogers  about  bis  living  in  Paris,  Moore  said,  **  One 
would  not  enjoy  even  Paradise,  if  one  was  obliged  to  live  in  it."  "  No," 
replied  Rogers,  "  I  dare  say  when  Adam  and  Eve  were  turned  out  they 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


26  Thomas  Moor^z  Diary. 

were  very  bappy.**  Rog^ers,  walkiDg  with  two  French  ladies,  compli* 
mented  one  as  being  une  femme  galante  etgenereuse;  her  anger  may  be 
easily  imagined,  whilst  her  companion  laughed  heartily,  as  if  to  say  ''  It's 
all  out ;  even  strangers  know  it."  Talking  of  the  Hollands,  he  said, 
"  There  are  two  parties  before  whom  everybody  must  i^pear — them  and 
the  police." 

In  September,  1821,  Moore,  having  assumed  the  name  of  Dyke,  and 
put  on  a  pair  of  mustacbios,  started  with  Lord  John  Russell  for  England, 
to  arrange  some  business  matters  with  Longmans,  Murray,  and  Power : 

Longman  called  upon  me.  Told  him  my  intention  of  settling  the  Bermuda 
business  with  the  money  arising  from  the  sale  of  the  '*  Memoirs :"  seemed 
rather  disappointed ;  said  that  I  had  better  let  matters  go  on  as  they  were,  and 
appeared  labouring  with  some  mystery.  Remarked  that  though  I  had  with 
much  delicacy  declined  the  contribution  of  friends,  yet  that  I  could  not  surely 
feel  the  same  objection  to  letting  one  friend  settle  the  business  for  me.  At 
length, after  much  hesitation, acknowledged  that  a  thousand  pounds  had  been 
for  some  time  placed  at  his  dis))osal,  for  tiie  purpose  of  arranging  matters  when 
the  debt  could  be  reduced  to  that  sum  ;  and  that  he  had  been  under  the  strictest 
injunctions  of  secrecy  with  regard  to  this  deposit,  which  nothing  but  the  inten- 
tion I  had  expressed,  of  settling  the  business  in  another  way,  could  have  in- 
duced him  to  infringe ;  and  that,  finally,  the  person  who  had  given  this  proof 
of  warm  and  true  friendship  was  (as  I  guessed  in  an  instant)  Lord  Lansdowne. 
How  one  such  action  briglitens  the  whole  human  race  in  our  eyes. 

Visited  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Bedford.  ^'  Had  music  in  the  even- 
ing ;  the  duchess  said  she  wished  I  could  *  transfer  my  genius  to  her  for 
six  weeks  ;*  and  I  answered,  *  Most  willingly,  if  Woburn  was  placed  at 
my  disposal  for  the  same  time.*  *'  From  thence  Moore  repaired  to  Ire- 
land, where  he  picked  up  a  number  of  jokes,  which  contrast  well  by  their 
nationality  with  the  more  chaste  and  delicate  wit  of  the  Continent. 
Story  of  a  man  asking  a  servant :  "  Is  your  master  at  home  ?"  "  No, 
sir;  he's  out."  "Your  mistress?"  "No,  sir;  she's  out."  '« Well,  Til 
just  go  in  and  take  an  air  of  the  fire  till  they  come.*'  "  Faith,  sir,  that's 
out  too."  A  fellow  in  the  Marshalsea  having  heard  his  companion 
brushing  his  teeth  the  last  thing  at  night,  and  then,  upon  waking,  at  the 
same  thing  in  the  morning,  "  Ogh,  a  weary  nig^t  you  must  have  had  of 
it,  Mr.  Fitzgerald."  Moore  sat  on  this  occasion  to  Mossop  and  Kirk. 
'*  Space  between  the  eyes,"  he  relates  (although  he  before  expressed  great 
annoyance  at  Spurzbeim  detecting  his  love  of  children),  'Mndicatea 
memory  of  forms,  and  Kirk  has  always  observed  that  conformation  in 
persons  who  were  ready  in  knowing  likenesses.  The  protuberance  I 
have  in  the  forehead  remarked  in  heroes — Napoleon,  Duke  of  Wellington, 
and  the  rest  of  us.  Large  ears,  a  sign  of  eloquence.  (This  can  scarcely 
said  to  be  the  case  in  the  animal  kingdom,  whatever  it  may  be  with  re- 
gard to  man.)  Praised  mine ;  so  did  Bartolini,  by-the-by."  Sir  Philip 
Crampto)!  also  got  a  mask  taken  of  the  national  poet's  hce,  **  a  disagree- 
able operation,"  he  records  it  to  have  been.  When  the  regiment  of  £n- 
niskilleners  lately  entered  that  town,  an  old  woman  said,  '<  Well,  boys, 
you  look  mighty  well,  considering  it  is  now  a  hundred  and  nine  years 
since  you  were  here  before." 

Received  on  his  return  to  London  joyful  news : 

Was  preparing,  as  usual,  to  sneak  out  in  a  hackney-coach,  when  Rees  arrived 
with  the  important  and  joyful  intelligence  tliat  the  agent  had  accepted  the 
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10002.,  and  that  I  am  now  a  free  man  again.  Walked  boldly  out  into  the 
sunshine  and  sliowed  myself  up  St.  Jaroes's-ctreet  and  Bond-street  Shee  all 
wronf;  about  the  late  servile  pageant  in  Ireland  ;  thinks  that  Paddy  behaved 
exactly  as  he  ought  to  do.  Letters  from  Bess,  in  which*  alhiding  to  what  I 
had  communicated  to  her  of  Lord  Lansdowne*s  friendship,  and  the  probability 
of  my  being  soon  liberated  from  exile,  she  says, "  God  bless  you.  my  own  free, 
fortunate  happy  bird  (what  she  generally  calls  me) ;  but  remember  that  your 
cage  is  in  Parb,  and  that  your  mate  longs  for  you.'' 

It  may  be  necessary  to  add  here  that  Lord  John  Russell  offered,  in 
his  usually  delicate  manner,  to  contribute  200/.  towards  the  debt,  and  a 
Mr.  Sbeddon  advanced  300/.,  and  that  all  moneys  advanced,  even  to  the 
740/.  accepted  from  Lord  Lansdowne,  were,  we  believe,  duly  repaid.  It 
is  io  details  like  these  that  we  find  the  peculiar  dilemma  in  which  the 
poet's  biog^pher  was  placed  with  regard  to  this  <'  Diary."  If  he  had  lefik 
out  one  sentence  he  mi^ht  have  left  out  another,  and  exposed  himself  to 
all  kinds  of  censures.  Now  in  what  personally  concerned  himself,  he  had 
criticisms  to  omit  as  well  as  deeds  of  kindness  and  acts  of  generosity  to 
record  ;  witness,  for  example,  the  reflection  on  his  vacillation  and  incon- 
stancy of  purpose  on  quitting  Paris.  The  only  wise  course  to  pursue  was 
evidently  to  leave  matters  as  they  stood.  The  <'  Diary"  was  manifestly 
meant  for  publication  ;  some  few  entries  might  create  a  doubt  upon  the 
subject ;  but  others,  again,  leave  none.  For  what  possible  reason  would 
a  poet  chronicle  such  a  mass  of  gossip-anecdotes  and  criticism,  and  such 
a  heap  of  bon-mots  and  witticisms  ?  They  could  be  of  no  possible  use  to 
bis  studies  or  his  compositions,  nor  were  they  of  any  avail  as  matters  of 
reference.  But  they  serve  well  to  help  what  might  have  proved  to  be  a 
rather  tedious  journal  of  occurrences  wonderfully,  and  impart  to  it  a  rare 
laciness  and  pungency.  All  the  great  men  and  women  of  the  day,  titled 
and  untitled,  are  put  to  contribution,  and  Moore's  '*  Diary"  will  no  doubt 
be  quoted  in  after  times  as  a  perfect  mine  of  epigrams,  repartee,  and  anec- 
dote. 

On  his  return  to  Paris,  it  was  the  old  routine  of  things  over  again,  a 
little  work  and  many  dinners,  theatres,  soirees,  and  balls,  and  gaiety  less 
interwoven  with  study  even  than  before.  Moore  got  tired  of  it  himself. 
"  Never,"  he  records  on  the  7th  of  January,  1822,  "  did  I  lead  such  an 
unqtuet  life :  Bessy  ill,  my  home  uncomfortable  ;  anxious  to  employ 
myself  in  the  midst  of  distractions,  and  full  of  remorse  in  the  utmost  of  my 
gaiety."  When  does  such  revelry  induce  other  results,  in  minds  not 
solely  given  up  to  dissipation,  or  that  have  power  left  to  return  a  moment 
to  themselves  and  look  inwardly  ?  At  length,  in  April,  Moore  quitted 
the  capital  which  had  too  many  seductions  for  him,  and  returned  to  Eng- 
land, living  at  first  in  lodgings.  It  was  a  change  of  place,  however,  with 
little  or  no  change  of  habits — the  same  round  of  dinners,  calls,  parties, 
and  entertainments.  Talking  to  Jeffrey  of  the  trouble  of  the  Udmburgh 
Review^  be  said,  ''  Come  down  to  Edinburgh,  and  Til  give  you  half  of 
it"  Moore  replied,  *'  that  he  thought  the  public  would  find  in  that  case 
ooe-balf  of  the  disc  obscured."  Luttrel,  alluding  to  his  restlessness,  said 
be  was  '^  like  a  little,  bright,  ever- moving  ball  of  quicksilver ;  it  still  eludes 
yon,  and  it  glitters  still."  It  was  not,  however,  till  Sloperton  became 
vacant  that  Paris  was  abandoned  for  good,  and  then  Moore  sent  over  his 
vife  and  family  first.  When  he  did  arrive  home,  the  "  dear  girl"  had 
herself  look  wretched  by  working  to  get  the  cottage  in  order. 
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*'  Most  happy  to  be  at  home  again.'*  All  his  friends  were  alarmed  at 
the  title  of  the  MSS.  he  brought  orer  with  him,  '^  The  Loves  of  the 
Angels.*'  The  Longmans  announced  it  ibr  New  Yearns  Day,  which  fell 
on  a  Sunday,  which  made  people  ask  if  the  poem  was  so  very  sacred,  that 
nothing  less  than  a  Sunday  would  do  for  its  publication  ?  Moore  does 
not  seem  to  have  been  much  struck  witb  Lamb  at  first  meeting. 
"  Charles  Lamb,"  he  says,  "  a  clever  fellow  certainly ;  but  full  of  vfl- 
lanous  and  abortive  puns,  which  he  miscarries  every  minute.  Some  ex- 
ceDent  things,  however,  have  come  from  him ;  and  his  friend  Robinson 
mentioned  to  me  not  a  bad  one.  On  Robinson's  receiving  his  first  brief, 
he  called  upon  Lamb  to  tell  him  of  it.  'I  suppose,'  said  Lamb,  '  yoa 
addressed  that  line  of  Milton  to  it — ^  Tkovt  Jirst  best  eausCy  least  under- 
stood.'" . 

In  London  or  at  Sloperton ;  it  was  still  ever  the  same  thing,  running 
about  frx>m  one  noble  reddence  to  another,  a  perpetual  flight  aner  dinners 
and  a  rush  to  parties  and  theatres.     A  newspaper  writer  at  Limerick 
reporting  that  the  poet  had  been  seen  walking  the  streets  leaning  on  the 
Marquis  of  Lansdowne's  arm,  reminded  him  of  his  own  lines,  how— 
Sooner  or  later,  all  have  to  grieve 
Who  waste  their  roomys  dew  in  the  beams  of  the  great. 
And  expect  'twill  return  to  refresh  them  at  eve. 

After  all,  he  was  only  "  little  Tom"  with  these  aristocrats  whose 
society  he  so  much  courted,  and  who  *^  tolerated"  him  for  his  genius,  his 
wit,  and,  above  all,  his  musical  talents.  In  talking  of  a  children's  ball 
lately  given  by  Lady  Jersey,  Lady  Lansdowne  said,  "  How  little  Tom 
would  have  shown  on  there  !"  Then  ag^in  there  are  narratives  of  such 
frivolous  and  almost  lamentable  exhibitions  as  the  following : — *^  My 
mother  expressing  a  strong  wish  to  see  Lord  Lansdowne,  without  the  fuss 
of  a  visit  from  him,  I  engs^ged  to  manage  it  for  her.  Told  him  that  he 
must  let  me  show  him  to  two  people  who  considered  me  as  the  greatest 
man  in  the  world,  and  him  as  the  next,  for  being  my  friend.  Very 
goodnaturedly  allowed  me  to  walk  him  past  the  windows,  and  wished  to 
call  upon  them ;  but  I  thought  it  better  thus." 

Forgot  to  meotion  that  Casey,  during  my  journey,  mentioned  to  me  a  parody 
of  his  on  those  two  lines  in  the  **  Veiled  Prophet* — 

He  knew  no  more  fear  than  one  who  dwells 

Beneath  the  tropics  knows  of  ieides. 
The  following  is  his  parody,  which  I  bless  my  stars  that  none  of  my  critics  were 
lively  enough  to  hit  upon,  for  it  would  have  stuck  by  me  : 

He  knew  no  more  of  fear  than  one  who  dwells 
On  Scotia's  mountaina,  knows  of  knee-buckles. 

On  my  mentioning  this  to  Corry,  he  told  me  of  a  remark  made  upon  the 
**  Angels,""  by  Kyle,  the  Provost,  which  I  should  have  been  equally  sorry  any 
of  my  critics  had  got  hold  of: — "I  could  not  help  figuring  to  myself,"  says 
Kyle,  **  all  the  while  I  was  reading  it,  Tom,  Jerry,  and  Logic  <m  a  lark  from  ike 

Talking  of  ghost-stories.  Lord  Lai^sdowne  told  of  a  party  who  were 
occupied  m  the  same  sort  of  conversation  ;  and  there  was  one  tall  pale- 
looking  woman  of  the  party,  who  listened  and  said  nothing ;  but  upon 
one  of  the  company  turning  to  her  and  asking  whether  she  did  not  be- 
lieve there  was  such  a  thing  as  a  ghost,  she  answered,  ^'  Si  j'y  crois  ? 
ouiy  et  m^me  je  le  suis,"  and  instantly  vanished.    Not  veiy  good  French 
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far  a  gliost  The  following  is  better  and  from  the  same  source.  Mira- 
bean  was  answering  Maury,  and  putting  himself  in  a  reasoning  attitude, 
he  Kud,  '^  Je  m'en  yais  renfermer  M.  Maury  dans  un  cercle  vicieux  ;** 
upon  which  Maury  started  up,  and  exclaimed,  "  Comment!  veux  tu 
m'embrasser  T*  One  day  Moore  enters  as  follows,  "  discovered  in  Irving 
the  extraordinary  description  of  Paradise,  in  which  he  introduces  an  allu- 
sion to  me ;  ^  Angels,  not  like  those  Three,  sung  by  no  holy  mouth.' 
His  own  Paradise,  however,  almost  as  naughty  a  one  as  either  I  or  Ma- 
homet could  invent." — "  Went  to  the  Literary  Fund  dinner,  of  which  I 
was  a  steward.  Surprised  on  finding  so  large  a  portion  of  its  directors 
and  visitors  to  be  persons  whose  names  I  had  never  heard  before ;  in 
diort,  the  only  downright  Mterati  among  them  were  myself  and  old  George 
Dyer,  the  poet,  who  used  to  take  advantage  of  -the  people  being  earthed 
vp  to  the  oiin  by  Dr.  Graham,  to  go  and  read  his  verses  to  them.  Lord 
Lansdowne  in  the  chair,  and  Lord  John  Russell  next  to  him.'* 

'Hie  death  of  Lord  Byron,  in  1824,  entailed  much  trouble  and  annoy- 
ance on  Moore^  whose  arrangements  were  of  so  complicated  a  character, 
as  to  leave  the  proceeding  that  ultimately  followed — the  destruction  of 
the  Byron  MSS. — a  subject  of  constant  discussion.  We  are  glad  to  ex- 
tract Lord  John  Russell's  able  summary  of  the  case  in  point 

I  have  omitted  in  this  place  a  long  account  of  the  destruction  of  Lord  Byron's 
MS.  Memoir  of  hb  Life.  The  reason  for  my  doing  so  may  be  easily  stated. 
Mr.  Moore  had  consented,  with  too  much  ease  and  want  of  reflection,  to  be- 
come the  depository  of  Lord  Byron's  Memoir,  and  had  obtained  from  Mr. 
Murray  2000  guineas  on  the  credit  of  this  work.  He  speaks  of  this  act  of  his, 
a  few  pages  onward,  as  "the  greatest  error  I  had  committed;  in  putting  such  a 
document  oat  of  my  power."  He  afterwards  endeavoured  to  repair  this  error 
by  repaying  the  money  to  Mr.  Murray,  and  securing  the  manuscript  to  be  dealt 
with,  as  should  be  thought  most  advisable  by  himself  in  concert  with  the  re- 
presentatives of  Lord  Byron.  He  believed  this  purpose  was  secured  by  a  clause 
which  Mr.  Luttrel  had  advised  should  be  inserted  in  a  new  agreement  with  Mr. 
Murray,  by  which  Mr.  Moore  was  to  have  the  power  of  redeeming  the  MS.  for 
three  months  after  Lord  Byron's  death.  But  neither  Mr.  Murray  nor  Mr. 
Turner,  his  solicitor,  seem  to  have  understood  Mr.  Moore's  wish  and  intention 
in  this  respect.  Mr^  Murray,  on  his  side,  bad  confided  the  manuscript  to  Mr. 
Gifibrd,  who,  on  perusal,  declared  it  too  gross  for  publication.  This  opinion 
had  become  known  to  Lord  Byron's  friends  and  relations. 

Hence,  when  the  news  of  Lord  Byron's  unexpected  death  arrived,  all  parties, 
vrttfa  the  most  honourable  wishes  and  consistent  views,  were  thrown  into  per- 
plexity and  apparent  discord.  Mr.  Moore  wished  to  redeem  the  manuscript, 
and  submit  it  to  Mrs.  Leigh,  Lord  Byron's  sister,  to  be  destroyed  or  published 
with  erasures  and  omissions.  Sir  John  Hobhouse  wished  it  to  be  immediately 
destroyed,  and  the  representatives  of  Mrs.  Leigh,  expressed  the  same  wish.  Mr. 
Murray  was  willing  at  once  to  give  up  the  manuscript  on  repayment  of  his 
2000  guineas  with  interest. 

The  result  was,  that  after  a  very  unpleasant  scene  at  Mr.  Murray's,  the  manu- 
seript  was  destroyed  by  Mr.  Wilmot  Uorton  and  Col.  Doyle,  as  the  representa- 
tives of  Mrs.  Leigh,  with  the  full  consent  of  Mr.  Moore,  who  repaid  to  Mr. 
Murray  the  sum  he  had  advanced,  with  the  interest  then  due.  After  the  whole 
had  been  burnt  the  agreement  was  found,  and  it  appeared  that  Mr.  Moore's 
interest  in  the  MS.  had  entirely  ceased  on  the  death  of  Lord  Byron,  by  which 
event  the  property  became  absolutely  vested  in  Mr.  Murray. 

The  details  of  this  scene  have  been  recorded  both  by  Mr.  Moore  and  Lord 
Brongfaton,  and  perhaps  by  others.  Lord  Broughton  having  kindly  permitted 
me  to  read  his  narrative,  I  can  say,  that  the  leading  facts  related  by  him  and  Mr. 
Moore  agree.  Both  narratives  retain  marits  of  the  irritation  which  the  circum- 
( of  the  moment  produced ;  but  as  they  both  (Mr.  Moore  and  Sir  John 
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Hobhouse)  desired  to  do  what  was  most  honourable  to  Lord  Byron's  memory, 
and  as  they  lived  in  terms  of  friendship  afterwards,  I  have  omitted  details  which 
recal  a  painful  scene,  and  would  excite  painful  feelings. 

As  to  the  manuscript  itself,  having  read  the  greater  part,  if  not  the  whole, 
I  should  say  that  three  or  four  pages  of  it  were  too  gross  and  indelicate  for 
publication  ;  that  the  rest,  with  few  exceptions,  contained  little  traces  of  Lord 
Byron*s  genius,  and  no  interesting  details  of  his  life.  His  early  youth  in 
Greece,  and  his  sensibility  to  the  scenes  around  him,  when  resting  on  a  rock  in 
the  swimming  excursions  he  took  from  the  Pirseus,  were  strikingly  described. 
But,  on  the  whole,  the  world  is  no  loser  by  the  sacrifice  made  of  the  Memoirs 
of  the  great  poet. — J.  R. 

The  part  taken  in  this  affair  by  Moore  appears  to  have  been  alike  cre- 
ditable to  his  heart  and  his  head.  Wilmot  Horton  and  Luttrel  had  been 
urging  him  to  take  the  money  from  Murray ;  but  Hobhouse  (Lord 
Broughton),  upon  whose  honesty  of  purpose  Moore  ever  relied,  as  upon  a 
staff,  said,  "  Shall  I  tell  you,  Moore,  fairly,  what  I  would  do  if  I  were  in 
your  situation?''  "  Out^with  it,"  1  answered,  eagerly,  well  knowing 
what  was  coming.  *<  I  would  not  take  the  money,"  ne  replied  ;  and  then 
added,  "  The  fact  is,  if  I  wished  to  injure  your  character,  my  advice 
would  be  to  accept  it."     This  gave  6rmness  to  Moore's  resolves. 

Lord  John  called  upon  me,  full  of  Wilmot  Horton,  who  had  been  working 
at  him  too  on  the  subject ;  was  of  opinion  that  there  existed  no  objection  what- 
ever to  my  taking  the  money.  A  long  conversation  ;  said  he  would  think  over 
what  I  had  said  against  our  next  meeting.  VVent  to  Rogers's  and  found  him 
and  his  sister  equally  inclined  with  the  rest  to  consider  my  refusal  of  the  money 
as  too  romantic  a  sacrifice.  Recapitulated  my  reasons,  much  more  strongly 
and  eloquently  than  I  could  ever  put  tliem  to  paper.  Saw  they  were  botb 
touched  by  them,  though  Hogers  would  not  allow  it ;  owned  that  he  would  not 
receive  the  money  in  such  a  case,  but  said  that  my  having  a  wife  and  children 
made  all. the  difference  possible  in  the  views  he  ought  to  take  of  it.  This 
avowal,  however,  was  enough  for  me.  More  mean  things  have  been  done  in 
this  world  (as  I  told  him)  under  the  shelter  of  **  wife  and  children,*'  than  under 
any  other  pretext  that  worldly-mindedness  can  resort  to.  He  said,  at  last» 
smiling  at  me,  *'  Well,  your  life  may  be  a  good  poem,  but  it  is  a  damned  bad 
matter-of-fact." 

Moore  says  of  Med  win's  "  Memoirs  of  Byron" — "  To  bring  up  a  dead 
man  thus  to  run  a-muck  among  the  hving  is  a  formidable  thing.  In 
old  times,  superstitious  thieves  used  to  employ  a  dead  man's  hand  in 
committing  robberies,  and  then  called  it  la  main  de  gloire.  I  rather 
think  the  captain  of  dragoons  (Med win)  is  making  use  of  a  hand  of  glory 
for  not  niuct  better  purposes."  The  same  strange  criticism  might,  how- 
ever, just  as  well  be  applied  to  the  publication  of  Moore's  own  •*  Diary.'* 
The  greater  part  of  the  personages  mentioned  in  it  being  still  alive. 

We  must  finish  with  au  extract  or  two  anon  Sir  W.  Scott. 

His  reception  of  me  most  hearty  ;  we  liad  met  but  once  before,  so  long  ago 
as  immediately  after  his  publication  of  the  **  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel."  After 
presenting  me  to  Lady  Scott  and  his  daughter  Anne  (the  Lockliarts  having, 
unluckily,  just  gone  to  Edinburgh),  he  and  I  started  for  a  walk.  Said  how 
much  he  was  delighted  with  Ireland  ;  the  fun  of  the  common  people.  The 
postilion  having  run  the  pole  against  a  corner  of  a  wall  and  broken  it  down, 
crying  out,  "  Well  done,  pole  1  didn't  the  pole  do  it  elegantly,  your  honour?" 
Pointing  to  the  opposite  bank,  said  it  was  believed  still  by  some  of  the  common 
people  that  the  fairies  danced  in  that  spot ;  and  as  proof  of  it,  mentioned  a 
rellow  having  declared  before  him,  in  his  judicial  capacity,  that  having  gone  to 

Een  his  sheep  about  sunrise  in  a  field  two  or  three  miles  further  down  the  river, 
e  had  seen  little  men  and  women  under  a  hedge,  beautifully  dressed  in  green 
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and  gold ;  "  the  Duke  of  Buccleugh  in  full  dress  was  nothing  to  them/'  "  Did 
you,  by  virtue  of  your  oath,  believe  them  to  be  fairies?*'  **  I  dinna  ken  ;  they 
looked  very  like  the  gude  people"  (evidently  believing  them  to  be  fairies).  The 
fiict  was,  however,  that  these  fairies  were  puppets  belonging  to  an  itinerant 
showman,  which  some  weavers,  in  a  drunken  frolic,  had  taken  a  fancy  to  and 
robbed  him  of,  but,  fearing  the  consequences  when  sober,  had  thrown  them 
tinder  a  hedge,  where  this  fellow  saw  them.  In  talking  of  tiie  commonness  of 
poetical  talent  just  now,  he  said  we  were  like  Captain  Bobadil,  who  had  taught 
the  fellows  to  [A  blank  left  in  the  MS.    The  passage  referred  to  is 

probably  in  Act  4,  sc.  2  (Every  Man  in  his  Humour)  :  **  I  would  teach  these 

nineteens  the  special  rules,  as  your  punto,  your  reverso, till 

they  could  all  play  very  near,  or  altogether  as  well,  as  myself.**] 

When  I  remarked  that  every  magazine  now  contained  such  poetry  as  would 
have  made  a  reputation  for  a  man  some  twenty  or  thirty  years  ago,  be  said 
(with  much  shrewd  humour  in  his  face),  '^  Ecod,  we  were  in  the  luck  of  it,  to 
come  before  all  this  talent  was  at  work."  Agreed  with  me  that  it  would  be 
some  time  before  a  great  literary  reputation  could  be  again  called  up,  "  unless 
(be  added)  something  new  could  be  struck  out ;  everything  that  succeeded 
lately  owing  its  success,  in  a  great  degree,  to  its  novelty." 

I  said  how  well  calculated  the  way  in  which  Scott  had  been  brought  up  was 
to  make  a  writer  of  poetry  and  romance,  as  it  combined  all  that  knowledge  of 
rural  life  and  rural  legends  which  is  to  be  gained  by  living  among  the  peasantry 
and  joining  in  their  sports,  with  all  the  advantages  which  an  aristocratic  educa- 
tion gives.  I  said  tnat  the  want  of  this  manly  training  showed  itself  in  my 
poetry,  which  would  perhaps  have  had  a  far  more  vigorous  character  if  it  had 
not  been  for  the  sort  of  boudoir  education  I  had  received.  ^The  only  thing, 
iodeed»  that  conduced  to  brace  and  invigorate  my  mind  was  the  strong  politi- 
cal feelings  tliat  were  stirring  around  me  when  I  was  a  boy,  and  in  which  I 
took  a  deep  and  most  ardent  interest.)  Scott  was  good-natured  enough  to 
dissent  from  all  this.  His  grandfather,  he  told  me,  had  been,  when  a  young 
man,  very  poor ;  and  a  shepherd,  who  had  lived  with  the  family,  came  and 
offered  him  the  loan  of  (I  believe  all  the  money  he  had)  thirty  pounds,  for  the 
purpose  of  stocking  a  farm  with  sheep.  The  grandfather  accepted  it,  and  went 
to  the  fair,  but  instead  of  buying  the  sheep,  he  laid  out  the  whole  sum  on  a 
horse,  much  to  the  horror  of  the  poor  shepherd.  Having  got  the  horse,  how- 
ever, into  good  training  and  order,  he  appeared  on  him  at  a  hunt,  and  showed 
him  off*  in  such  style,  that  he  immediately  found  a  purchaser  for  him  at  twice 
the  sum  he  cost  him,  and  then,  having  paid  the  shepherd  his  30/*,  he  laid  out 
the  remainder  in  sheep,  and  prospered  considerably.  Pointed  out  to  me  the 
tower  where  he  was  born.  His  father  and  uncle  went  off  to  join  the  rebels  in 
1745,  but  were  brought  back  ;  himself  still  a  sort  of  Jacobite ;  has  a  feeling  of 
horror  at  the  very  name  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland. 

Moorey  notwithstanding  his  literary,  poetic,  and  social  successes,  ap- 
pears from  his  "  Diary,"  to  have  no  more  escaped  the  shafts  of  calumny 
and  depreciation  than  other  public  men.  His  connexion  with  the  Whi^ 
party  rendered  him  particularly  obnoxious  to  the  John  Bull,  in  whidi 
ne  was  designated  as  "  this  vile  little  fellow,"  "  this  filthy  fellow ;" 
scurrility  that  only  recoils  upon  those  who  use  it.  A  legacy  of  Dr.  Parr, 
not  for  its  intrinsic  value,  but  for  the  testimony  of  a  good  and  learned 
maOy  is  the  best  tribute  to  Moore's  character.  "  I  give  a  ring  to 
Thomas  Moore,  of  Sloperton,  Wilts,  who  stands  high  in  my  estima- 
tion for  original  genius,  for  his  exquisite  sensibility,  for  his  inaependent 
spirit,  and  incorruptible  integrity."  As  for  the  "  Diary,"  there  will  be 
but  ofier  opinion  of  it  among  the  unbiassed,  that  it  is  a  chef  cTceuvre  of 
wit  and  sprightliness — ^fuU  of  life  and  light,  fancy  and  feeling. 

May — ^voIm  xcvin.  no.  ccclxxxix.  j> 
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THE  ANNUAL  PICTURE^HOW  IN  TRAFALGABrSQUARE. 

The  Royal  Academy  Exhibition  for  1853  will  be  as  remarkable  for  its 
imussions  as  for  what  it  offers  to  public  view.  Whether  the  leading 
artists  are  becoming  indifferent  to  the  question  of  *^  exhibition,''  after  the 
fiishion  which  has  of  late  years  been  set  by  Horace  Vemet,  Ary  SchefiRBr, 
Paul  Delaroche,  and  other  notabilities  in  Paris;  or  whether  they  have 
nmply  been  the  victims  of  gloomy  skies  and  insoffieient  time  for  the 
completion  of  their  works,  we  will  not  take  upon  ourselves  to  determine, 
though  we  are  inclined  to  believe  that  the  mst-named  possible  cause  has 
quite  as  much  to  do  with  the  matter  as  the  last.  In  either  case,  we  are 
sorry  to  have  to  record  the  fact:  for  the  sake  of  the  public,  and  for  the 
sake,  also,  of  the  artistical  credit  of  the  Academy. 

From  the  accustomed  list  of  exhibitors,  the  names,  this  year,  are  wast- 
ing of  Mulready,  Maclise,  Frith,  Leslie,  Frost,  and  Egg.  With  respect 
to  the  three  former,  we  have  heard  no  especial  reason  given  for  non- 
i^[^)earance,  and  can  only  lament  the  absence  of  their  woiks;  but,  in  the 
case  of  the  three  latter,  disappointment  is  added  to  our  regret,  since  it  is 
known  that  some  of  the  finest  productions  of  their  pencils  are  stiU  on 
their  easels,  requiring  only  a  little  more  time  to  make  them  perfect.  It 
has  always  hitherto  been  the  custom,  as  most  of  our  readers  are  probably 
aware,  for  a  few  days'  '*  grace"  to  be  given,  after  the  pictures  have  been 
received  within  the  walls  of  the  Academy,  in  order  that  exhibitors  might 
^'  paint  up  "  to  the  general  tone  of  the  exhibition,  or  add  to  what  had 
unavoidably  been  left  unfinished.  Last  year,  however,  the  fiat  went  forth 
from  the  authorities  that  the  artist's  studio  must  thenceforward  be  the 
point  de  depart  of  his  works,  and  that  no  more  heightening  or  lowering, 
or  any  other  kind  of  cobbling  or  patching,  would  be  allowed  when  once 
the  pictures  were  &iriy  housed  in  Trafalgar-square.  Exhibitors  were 
fairly  told  to  '^  leave  all  hope"  of  further  retouching  **  behind;"  they 
were  not  to  paint  the  lily,  nor  add  more  perfume  to  the  violet ;  they  were, 
in  fiict,  to  take  their  chance  for  good  or  evil,  as  if  they  were  going  to  be 
married,  or  commit  themselves  to  any  other  equally  hazardous  specula- 
tion. The  restrictive  clause  of  the  academical  law  has  now  come  into 
operation,  and  if,  on  that  account,  there  be  any  shortcomings,  exhibit<»3 
have  only  themselves  to  blame  for  want  of  diligence,  infirmity  of  memory, 
or  imperfect  calculation. 

In  one  instance,  as  we  were  grieved  to  hear,  accidental  illness  prevented 
the  completion  of  perhaps  the  most  exquisite  work  which  the  genius  of  its 
author — fertile  as  it  is— has  ever  yet  given  to  the  world.  We  allude  to 
Mr.  Leslie*8  "  Rape  of  the  Lock,  a  subject  painted  with  so  much  deli- 
cacy and  feeling,  so  broad  in  its  general  treatment,  and  at  the  same  time 
so  replete  with  artistic  detail,  as  to  merit  an  exhibition  to  itself.  We 
confess  that  we  look  upon  this  picture  as  Mr.  Leslie's  capo  d'opera,  and 
may  certainly  add,  without  fear  of  contradiction,  that  there  is  no  other 
living  artist  who  could  have  executed  it  as  he  has  done.  The  represen- 
tation of  female  beauty  is  not  Mr.  Leslie's  exclusive  privilege,  but  he 
stands  alone  amongst  modem  artists  for  the  truth  of  his  portraiture  of 
the  high-bred  woman,  the  "  lady"  par  excellence.  Who,  for  example, 
can  have  forgotten  the  lovely  group  that  followed  in  the  wedding-traia 
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«£  Qseen  Viotoria,  where  all  that  was  gncefbl  and  charroiDg,  all  tbat 
was  beaatiM  and  di^ified,  all  that  was  easy  and  unaffected^  were  com- 
faioed  with  as  mudi  Bdelkj  hj  Mr.  Leslie  as  if  a  mirror  had  reflected  the 
fiur  ongioak? 

The  seene  o£  Mr.  LesKe's  oneduUted  picture  i%  of  couisey  Hampton 
Cmut: 

Close  by  those  meads,  for  ever  crowned  with  flowers, 
Where  Thames  with  pride  surveys  liis  rising  tow*rs ; 

and  in  one  of  the  rooms  of  the  palace,  graced  by ''  great  Annans"  portrait^ 
die  dire  event,  which  the  poet  and  the  paiuter  luive  celebrated,  takes  place. 
•«  Hitlier,"  as  in  the  poem, 

Tlie  heroes  and  the  nymphs  resort, 
To  taste  n  while  the  pleasures  of  a  court ; 
In  various  talk  the  instructive  hours  they  pa8S*d, 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  tiie  visit  last ; 
One  speaics  the  glory  of  the  British  queen. 
And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen ; 
A  third  interprets  motions,  looks,  and  eyes ; 
At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snnffjor  the  fan,  supply  each  pause  of  chat ; 
W  ith  singing,  laughing,  ogling,  <md  all  that. 

But  tlie  action  of  the  story  is  further  advanced  tihan  in  the  above  de- 
imptioii.     The  battle  of  ombre  has  been  fought ;  the  coffee  has 

Sent  up  in  vapours  to  the  baron's  brain 
New  stratagems,  the  radiant  Lock  to  gain ; 

Ae  *'  two-edged  weapon'*  of  Clarissa  had  done  its  office,  and  the  wretched 
sylph  been  cut  in  twain  that  **  fondly  interposed "  to  save  ^*  the  sacred"^  M  ] 
hair."  In  short,  the  adventurous  baron  has  ravished  the  cherished  Lock, 
and  Belinda  is  lost  in  the  first  stupor  of  her  grief.  But  as  it  is  necessary 
for  a  painter  to  tell  all  his  story  at  once,  Mr.  Leslie  anticipates  events^ 
and,  on  the  very  champ-clas  of  conflict,  has  intcoduced  ibid  demand  for 
''jestoration.''     Sir  Plume  is  there, 

Wttb  earnest  eyes,  and  round,  unthinking  Ceicc, 
npptng  his  amber  snuff-box,  and  nicely  conducting  his  clouded  cane. 
Ah  in  vain,  however,  for  before  him  stands  the  inexorable  baron^  and 
again  we  seem  to  hear  the  well -remembered  words: 

•*  It  grieves  me  much"  (replied  the  peer  again) 
••  Who  speaks  so  well  slionid  ever  speak  in  vain  ; 
But  by  this  Lock,  this  sacred  Lock,  I  swear 
( ^^  hich  never  more  shall  join  its  parted  hair ; 
Clipped  from  the  lovely  head  where  Jate  it  grew), 
That  while  my  nostrils  draw  the  vital  air. 
This  hand,  which  won  it,  shall  for  ever  wear." 
He  spoke,  and  speaking  in  proud  triumph  spread 
The  long-contended  honours  of  her  head. 

Shock,  too,  is  present,  so  that  the  dramatis  persona  of  the  poem  all 
witness  ^e  tragedy.  What  a  pity  that  the  public  should  have  to  wait  a 
whole  twelvemonth  before  they  do  the  same ! 

It  has  usually  been  a  characteristic  of  Mr.  Leslie  to  subordinate  those 
details  which  every  one  was  aware  he  was  able  to  represent,  had  he  been 
so  minded.     On  tms  occasion,  where  the  picture  is  sll  the  better  for  local 
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illustration,  he  has  departed  firom  the  rule.  Thus  the  high  relief  of  the 
wainscoting — the  frame  of  the  full-length  portrait  of  Queen  Anne  (a 
miniature  of  Grinling  Gibhon*s  famous  carving,  and  as  sharply  and  clearly 
defined  as  the  original),  the  carpet,  the  looking-glass,  the  chandelier — 
every  accessory,  indeed,  is  as  true  as  the  most  Uteral  pre-Raphaelite  could 
paint  it.  And  with  this  addition :  that  however  marvellous  the  skill 
which  depicts  inanimate  objects,  these  are  the  very  last  things  to  attract 
the  eye  ;  they  insensibly  aid  in  giving  truth  to  the  scene,  but  it  is  only 
when  the  actors  have  told  their  story  that  we  turn  and  see  that  wo 
are  very  much  indebted  to  the  '^  properties"  for  assisting  the  illusion. 

Mr.  Frost's  unfinished  picture — Time  being  the  delinquent  here — is 
"  The  Lady,"  in  "  Comus."  He  has  not  presented  his  subject  under 
the  ordinary  dramatic  aspect,  but  has  chosen  rather  to  idealise  that 
passage  in  the  masque  which  begins  with  these  lines: 

So  dear  to  Heaven  is  saintly  cfiastity, 
That,  when  a  soul  is  found  sincerely  so, 
•      A  thousand  liveried  angels  lackey  her, 
Driving  hx  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  guilt. 

"  The  Lady,"  a  perfect  emblem  of  the  virtue  thus  highly  consecrated, 
forms  the  centre  of  a  group  of  angels  who  throng  around  and  float 
above  her,  while  the  base  of  the  pyramid  is  supported  by  earth-bom 
creatures  and  spirits  of  the  lower  deep.  For  truth  of  expression,  for 
harmony  of  colour,  for  grace  of  composition,  and  for  beauty  of  form  and 
face,  this  latest  work  of  Mr.  Frost  may  challenge  competition  anywhere. 
It  contrasts  greatly  with  the  majority  of  his  own  productions,  not  as  af- 
fecting the  merit  of  what  he  has  already  accomplished,  but  only  the 
manner  of  his  art ;  for,  instead  of  the  nude  to  which  we  have  been  so 
much  accustomed,  almost  all  the  figures  here  are  closely  draped.  It  was 
with  regret  we  listened  to  the  assurance  that  not  even  the  *'  four  days' 
grace"  could  suffice  for  the  requirements  of  Mr.  Frost's  subject. 

Mr.  Egg  has  been  busy  with  the  two  great  incidents  in  the  career  of 
Villiers,  Duke  of  Buckingham  (Dryden's  "  Zimri") ;  the  extravagance 
of  his  life,  and  the  misery  of  his  death.  These  pictures  are  nece^arilj 
pendants  to  each  other,  and,  being  unable  to  finish  both,  Mr.  Egg  wa» 
unwilling  to  separate  them.  Report  speaks  very  highly  of  the  manner 
in  which  the  two  opposite  subjects  have  been  treated. 

The  works  which  we  have  just  enumerated  are,  with  all  their  beauties, 
phantoms,  so  far  as  present  enjoyment  is  concerned :  let  us  turn,  then,  to 
the  realities  that  await  us  in  Tnualgar-square. 

We  have  no  hesitation  in  assigning  the  first  place  in  the  Exhibition  to 
Mr.  M.  A.  Ward's  magnificent  picture  of  "  The  Execution  of  Montrose."^ 
This  noble  work,  the  result  of  seven  months'  constant  appUcation,  has  been 
painted  for  one  of  the  corridors  of  the  new  House  of  Commons,  where  it 
will  form  the  first  of  a  series  of  subjects  of  national  interest.  .  The  lead- 
ing incidents  in  the  brilliant  but  brief  career  of  "  the  gallant  Graeme*'  are 
sufficiently  well  known,  but  for  the  readier  appreciation  of  Mr.  Ward's 
picture  we  may  summarily  recal  them.  After  the  betrayal  of  Montrose 
into  the  hands  of  Greneral  Lesley,  he  was  brought  to  Edinburgh,  where 
sentence  of  attainder  had  already  been  passed  against  him.  He  was  met 
at  the  Water-gate  by  the  magistrates  of  the  city,  and,  by  their  direc- 
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tioi],  was  placed,  bareheaded  and  pinioned,  on  a  high  seat  in  a  cart,  and 
thus  led  by  the  executioner  to  the  common  gaol,  his  officers  walking  two 
and  two  before  the  cart.  Two  days  afterwards  he  was  brought  before 
the  Parliament  to  receive  his  sentence,  for  trial  there  was  none,  the  enu- 
motition  of  all  his  alleged  offences,  bitterly  urged  against  him  by  the 
diancellor,  being  substituted  for  proofe  of  his  guilt.  Montrose  replied 
tiiat  he  had  always  acted  by  the  royal  command.  He  was  then  sentenced 
to  be  hung  on  a  gallows  thirty  feet  high,  his  head  to  be  fixed  on  a  spike 
in  Edinburgh,  his  arms  on  the  gates  of  Perth  and  Stirling,  his  legs  on. 
dioee  of  Glasgow  and  Aberdeen,  and  his  body  to  be  buried  by  the  hang- 
man on  the  Burrow-Muir.  Montrose  heard  this  barbarous  sentence  with  a 
countenance  wholly  unchanged.  The  clergy  of  the  Covenant  then  came 
to  torture  him ;  they  told  him  that  his  punishment  here  was  but  a  shadow 
of  what  awaited  him  in  the  next  world.  He  repelled  them  with  disdain, 
being  prouder,  he  said,  to  have  his  head  placed  on  the  prison-walls  than 
\oa  picture  in  the  king's  bed-chamber,  and  he  wished  he  had  flesh 
enough  to  be  dispersed  through  Christendom  to  attest  his  loyalty.  On 
Ae  20th  of  May,  1650,  the  noble  prisoner  was  led  out  to  execution.  He 
appeared  on  the  scaffold  in  a  splendid  dress,  as  if  he  were  going  to  a  court 
festival,  and  calmly  addressed  the  people  in  explanation  of  his  d}'ing  un- 
absolved by  the  Church.  The  execudoner  then  attached  to  his  neck  Dr. 
Wishart's  Latin  history  of  his  military  exploits,  but  he  smiled  at  the  in- 
rentive  malice  of  the  act,  and  declared  that  he  wore  it  with  more  pride 
than  the  Order  of  the  Garter.  When  he  had  finished  his  devotions,  he 
asked  if  any  more  indignities  were  to  be  practised,  and  then,  cheerfuUy 
submitting  to  his  fate,  perished  by  the  hangman's  hands  at  the  age  of 
thirty -eight. 

The  moment  which  Mr.  Ward  has  chosen  is  that  when  his  hero  has 
paused  in  his  ascent  to  the  scaffold  to  address  the  eagef  multitude.  He 
is  arrayed  in  a  rich  costume  of  scarlet  and  silver,  and  short  cloak  of 
crimson  lined  with  white;  the  ribbon  of  the  Garter  is  across  his  breast, 
he  wears  white  silken  hose,  and  a  plume  of  feathers  waves  from  his  hat. 
An  these  details  of  costume  are  strictly  accurate,  a  full  description  of  them 
being  giTcn  by  contemporary  writers.  The  figure  of  Montrose  is  erect, 
his  countenance  full  of  dignity,  sweetness,  and  exultation  for  the  cause  in 
which  he  is  about  to  die.  The  grace  of  the  polished  nobleman,  the  refine- 
ment of  the  accomplished  scholar,  the  courage  of  the  enterprising  soldier, 
the  loyalty  of  the  faithful  subject,  all  shine  out  in  Mr.  Ward  s  portraiture, 
and  complete  the  ideal  of  this  devoted  cavalier,  whose  gallant  bearing  and 
cruel  &te  evoke  irresistible  tears.  After  Montrose,  the  attention  is  fixed 
on  those  who  are  dose  to  him.  On  one  side  is  the  grim  executioner 
&8tening  the  book  of  Montrose's  exploits  round  his  neck  ;  on  the  other  a 
stem  fanarical  clergyman  exhibits  the  Declaration  which  the  noble  loyalist 
addressed  to  the  Scottish  people ;  a  Bttle  apart  from  this  last  stand  a 
striking  group,  the  two  principal  figures  in  whichare  a  sour  Puritan,  with 
a  pocket  Bible  in  his  hand,  ready  to  turn  to  any^xt  that  may  confound 
the  Amalekite,  and  a  hard,  unrelenting  soldier  of  some  rank  in  the  Parlia- 
mentary force,  who  gazes  wholly  unmoved  upon  the  mournful  prepara- 
tions ;  it  is  difficult  to  say  which  of  these  two  is  most  indifferent  to  the 
fiUe  of  the  brave  marquis.  Sympathy,  indeed,  is  manifested  by  only  two 
persons  of  all  the  crowd  assembled  to  see  Montrose  put  to  death:  an  aged 
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HighlaDder  and  his  daughter  have  struggled  to  the  foot  of  the  scaffdld—- - 
the  old  man,  one  of  the  clan  Gneme,  waves  his  hlue  bonnet  decked  with 
the  laurel,  the  cognisance  of  his  chief — the  giri  clings  to  her  father,  and  a 
rough  halberdier  raises  his  weapon  to  silence  this  demonstration,  of  the 
clansman's  affection.  All  the  rest  of  the  witnesses  to  the  act  are  silez^ 
oold,  and  watchful,  while  conspicuously  placed,  though  shrouded  frooa 
lecognition  by  their  disguises,  ArgyH — the  inveterate  foe  of  Montrose— 
and  his  young  bride,  look  down  upon  the  scene.  Little  thought  ArgyU 
then,  that  within  exactly  eleven  years  the  '^  Maiden"  would  clasp  him  in 
her  deadly  embrace  in  reward  for  all  his  treason.  The  place  of  Moatroee'a 
execution  was  in  the  Graesroarket  of  Edinburgh,  and  Mr.  Ward  has  de^ 
picted  the  locality  with  the  closest  antiquarian  fidelity,  introducing  tW 
market- cross,  the  tower  of  St  Gileses  cathedral,  and  all  the  qsaiat  hvuld- 
in^  which  at  that  time  surrounded  the  square.  The  weather  thai  pr^ 
▼soled  is  another  accident  of  which  he  has  taken  advantage  f  dark  eloudiy 
heavily  charged  with  rain,  drive  over  the  city,  wlule  a  gbam  of  sunahtne^ 
breaking  through  them,  raises  a  seething  steam  from  the  crowd  whicb 
produces  an  excellent  atmospheric  effect  The  drawrog  of  tfaia  fine  pic* 
ture  is  remarkably  vigorous  and  free,  the  colouring  harmonious,  and  the 
composition  admirable.  Mr.  Ward  had  already  done  much  to  render  his 
name  famous  in  the  annals  of  art,  but  he  has  now  secured  a  poeiiiiA 
second  to  that  of  no  contemporaneous  rival. 

Nor  is  the  "  Montrose*'  the  only  subject  in  which  Mr.  Ward  has  beea 
engaged :  he  has  a  second  picture  which  also  is  full  of  interest,  and  will, 
at  the  present  moment,  command  particular  attention.  The  subject  ia 
'*  Tiie  Acquiescence  of  the  Empress  Josephine  in  her  Divorce  from  Nn- 
poleon."  The  scene  takes  place  at  night  in  the  palace  of  St  Cloudy  in 
the  presence  of  the  principal  members  of  the  imperial  family.  Josepldne, 
seated  at  the  foot  of  the  council-table,  with  all  the  tokens  of  a  neayj 
grief  impressed  on  her  fine  features,  but  patiently  submissive  to  her  hus- 
band's will,  is  preparing  to  sign  the  paper  containing  the  renunciation  o£ 
her  happiness  which  Regnauld  de  Saint  Jean  d'Angely  places  before  her. 
Queen  Hortense  (the  mother  of  the  present  Emperor  of  the  French), 
yielding  to  passionate  sorrow,  is  weeping  on  her  mother  s  shoulder :  the 
Viceroy  Eugene  stands  beside  her  with  downcast  eyes  suppressing  deep 
emotion :  Napoleon,  at  the  opposite  extremity  of  the  table,  eyes  Jose- 
phine askance,  endeavouring  to  scrutinise  her  feelings  while  his  own 
closely-compressed  lips  attest  that  he  too  feels  the  severity  of  the  trial : 
Caroline  Bonaparte,  regally  attired,  sits  proud  and  impassive^  unmoved 
by  the  sight  of  her  sister-in-law's  sufferings :  Murat,  her  husband,  the 
"  Roi  Franconi,"  is  conspicuous  for  his  dress  and  ornaments,  but  no  sen- 
timent of  chivalry  is  visible  on  his  face  to  stir  him  to  protest  a&;ainst  the 
wrong  he  is  called  upon  to  witness  :  Talleyrand  is  there  with  the  inscra- 
table  countenance  that  never  chans^ :  and,  lastly,  among  the  most 
prominent  personages,  St.  Jean  D  Angely  seiiously  performing  the 
solemn  task  which  his  n^ter  has  assigned  to  him :  the  rest  of  the  canyaa 
is  filled  with  the  inferior  witnesses  of  the  event,  exception  being  made  at 
to  station,  in  feiyour  of  Madame  Letizia,  Napoleon's  mother,  whose  fea- 
tures are  only  partially  seen.  Mr.  Ward  has  happily  concentrated  the 
interest  in  this  painful  drama  upon  the  principal  actor  in  it ;  the  pallid 
&ce  and  tear-swollen  eyes  of  Josephine  tell  all  her  melancholy  story,  and 
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d  0000  swakan  our  deepest  a^f  mpathy ;  bat  force  of  ezpressian  reigns 
tiuroughoat  the  picture.  The  colour  is  rich  and  effective,  though  we 
hsre  aome  doobt  as  to  certain  tones  of  green  and  bhie,  which  appeared  to 
OS  as  too  strikinglj  opposed  to  each  other,  those  hues  by  candlelight 
being  rarely  distinguishable  apart. 

We  are  happy  to  perceive  that  Mrs.  Ward  is  still  parsning  the  avoea- 
tkw  of  her  hvsband,  and  with  manifest  improvement  in  her  style.  Her 
treatment  of  an  interesting  annual  ceremony  at  the  village  of  Langley — 
**  The  Crowning  with  Flowers  of  the  most  Deserving  Little  Girl  in  the 
Fmh,"  is  marked  by  originality  as  well  as  by  grace  and  feeling. 

A  passage  in  the  prison-life  of  '*  The  Man  with  the  Iron  Mask"  has 
evpioyed  &e  pencil  of  Mr.  Charles  Landseer.  It  is  one  of  the  incidents 
reeorded  by  Mr.  Ellis,  in  hie  '•*  History  of  the  Unfortiwiat^  Matthioli,* 
iDostrstiTe  of  the  jealous  caare  with  which  he  was  guarded.  The  story  is 
ixAA  with  great  truth  and  feeling,  and  painted  with  the  most  carefol 
attsttdoa  to  character,  costume,  and  general  detail. 

Mr.  Hart  has  two  pictures  this  year,  of  an  opposite  kind,  but  bodi 
psiBied  in  a  masterly  manner.  The  first  is  an  Oriental  sub'ect — ^'  Solo- 
mon MeditaliDg  in  his  Garden ;"  the  other  an  Italian  one — **  A  Domini- 
can Preaching."  To  Mr.  Hart  it  almost  exclusively  belongs  to  represent 
^K  departed  glory  of  Israel  in  the  persons  of  her  monarchs,  her  prophets^ 
aad  her  high  pnests  ;  the  forms  of  her  ancient  worship  are  f&roiliar  to 
his  mind,  and  the  splendour  of  her  ceremonial  has  found  in  his  pencil  its 
most  adequate  exponent.  There  is  no  vagueness  in  his  treatment  of  the 
rc^ral  sage  ;  the  positive  character  of  the  race,  and  the  individuality  of 
the  man,  are  marked  vrith  equal  precision,  while  all  the  adjuncts  of  cos- 
tume and  locality  are  in  the  most  perfect  keeping.  The  figure  of  the 
king  is  majestic,  his  countenance  noble,  and  of  grave  but  not  austere 
expression  ;  his  thoughts  wholly  occupy  him,  and  there  is  little  difficulty 
in  interpreting  them  by  his  own  welUremembered  words  :  "  Then  I 
looked  on  all  the  works  that  my  hand  had  wrought,  and  on  the  labour 
that  I  had  laboured  to  do :  and  behold,  all  was  vanity  and  vexation  of 
spirit,  and  there  was  no  profit  under  the  sun  !"  Mr.  Hart  has  been  very 
successful  in  combining  detail  with  general  effect ;  his  work  will  bear  the 
doeest  examination,  and  loses  none  of  its  breadth  when  more  distantly 
surveyed  ;  the  Oriental  character  of  the  whole  subject  is  admirably  ren- 
dered, in  the  atmosphere  of  that  sunny  clime  as  well  as  in  the  rich  pro- 
diBce  of  its  soil. 

*^  The  Dominican  Preaching"  is,  as  we  have  said,  in  striking  contrast 
wiA  "  Solomon  f  the  latter  is  deeply  meditative  and  calm — the  former 
all  energy  and  excitement.  If  the  features  of  the  Frate  predicatore 
were  not  so  regular  and  so  finely  cut,  we  should  have  fiincied  it  had  been 
Mr.  Hart's  intention  to  depict  the  enthusiastic  martyr  Savanarola,  but 
his  well  known  portrait  presents  a  very  different  face.  But  the  spirit 
whidi  animates  Mr.  Hart's  <*  Dominican"  is  identical  with  tiiat  which  led 
the  vktim  of  Alexander  the  Sixth  to  the  stak^  his  the  same  fiery  zeal 
to  4enooDce  the  vices  of  the  clergy  of  his  time  ;  his  the  same  boldness  of 
tiwagfat  and  fearlessness  of  language.  The  preacher*8  gestures  are  em- 
phatie  without  vicdence,  the  expression  of  his  countenance  earnest  without 
dislortimi.  There  is  nothing  more  of  the  subject  than  the  monk,  except 
a  shgbt  indication  of  the  locality ;  but  the  head  of  the  Dominican  b  a 
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picture  ia  itself  and  is,  in  every  way,  a  fine  example  of  Mr.  Hart's 
genius. 

Mr.  Philip  has  not  sojourned  in  the  south  of  Spain  without  bringing 
back  the  happiest  recollections  of  his  trayel.  The  most  important  of  the 
two  pictures  which  he  now  sends  to  the  Academy  will  collect  round  it  a 
crowd  of  gazers,  many  of  whom  will  recognise  the  truth  of  his  subject, 
and  all  be  interested  in  its  treatment  The  half-Spanish,  half-Moorish 
Andalusian  has  long  been  familiar  to  our  eyes,  but  the  Spanish  gipsy 
has  figured  more  rarely  on  canvas.  Mr.  Philip  has  become  the  historical 
illustrator  of  the  habits  and  appearance  of  this  strange  people,  and  given 
us  '^  A  Gitana  Festival."  In  the  patio  of  a  venta  in  Seville,  situated,  we 
may  suppose,  in  the  suburb  of  Los  Humeros  (the  *'  Gitaneria"  of  the 
Zinculi  tribe),  the  swarthy  merrymakers  are  assembled,  abandoning 
themselves  to  the  idle  enjoyment  of  the  hour ;  though  the  presence  of 
some  alguazib  in  the  background  show  them  to  be  still  under  a  certain 
deg^ree  of  surveillance.  They  are,  as  Ford  and  Barrow  have  described 
them,  of  the  true  blood,  the  *'  errate^^  though  that  they  abhor  the  rest  of 
mankind,  the  '^  busne'*  is  not  quite  so  evident.  But  it  is  for  money,  not  love^ 
that  the  flaunting,  dark-eyed  '<  callet^'  is  twisting  her  form  in  the  nautck^ 
like  dance  which  she  exhibits  for  the  especial  pleasure  of  two  English 
officers,  who  have  come  over  from  "the  rock"  to  get  a  glimpse  of  the 
majo  life  of  Seville.  This  girl  is  the  principal  figure  in  the  picture,  and 
around  her  are  grouped  in  various  attitudes  the  male  and  female  members 
of  her  tribe,  some  playing  at  cards,  some  tinkling  the  guitar,  to  the  music 
of  which  she  moves,  others  displaying  the  finery  of  which  they  are  so 
fond,  and  all  intent  upon  not  unprofitable  amusement.  But  the  specta- 
tors are  not  all  Zincali ;  besides  the  two  Englishmen  are  a  majo  and  two 
splendidly-dressed  majas,  with  their  magnificent  ojos  Arabes,  and  lux- 
uriant hair,  and  their  gorgeous  satins  and  streaming  ribbons,  which  so 
well  set  off  their  symmetrical  forms.  The  scene,  in  short,  is  a  transcript 
of  a  regular  gipsy  *^funcion^  complete  in  every  particular.  That  the 
individual  character  of  gppsy  beauty  may  be  more  specifically  shown, 
Mr.  Philip  has  painted  the  portrait  of  a  celebrated  Gitana  of  Seville.  She 
is  one  of  the  wealthiest  of  her  tribe,  as  the  gold  and  gems  that  glitter  in 
her  black  hair  sufficiently  testify ;  and  is,  moreover,  a  brilliant  specimen 
of  her  sex  and  race. 

Mr.  Frank  Stone,  in  one  of  the  three  pictures  which  he  exhibits,  still  keeps 
in  the  pleasant  path  which  has  led  him  so  successfully  to  the  delineation 
of  English  female  beauty.  Four  charming  girls  are  gathered  on  a  knoll, 
on  a  wide,  breezy  common,  uncertain  as  they  sit  and  lie  about  how  they 
shall  disport  themselves.  One  of  their  number  has  risen  to  her  knees, 
and,  with  the  archest  expression  on  her  sweet  face,  is  saying  to  them,  as 
plainly  as  she  can  speak :  "  Now,  I'll  tell  you  what  well  do" — ^and,  from 
the  way  in  which  she  makes  the  announcement,  we  feel  sure  her  propo- 
sition will  be  unanimously  carried.  We  shall  be  very  much  mistaken  if 
the  engraving  from  this  j^ure  be  not  one  of  the  most  popular  that  the 
pencil  of  Mr.  Stone  has  originated.  A  *'  Girl  in  an  £jQ;yptian  costume" 
is  a  pretty  single  figure  ;  but  his  third  picture  is  of  a  higher  range  than 
any  he  has  yet  attempted.  The  subject  is  "  The  Sisters  of  Bethany  :" 
Mary,  in  all  the  agony  of  her  tearful  despair  at  the  death  of  her  brother, 
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Lazarus ;  and  Martha,  who  announces  that  the  Master  is  come  and 
calleth  for  her.     The  treatment  is  full  of  feeling. 

If  Mr.  Millais  is  still  to  be  considered  as  the  leader  of  the  Pre-Raphael* 
ites,  that  school  maj  now  console  itself  for  all  the  censure  that  has  been 
heaped  upon  it.  As  long  as  it  was  their  practice  to  raise  the  accessories 
of  their  pictures  to  the  same  level  with  the  principal,  to  bestow  so  much 
care  and  finish  upon  the  details  as  to  eclipse  the  general  design,  we  felt 
that  the  Pre-Raphaelites  were  treading  a  wrong  path  ;  but  when  we  find 
the  sentiment  so  exalted  as  to  predominate  over  every  material  object,  we 
have  no  fiirther  complaint  to  make  against  any  amount  of  labour  which 
ijbey  may  choose  to  bestow  upon  subordinate  parts  with  the  view  of 
arriviiig  at  complete  fidelity.  The  greatest  difficulty  that  the  painter  has 
to  encounter  in  the  exercise  of  his  art,  is  to  represent  the  human  subject, 
not  simply  in  form  and  colour,  but  with  all  the  attributes  of  humanity, 
with  the  thoughts,  the  feelings,  and  the  passions  which  stir  the  mind  and 
^>eak  in  the  lineaments  and  gestures.  To  accomplish  this  is  to  attain  the 
highest  reach  of  art,  and  he  who  seeks  to  be  a  great  painter  must  make 
it  his  cluef  and  constant  endeavotur.  To  imitate  the  shape,  hue,  and 
texture  of  inanimate  objects,  or  accurately  to  copy  the  outward  charac- 
teristics of  living  things  that  neither  speak  nor  think,  demands,  no  doubt, 
a  considerable  degree  of  skill,  but  the  praise  we  award  to  him  who 
adiieves  no  greater  result  than  this  is  not  the  recompense  that  true  genius 
^tber  expects  or  receives.  An  earthen  jar,  a  copper  kettle,  a  broomstick, 
or  a  cablmge,  may  be  so  faithfully  copied  as  to  pass  for  the  things  them- 
adves,  but  when  painted  they  excite  no  more  emotion  than  the  originals : 
*^  it  is  very  clever,"  is  all  we  say,  and  the  thing  is  at  once  forgotten.  But 
if  we  see  a  face  in  whose  expression  we  can  read  hatred  or  scorn,  pity, 
devotion,  hope,  or  love,  the  same  feeling  is  awakened  in  our  minds  as  if  we 
were  sharers  in  the  actual  scene ;  we  are  then  living  again  with  our 
fellow-creatures,  participating  in  their  joys  and  sorrows,  and  we  recognise 
a  world  as  real  as  that  in  which  we  move  and  breathe  ourselves. 

It  was  impossible  to  ignore  the  sentiment  which  prevailed  in  Mr. 
Millais'  *^  Huguenot,"  but  it  was  equally  impossible  not  to  recognise  the 
presence  of  the  admirably-painted  brick  wall  beneath  which  Uie  lovers 
were  met;  in  spite  of  the  earnest  expression  of  the  two  heads,  it  played 
almost  as  conspicuous  a  part  as  Tom  Snout,  the  tinker,  when  he  repre* 
seotad  the  wall  through  whose  cranny  Bottom  and  Flute  whispered  the 
amorous  thoughts  of  Pyramus  and  Thisbe.  But  there  is  no  such  dis- 
traction of  thought  in  looking  on  **  The  order  of  Release,"  which  is  the 
title  of  the  principal  picture  that  Mr.  Millais  has  sent  for  exhibition  this 
year. 

The  subject  is  a  simple  one.  A  Highlander,  wounded  at  CuUoden,  and 
cast  into  prison,  is  clasped  to  the  breast  of  the  affectionate  wife  who  has 
procured  his  pardon,  and  brought  the  letter  which  announces  it ;  she  has 
travelled,  barefooted,  many  a  mile,  and  her  infant  child,  wearied  with 
fiitigoe,  has  sunk  to  sleep  on  her  arm,  droppidf  from  its  little  hand  the 
primroses  which  she  had  gathered  by  the  roadside  to  please  it.  On  her 
fiushed  features,  mastering  even  her  joy,  reigns  the  triumphant  expression 
of  having  conquered  every  obstacle  that  stood  in  the  way  of  her  hus- 
band's restoration  to  life  and  freedom;  she  is  proud  to  be  his  saviour, 
proud  to  think  that  the  bolts  and  bars  which  kept  him  in  duresse  have 
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faDcn  before  the  ilreng  purpose  of  hev  womob's  kent;  k  is  by-  di» 
eoei^  of  her  will  and  the  d^h  of  ker  affi>ction  thftt  she  has  won  th* 
Tioloiy,  and)  radiant  with  suceess,  slie  quelb  the  emoticm  m\ash  woukl  tinfit 
her  for  being  the  proteetrese  of  one  who  still  needs  proteotion.  Her  husband, 
wocA  with  captivity  and  pain,  weakened  by  lingering  expectation^  and 
Ofvraome  by  sudden  joy,  has  bowed  his  head  upon  l£e  faithfol,  sustain* 
ing  boeem  of  his  deliverer ;  we  see  only  the  profile  of  hts  wasted  coun- 
teioaaoe,  but  the  lines  and  hues  which  mark  it,  most  truly  indkate  tiw 
tunHilt  of  his  soul.  Beside  the  open  door  of  the  prison,  and  ooly  par* 
tistiy  verealed,  stands  the  military  gaoler,  carefully  scanning  the  order  o£ 
release^  if  the  doewment  be  authentic,  has  duty  wtll  be  to  obey  it,  bat  1m 
has  no-  syaftpathy  to  spare  fov  the  man  who  has  suffered,  or  the  heroia 
womia  who  has  triumphed.  The  chiki  on  its  mother  s  arm  is  the  per* 
feetioB  of  wearied  infancy  ;  sleep  has  taken  possession  of  every  part  of  its 
little  ftwne;  it  is  not  in  the  painter's  art  to  reptesent  those  pendent 
limbs  with  greater  truChfolness.  There  is  yet  another  actor  in  ^  scenec 
the  Highlander's  dog  standing  up,  outstretched*  and  licking  the  wounded 
hand  of  his  newly-found  master.  AAier  the  sesthetieai  treatment  of  Ae 
piotore,  the  details  come  in  fiurly  for  their  claim  to  admiratk>n  ;  none  of 
them  are  obtrusive,  but  all  are  painted  with  a  marvellous  semblanee  o£ 
lealify. 

A  second  peture  by  Mr.  Millais,  representing  the  stolen  visit  of  a  lady 
to  her  royalist  lover,  who  is  hiding  from  pursuit  in  the  perilous  days  oif 
the  Parliamentary  war,  has  more  of  the  old  leaven  in  it  than  we  altoge^ 
thev  approve  of.  In  the  hollow  of  a  large  oak,  in  the  midst  of  a  widey 
open  forest,  the  cavalier  is  crouching  and  pressing  to  his  lips  the  hand  of 
her  who  has  brought  him,  not  food  only,  but  what  he  prizes  more  than 
lifo-— herself.  The  lady,  fearful  for  his  safety,  is  looking  round  with  an 
air  of  extreme  anxiety,  as  if  she  feared  that  every  whispering  breese  bore 
the  sound  of  a  pursuer's  footstep.  Arrayed  as  she  is,  in  the  full  magni^ 
ficence  of  the  costume  of  the  period,  her  presence  alone  in  the  forest  might 
well  excite  suspicion,  were  she  sucklenly  encountered  there;  a  peasant's 
dress  would,  we  think,  have  better  answered  the  purpose  of  concealment. 
Besides,  we  feel  quite  unhappy  at  the  thought  that  such  splendid  satin 
should  be  frayed  and  torn  by  the  brambles  and  bushes  which  lie  in  her 
path.  They  are  much  too  naturally  represented  not  to  give  cause  for 
sudlfe  apprehension.  Apart  from  these  considerations  res^>ecting  the  lady 
and  her  dress,  the  treatment  of  the  subject  is  exquisite.  There  never  yet 
was  such  an  oak-tree  painted  as  that  in  whose  hollow  the  fugitive  lies  con* 
oealed ;  it  is  absolute  nature. 

Mr.  Millais  has  two  smaller  pictures:  a  view  from  a  wood,  looking  0¥«r 
Hayes  Commoa,  near  Bromley,  in  Kent;  and  a  canal  scene.  Bodi  are 
painted  with  wonderful  finish  and  charming  effect. 

Of  Mr.  Hunt's  picture  of  *'  Sheep,"  we  are  not  in  a  position  to  speal^ 
not  having  seen  it ;  but  those  who  luive,  report  that  the  animals  in  it  sor^ 
pass  the  fiock  that  attract^  so  much  observation  last  year,  with  this  in 
their  fovour,  that  there  are  no  jolly  swains  nor  swehenng  lasses  to  tend 
them. 

Mr.  C.  Collins^  whom  we  mention  in  this  place  as  bdonging  to  the 
*'  art-omon*'  of  whkh  Mr.  Millais  is  the  head,  has  one  Tery  small,  hot 
very  weU-painted  subject — a  hatf-length  of  a  young  giil  wkii  flowera. 
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F#«iale  lovelioesa-  b  not  tin  aim  of  the  pi«>Rapba»litM|  we  hav*  aei^cr 
•e«&  »  sin^  faee  of  tfaeira  that  eould  he  ealled  even  pretty.  Thej  seek 
ntber  to  interest  you  hy  Intennty  of  expsession ;  a  noble  pttrpeee,  as  we  haw 
iBtioiated,  if  not  accomplished  ai  the  expense  of  something  hotter.  Thej 
iJealise  homeUness  instead  of  heaoty.  Of  the  two^  we  confiBse  we  prefer 
die  latter,  helieving  that  a  heautiful  &ee  may  express  al  least  as  rnneh 
aentimeni  as  a  plain  one.  Thus,  we  doubt  not  that  Mr.  CoUins  might 
have  found  a  hundred  prettier  subjects,  had  he  been  so  minded,  hut  his 
inclination  has  led  him — unless  the  picture  he  a  portrait — to  choose  fea- 
tores  that  shall  interest  more  by  their  thoughtful  character  than  hy  their 
beauty  of  form.  But  what  he  has  done  is  well  done,  and  the  eamestoeM 
and  aweetness  of  expression  in  this  child's  head  atone  for  the  abseaea  af 
other  charms.  The  treatment  i»  as  natural  as  it  is  simple;  €>Qe  arm 
crosses  her  breast  sustaiuing  a  few  flowers,  and  the  disengaged  ha&d  it 
drawing  a  fuchsia  towards  her  from  the  plant  on  which  it  is  growing. 
The  delicate  tints  and  tender  shadows  which  bekmg  to  the  age  of 
duldbood  hare  been  very  successfully  eanght,  but  the  auburn  hair 
strikes  us  as  of  somewhat  too  coarse  a  texture.  The  flowers  and 
leaves,  and  the  fk>wer-pot  in  which  they  g^w,  are  exquisitdy  painted. 

That  amudng  paper  in  the  Spectator,  which  relates  the  rivalry  between 
Phillis  and  Brunetta,  has  supplied  Mr.  Solomon  with  one  of  those  subjects 
which  he  manages  so  exceedingly  well.  He  has  seized  all  the  comedy  of 
the  well-told  story,  and  adapted  it  to  the  purpose  of  an  admirable  picture. 
The  stately,  ifuotudant  air  of  Brunetta,  attired  in  a  plain  Uack  silk 
mantua,  the  arch  look  of  the  negro  girl,  dressed  in  a  petticoat  of  the  Info- 
cade  which  her  rival  wore  with  so  much  pride,  the  agony  of  the  distracted 
PhiUis,  who  has  fainted  at  the  malice  of  her  quondam  friend,  are  points 
which  Mr.  Solomon  has  conceived  and  expressed  with  great  skill.  The 
nrmpathy  of  Phillis's  lover,  the  glee  of  Brunetta's  friend,  the  surprise  o£ 
we  general  company  and  Uie  vexation  of  the  old  card-playing  dowager  at 
being  disturbed  in  her  game  by  what  is  to  her  such  a  trumpery  cause,  are 
also  features  in  the  composition  which  will  not  be  overlooked.  There  is 
no  grimace  in  Mr.  Solomon's  manner  of  telling  a  story  like  this  ;  he  treats 
his  subject  humorously,  but  in  the  most  natural  way  possible. 

Before  we  dismiss  the  class  of  subject-painters,  and  while  we  regret  that 
our  opportunity  for  taking  a  note  of  the  studious  was  not  greater,  wa 
must  make  mention  of  a  few  of  which  we  have  only  heard.  Mr.  Webster, 
we  are  told,  has  another  **  Dame's-school"  in  no  respect  inferior  to  thai 
which  he  has  already  painted  ;  Mr.  Jones  has  a  *^  Battle  of  Waterloo" 
(the  pendant  to  a  former  one),  in  which  *'  the  Duke"  is  the  most  conspi- 
cuous figure;  and  Mr.  Elmore,  if  we  are  rightly  informed,  has  an  incident 
ID  the  life  of  Louis  X.  of  France  of  considerable  romantic  interest. 

Some  of  the  leading  landscape-painters  are  in  great  force  this  year. 
Mr.  Roberts  sends  in  four  pictures :  '*  Venice  from  the  Grand  Canal;** 
**  Interior  of  St.  Stephen's,  at  Vienna;"  '<  A  Street  in  Verona;"  and  '<  The 
Ulterior  of  the  Crystal  Palace  on  the  Day  of  its  Inauguration."  The  view 
in  Venice  is  directly  across  the  grand  canal,  immediately  opposite  the 
nazza  of  St.  Bfark.  The  noble  and  picturesque  architecture  of  the  city 
is  shown  to  great  advantage,  under  the  broad  light  of  the  nocmday  son—' 
and  the  countless  goodoJas  which  lie  at  the  edge  of  the  quay,  like  a  long 
row  of  cabf^  waiting  for  hire,  give  an  lur  of  singular  originality  to  the 
msU-known  fceue ;  the  dcy  is  purely  Italian,  and  the  tone  of  the  water. 
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its  depth  and  transparency,  are  exquisite.  We  cannot  help  rating  this^ 
picture  as  the  finest  Veoetian  subject  which  Mr.  Roberts  has  painted. 
The  St.  Stephen's  is  the  conyerse  of  his  interior  of  last  year ;  this  time 
we  are  looking  from  the  altar  instead  of  towards  it,  and  are  shown  the 
arch  from  beneath  which  the  former  view  was  taken.  Though  not  so 
striking  in  its  effect,  this  picture  is  quite  equal  in  merits  to  its  compa- 
nion. The  street  in  Verona,  admirable  in  its  perspective,  exhibts  all  the 
preparations  for  a  festa ;  it  is  beautifully  coloured,  and  the  numerous 
figures  that  are  scattered  about  have  all  that  crispness  which  is  so  remark- 
able a  feature  of  Mr.  Roberts's  manner.  The  inauguration  of  the  Cr}'stal 
Palace  on  the  Ist  of  May,  1851,  at  once  recals  the  event  to  all  who  were 
present  on  that  occasion ;  Mr.  Roberts  has  triumphantly  surmounted  all 
the  difficulties  of  straight  Unes  and  gaudy  colours  by  the  exercise  of  con- 
summate taste  and  judgment.  We  believe  that  tne  picture  is  the  pro- 
perty of  her  Majesty. 

Mr.  Stanfield  has  two  pictures,  one  by  sea  and  the  other  by  land, 
and  each  of  them  painted  with  his  accustomed  excellence.  The  first 
is  "  The  Ftcfory,"  with  the  body  of  Nelson  on  board,  towed  by  "  The 
Neptune**  into  Gibraltar,  on  the  28th  of  October,  1805,  seven  days 
after  the  battle  of  Trafalgar.  The  Victory  with  her  mizen-mast  shot 
away,  her  fore  and  maio-most  jury-rigged,  her  hull  shattered,  and  her 
colours  half-mast  high,  occupies  nearly  the  centre  of  the  picture ;  the 
Neptune^  fore-shortened,  is  leading  into  Gibraltar,  boats  from  the  town 
fill  the  foreground,  and  in  the  distance  looms  the  lofty  rock.    The  com- 

C'tion  is  simple  but  grand,  the  treatment  most  effective,  and  the 
Mlth  of  Mr.  Stanfield's  style  gives  full  importance  to  the  subject. 
His  second  picture  is  '*  An  Effect  in  the  Pyrenees  with  Contrabandbtas,'^ 
a  most  picturesque  work,  and  an  earnest,  we  trust,  of  what  may  be 
expected  when  tne  portfolio  which  he  filled  during  his  excursion  in  the 
North  of  Spain,  in  the  autumn  of  1851,  supplies  him  with  materials  for 
scenes  at  Passages  and  St.  Sebastian. 

Mr.  Geoi^e  Stanfield  exhibits  two  charming  views  :  "  Logg^o,  on  the 
Lake  of  Lugano,"  and  "  Bellagio,  on  the  Lakes  of  Como ;"  they  vividly 
recal  the  loveliest  scenery  of  which  the  north  of  Italy  can  boast. 

Where  laurels  are  being  gained,  Mr.  Cooke  worthily  asserts  his  claim 
to  share  them,  even  with  such  competitors  as  StanBeld,  Roberts — and 
Vandervelde !  He  has  five  pictures,  amongst  them  views  in  Rome  and 
Venice  and  a  sea-piece  of  the  most  masterly  character.  Nothing  can  be 
more  chaste  than  the  tranquil  air  of  his  Venetian  picture,  with  its 
cloudless  sky  dissolving  in  one  fine  gradation.  The  marine  subject  is 
quite  another  afiair :  here  all  is  life  and  motion ;  the  dancing  waves  are 
admirably  drawn,  the  water  is  of  the  most  perfect  transparency  and 
colour,  the  various  craft  are  excellently  well  painted,  and  the  perspective 
of  some  boats  has  all  the  truth  of  the  daguerreotype.  We  must  not  omit 
from  marine  subjects  a  very  interesting  one  by  Mr.  Chambers,  repre- 
senting the  Isabel  (now  on  her  second  Arctic  voyage)  while  lying  off 
Greenwich  :  it  is  painted  with  great  skill. 

Mr.  Lee's  studies,  chiefly  in  Scotland,  complete  our  list  of  landscapes. 
He  has  been  very  busy  since  the  last  exhibition,  having  no  less  than  five 
pictures  of  his  own,  and  a  composite  one,  in  which  the  cattle  are  painted, 
as  usual,  by  Mr.  Sydney  Cooper.  "  Loch  Etive,"  under  the  influence  of 
a  stormy  sky,  is  one  of  the  finest  things  that,  to  our  thinking,  he  has 
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e?er  painted.  A  scene  on  a  still  river,  with  a  poacher  spearing  salmon, 
is  also  a  gem :  the  masses  of  grey  rock,  the  deep-toned  water,  the  fring- 
ing, ovenianging  foliage,  and  the  warm,  sunny  light  upon  the  distant 
moantain,  are  points  in  the  landscape  wluch  may  challenge  the  severest 
criticism.  A  "  Lock  on  the  River  Awe,"  with  the  chafed  waters  forcing 
their  foaming  passage  down  the  rapid,  exhibits  another  beautiful  variety 
of  Scottish  scenery.  Contrasted  with  these  is  a  fine  composition  of 
English  landscape,  as  soft  and  tranquil  as  its  rivals  are  bold  and  im- 
petuous. It  is  a  level  view,  with  a  ferry-boat  crossing  a  calm  river  to 
where  some  lofty  and  beautiixdly-formed  trees  throw  a  shade  over  the 
landing-place.  The  composite  subject  is  no  less  charming  than  its  Eng- 
lish companion. 

We  have  few  portraits  to  speak  of,  but  those  which  we  have  seen  are 
excellent.  They  are  limited  to  the  productions  of  Mr.  Desanges,  whose 
celebrity  increases  with  every  exhibition.  His  largest  work  is  an  eques- 
trian portrait,  the  size  of  Ufe,  of  the  present  KLig  of  Sardinia.  His 
majesty  sat  to  Mr.  Desanges  in  the  autumn  of  last  year,  and  the  good 
people  of  Nice  are  anxiously  expecting  the  close  of  the  London  season  to 
claim  the  picture,  which  has  been  punted  for  that  city.  Accustomed  as 
we  now  are  to  every  variety  of  hirsute  ornament,  it  is  as  well  the  public 
should  be  assured  that  the  moustaches  of  Victor  Emmanuel  are  far  from 
being  exaggerated  in  Mr.  Desanges*  portrait.  This  peculiarity  apart,  the 
bead  of  the  king,  which  is  much  more  a  northern  than  a  southern  type> 
is  attractive  from  the  strong  sense  and  firm  resolve  which  the  features 
express ;  his  attitude  is  easy  and  unconstrained,  and  he  masters  his  fiery 
steed  with  the  grace  of  an  accomplished  cavalier.  It  is  not  as  one  com^t 
monly  considers  the  portnut  of  a  king — an  object  of  curiosity  only — that 
we  look  upon  that  of  Victor  Emmanuel,  for  the  high  qualities  which  he 
first  developed  on  the  field  of  Novara  invest  his  character  with  peculiar 
interest.  The  situation,  too,  of  his  country,  enclave  between  France  and 
Austrian  Lombardy,  and  all  the  associations  which  connect  Piedmont  with 
England,  cannot  be  overlooked,  and  for  its  safety  much,  at  the  present 
moment,  depends  upon  the  prudence  and  firmness  of  her  ruler.  If  we 
draw  our  inference  from  the  past  conduct  of  the  King  of  Sardinia,  the 
augury  will  be  a  favourable  one. 

*'  Lady  Bolton"  is  one  of  those  charming,  ladylike  portraits  which  Mr. 
Desanges  is  so  happy  in  realising  ;  the  f&ce  is  exquisitely  beautiful,  the 
figure  full  of  grace,  the  pose  very  natural,  and  the  manner  in  which  the 
dress  is  piuntea — ^no  unimportant  item  in  a  lady's  picture — cannot  be  sur- 
passed for  delicacy  and  finished  execution.  A  third  portrait  by  the  same 
accomplished  artist — ^the  *'  Young  Marquis  Graham  and  a  Newfoundland 
Dog" — ^will  afford  pleasure  to  a  far  wider  circle  than  is  comprised  by 
fiunily  friends,  or  even  by  the  numerous  clan  of  which  he  will  one  day  be 
the  chief.  % 

It  is  not  necessary  to  tax  the  memoiy  of  '^  the  oldest  inhabitant "  to 
reca]  the  time  when  ''  The  Exhibition,  as  it  was  called,  was  the  only 
"  pictmne-sbow "  of  London.  Most  of  us  recollect,  and  not  with  the 
liveliest  sense  of  enjoyment,  the  annual  struggle  up  and  down  the  gloomy 
staircase  of  Somerset  House.  That  toil  is  happily  over,  though  the 
present  generation  have  a  great  deal  more  work  to  do,  in  the  way  q£ 
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ftebtan  aeeiii^,  if  diey  wish  to  be  ok  courani  of  all  that  is  going  on  in 
the  world  of  modem  art.  But  die  labour  is,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  a 
pleasant  one:  we  are  sure  of  our  reward,  in  some  shape,  to  whatever  Gal- 
Mffj  we  bend  our  steps.  This  is  the  age  of  illustration  ;  books,  news- 
papers, monitng  lectures,  evening  entertainments,  all  are  commended  to 
9mr  notice  by  iSne  appliances  of  art — nothing  can  be  **  got  up  ^  without 
ks  appropriate  dioramie,  cydoramic,  or  panoramic  accompaniment  It 
is  not,  however,  of  these  that  we  purpose  to  speak,  in  continuation  of  our 
anticipatory  notice  of  the  works  which  will  occupy  the  most  prominent 
place  in  the  Royal  Academy  Exhibition,  but  of  what  has  been  done  bj 
the  artists  who  are  chiefly  represented  elsewhere. 

The  British  Institution,  in  Pall-mall,  is,  at  this  season,  devoted 
to  modem  exhibitors.  Although  the  works, that  have  this  year  been 
tent  in  do  not,  taken  generally,  manifest  much  progress,  there  are  several 
striking  exceptions ;  in  favour,  it  is  true,  of  names  already  well  known. 

The  Society  of  British  Artists,  in  Suffolk-street,  puts  forth  the 
lugheet  [pretensions  after  the  Royal  Academy,  but  the  interval  which 
separates  the  two  is  still  a  wide  one.  The  president,  Mr.  Huristone,  has 
treated  that  interesting  passage  in  the  life  of  Columbus,  where  he  begs 
for  bread  for  his  fainting  son  at  the  Convent  of  La  Rabida,  with  a  great 
deal  of  feeling  and  truth.  Mr.  Salter,  in  a  variety  of  pictures,  but  more 
particttlariy  in  "  Venus  teaching  her  Son  the  use  of  the  Bow,"  shows  he  has 
not  fftllen  off  from  hb  reputation  as  an  exodlent  colourist.  Mr.  Woolmer 
has  several  agreeable  subjects:  ''The  Footstep,"  where  three  village 
girls,  gathered  round  a  spring,  beneath  some  pine  trees,  are  listening  with 
some  apprehension  to  the  footsteps  of  a  person  approaching,  has  most 
sentiment  in  it,  though  the  **  Young  Lady  returned  from  a  Masquerade,** 
and  '*  The  Forest  of  Ardennes,''  are  also  very  attractive.  Mr.  Pettitt's 
^  Seventh  Vial,"  and  Mr.  Desurae's  '<  Fall  of  the  Rebel  Angels,"  should 
not  be  overlooked,  but  we  must  forewarn  our  readers  that  it  is  not  on 
account  of  their  merits  :  the  first  may  be  not  inappropriately  compared 
to  a  cataclysm  in  a  chemist's  shop,  and  the  second  to  a  fricassee  of  human 
leg^  and  arms.  .  There  are  several  pleasing  domestic  su^ects — one  of 
the  most  success&il  exhibitors  in  this  line  being  Mr.  W.  Knight,  whose 
cottage  interiors  are  very  carefully  painted.  Mr.  Earl  is  as  successful 
hefe  as  at  the  Gallery  in  Pall-mall :  the  poor,  neglected  dog,  yclept 
^'The  Disowned,"  and  the  animated  Skye  terrier  barking  at  a  hedgehogs 
with  the  significant  motto,  <'  N*i/  toucnez  pas^"  are  admirable  specimens 
of  his  ability  in  depicting  the  department  called  "  canine.**  Mr.  Bod- 
dington's  landscapes  are  all  of  them  very  fine  :  "  The  Lake  of  Tal-y- 
llyn"  is  a  noble  production,  and  his  "Golden  Morning"  glows  vrith 
summer-light  Mr.  Pyne,  too,  is  very  effective  in  landscape,  and  so  are 
Mr.  Ward  and  Mr.  Cole.  The  water-colour  room  contains  also  a  great 
many  good  pictures.  • 

The  National  Institution  op  the  Fine  Arts,  in  Langham-place, 
heretofore  the  "  Free  Exhibition,"  offers  scarcely  its  average  amount  of 
attraction  this  year,  though  it  sins  less  than  some  of  its  elder  brethren  in 
£Mdt8  of  commission.  Mr.  £gley*s  "  Katherine  of  Arragon  and  Aiioe 
Boleyn"  is  the  most  interesting  subject.  It  is  the  scene  at  court,  where 
the  present  and  future  Queen  of  Henry  the  Eighth  are  playing  at  cards^ 
and  Ratherine's  successful  but  no  less  ill-fated  rival  has  turned  up  *'  the 
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Uflig.''  The  great  merit  of  this  pictine  consists  in  its  truth  of  exprossiofi, 
and  the  earc&lness  with  which  every  detail  is  made  subservieiit  to  i^e 
genecal  design ;  the  drawing  and  colouring  do  not  deserre  the  eame  an- 
^lalified  oommeDdation.  There  is  hotter  colouring  in  Mr.  Egley'e  second 
pictiue  of  ''.Harold  and  AIfi>ed,"  hut  the  story  has  less  interast.  <<  The 
Yiaticnm,"  by  Mr.  F.  W.  Deane,  b  a  death-hed  scene,  painted  with  great 
truth  and  fecJtng ;  and ''  A  Monk  instructing  others  in  the  Art  of  lUuroi- 
aatioBf''  exhibits  the  same  artist's  skill  in  dealing  with  variety  of  expres- 
sion. Mr«  Glass  confines  himself,  perhaps,  too  closely  to  the  same  theme, 
bat  ^'  Too  Late  for  the  Ferry''  is  still  a  worthy  specimen  of  his  skill ;  a 
iittle  wanting,  it  may  be,  in  transparency,  but  a  tine  picturesque  eompo- 
skaDOr  Mr.  H.  Barraud,  who  has  chosen  his  subject  from  Scripture,  and 
painted  it  on  die  amplest  scale,  has  not,  however,  sncoeeded  in  making 
^'  The  One  Thing  Needful"  the  *'  cynosure  of  every  eye ;"  the  sentimeat 
fislls  short  of  depicting  the  depth  of  love  which  tilled  the  heart  of  Mary, 
or  the  holiness  of  the  divine  guest's  expression.  A  less  ambitious  ^ort 
would  have  ensured  a  more  certain  reward.  Mr.  J.  £.  Lauder  has 
addressed  himself  this  year  to  domestic  subjects :  his  ''  Maiden's  Reverie," 
and  '' Wbhing-bone,"  are  neither  of  them  without  merit — the  first 
developing  a  thoughtful,  the  second  a  humorous  expression.  Of  subject- 
pictures,  belonging  to  the  second  class,  the  "  Village  Smithy"  of  Mr. 
Provis  is  deserving  of  considerable  praise;  and  Mr.  Hemsley,  who  im- 
proves every  year,  treads  very  closely  upon  the  heels  of  Mr.  Hunt;  his 
**  Young  Love"  has  all  the  force  and  truth  of  the  "  Gramekeeper's  Boy"  of 
last  season,  and  tells  a  better  story.  This  exhibition  always  abounds  in 
landscapes,  and  the  Williams  family,  Mr.  Hulme,  Mr.  Peel,  and  Mr.  D.  O. 
Hill  have  contributed  ably  to  this  department 

The  New  Society  of  Painters  in  Watee  Colours  exhibit  some 
{nctures  this  year  which  need  not  shun  competition  with  those  which  are 
annually  collected  by  their  elder  brethren.  As  must  always  be  the  case 
with  the  vehicle  which  they  employ,  the  water-colour  artists  in  Pall-mall 
are  stronger  in  landscapes  than  in  "subjects;"  but  of  the  latter  class  there 
are  several  good  examples.  Mr.  L.  Haghe  takes  the  lead  in  two  pictures^ 
bearing  the  titles  of  "  The  Happy  Trio"  and  "  The  Salle  d*Armes  in  the 
Castle  of  Saltzburg."  The  first  of  these  subjects  represents  a  lady  play- 
ing on  the  virginals,  a  cavalier,  who  wears  her  colours,  accompany mg  her 
on  the  guitar,  and  the  lady's  father  so  sound  asleep  as  not  to  offer  the 
slightest  impediment  to  any  declaration  that  may  be  forthcoming ;  the 
colouring  of  this  scene  is  wonderfully  rich,  and  the  distribution  of  light 
admirable.  The  "  Salle  d' Armes"  is  a  graver  picture,  but  is  even  of  a 
more  truthful  character  than  its  companion.  In  the  centre  of  the  vaulted 
hall  a  group  of  men-at-arms  are  trymg  the  temper  of  a  sword-blade^on 
one  side  a  knight  is  being  arrayed  in  full  panoply — on  the  other,  two 
soldiers  are  looking  through  a  casement,  watching  for  the  moment  that 
diall  summon  them  "  to  boot  and  saddle ;"  various  stalwart  men  and  for- 
midable weapons  are  scattered  about.  The  tones  of  light  and  shade  are 
finely  modulated,  and  the  general  treatment  is  excellent.  Mr.  E.  H.  Cor- 
bould  has  a  scene  from  "  Faust" — "  The  Decision  by  the  Flower;"  the 
situations  are  natural,  the  head  of  Margaret  is  very  pretty,  and  the  figure 
of  Faust  good — ^but  the  expression  of  his  countenance  not  to  our  liking ; 
the  costume  is  rich  and  the  colouring  efGdctive.     Mr  Absalon*s  subjects 
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are  all  of  them  clever,  but  we  must  especiaUy  select  for  commendation 
his  picture  of  '*  The  Nun  :"  it  is  painted  with  great  delicacy  and  feeling. 
A  "  Comer  in  Spain*'  is  also  very  characteristiwdly  treated.  •*  The  Fatal 
Statue,"  by  Mr.  Kearney,  possesses  much  merit ;  the  Spanish  grandee 
who  witnesses  the  destruction  of  the  image  of  the  Virgin,  for  which  he 
offered  such  niggardly  payment,  and  thereby  excited  l£e  rage  of  Torri- 
giano— the  affrighted  monk,  and  the  sculptor  himself,  are  all  full  of  expres- 
sion. Mr.  H.  Warren,  the  president  of  the  society,  has  contributed  three 
subject-pieces,  but  we  cannot  extend  to  them  the  same  praise  that  we 
have  given  to  the  works  which  we  have  just  adverted  to.  His  ^'  Walk  to 
Emmaus*'  is  tame  in  conception  and  faulty  in  execution,  the  figure  of  Our 
Lord  being  wholly  deficient  in  dignity ;  "  Danger,"  is  the  sleeping  form 
of  a  half-naked  Indian  girl,  with  a  serpent  stealing  towards  her,  but  the 
attitude  of  the  sleeper  is  a  very  awkward  one  ;  an  '<  Augsburg  Peasant- 
gurl*'  is  the  best  of  the  three  ;  there  is  motion  in  her  limbs,  and  the 
colouring  is  good.  Mr.  Corbould's  "  Magic  Mirror,"  set  down  in  the 
catalogue  at  a  very  high  figure,  will  never,  we  are  of  opinion,  command 
the  price  at  which  it  is  estimated. 


ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  YOUNG  PRINCE. 

BY  W.  BRAILSFORD,  ESQ. 

April  gpreets  the  earth  again 
With  its  sunshine  and  its  rain ; 
Buds  upon  the  leafless  trees 
Fill  the  void  by  slow  degrees ; 
Birds  within  each  tangl^  brake 
All  their  gentle  music  make ; 
While  the  river  glides  along 
Like  a  chorus  to  a  song. 
Happy,  aye,  thrice  happy  earth, 
Blest  with  Nature's  teeming  worth. 

April,  o'er  our  English  isles. 
Comes  with  tears  and  sunny  smiles, 
Comes  to  glad  each  hopeful  heart; 
So  the  darksome  shadows  part, 
And  the  soul,  refreshed  with  grace, 
Lights  anew  the  drooping  face. 
And  changing  clouds  are  breaking. 
Awhile  the  sky  forsaking, 

Lo !  upon  the  palace  gate 
Shines  the  all-transcendent  sun — 
Type  of  bliss,  our  prayers  have  won 

Joyous  news  that  all  men  wait. 
Bells  are  loud  upon  the  air. 
And  the  cannon,  unaware, 
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Speaketh  with  a  mighty  sound 

Of  our  happiness  profound. 

All  men  say,  Rejoice,  rejoice ! 

All,  with  universal  voice. 

Thus,  the  noble,  high  in  state, 

Deems  his  greatness  yet  more  great, 

When  his  heartfelt  hopes  expand 

For  the  monarch  of  the  land; 

Thus  the  merchant  stays  to  be 

Sure  of  her  felicity, 

Ere  by  change  and  mart  he  hies 

To  his  costly  argosies ; 

Thus  the  lowly  matron  prays 

Heaven  may  grant  her  length  of  days. 

That  the  young  babe-Prince  may  prove 

Worthy  of  her  worthy  love ; 

So  the  peasant  on  the  green 

Prays  God  bless  great  England's  Queen ! 

Aye,  God  bless  her !  apd  defend 
One  who  is  so  great  and  good; 
One  who  lives  best  understood^ 

Ever  as  her  people's  friend. 

Ay,  God  bless  her !  every  voice 
Speaks  that  English  word.  Rejoice ! 
She,  true  Lady  of  the  Isles, 

Sweetly  on  her  infant's  £eu^ 
Pours  the  radiance  of  her  smiles 

With  a  woman's  tender  grace. 
Certes,  at  this  happy  hour, 
Love  asserts  its  potent  power; 
Not  one  jewel  of  her  crown 
Weighs  her  parent  feelings  down. 

England,  should  the  front  of  war 
All  thy  blessings  seek  to  mar ; 
Or  should  panting  foemen  roar, 
On  thine  old  time-honoured  shore-— 
Up,  and  quail  not — let  thy  crest 
Shine  on  every  manly  breast — 
"  111  to  those  who  evil  think  ;" 
Not  a  heart  should  dare  to  shrink. 
Up,  and  quail  not,  every  breeze 
Wafts  our  watchword  o'er  the  seas, 
Sweetest  name  of  high  degree, 
Fitted  well  to  majesty. 
Filling  all  the  trembling  air 
With  a  tone  that  kills  despair ; 
Let  it  speak  both  far  and  wide, 
England's  hope  and  England's  pride — 
Victoria !  Victoria ! 

May — VOL.  xcviii.  wo.  ccclxxxix.  b 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


C    48     ) 


THE  FRENCH  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS* 

On  the  12th  of  Decemhei*,  1843,  the  members  of  a  special  mission 
from  the  court  of  Louis  Philippe  to  that  of  the  Emperor  of  China,  saUed 
in  La  Sirene  from  the  port  of  Brest  The  minister  plenipotentiary  em- 
ployed on  this  distant  service  was  M.  de  Lagren^,  there  were  also  five 
attaches,  four  delegates  from  the  chambers  of  commerce,  inspectors  of 
customs,  secretaries  and  interpreters,  and  even  an  historiographer — M. 
Xavier  Reymond ;  but  it  is  to  the  doctor — Yvan,  a  genuine  Proven9al — 
that  we  are  indebted  for  a  peculiarly  amusing,  graphic,  and  naive  account 
of  the  travels,  doings,  and  impressions  of  tlus  extraordinary  mission.    "T 

Dr.  Yvan  had,  like  the  generality  of  his  countrymen,  never  before 
quitted  his  native  soil,  and  it  may  be  imagined  how  great  was  his  asto- 
nishment as  each  successive  picture  in  the  panorama  id  the  world  deve- 
loped itself  before  him.  First  came  Teneriffe,  with  its  bigoted  begg^ly 
inhabitants,  who  horrified  the  mission,  by  calling  its  members  "  Dis 
Done  ;"  two  expressive  words  by  which  the  Canarians  always  designate 
a  Frenchman.  Here  they  also  met  with  what  was  still  more  unpleasant 
to  contemplate^a  perpetual  eye-sore  to  the  jealous  Fraak — several  very 
happy  English  fisimilies — the  head  of  one  of  whidi  is  ludicrously  enough 
described  as  having  an  especial  mission  to  make  perpetual  ascents  of  the 
Peak  ! 

We  met  English  at  our  very  first  stage,  and  from  that  time  forward  we  met 
them  wherever  there  was  a  bifleck  to  eat,  the  presence  of  a  beautiful  site,  and  a 
mild  temperature.  The  English  race  is  the  only  one  in  the  present  day, 
which,  thanks  to  its  riches,  enjoys  all  the  good  things  disseminated  over  the 
earth's  surface,  there  is  no  known  part  of  this  vast  clobe  that  does  not  contri- 
bute to  the  enjoyment  of  some  child  of  foggy  England.  How  is  it,  that  the 
people  who  are  pre-eminently  artistic,  who  are  the  most  apt  to  appreciate  the 
wonders  of  creation,  who  know  best  how  to  identify  themselves  with  the  ge- 
nius of  other  nations,  resign  themselves  to  being  confined  at  home,  and  do  not 
dispute  with  their  jealous  Neighbours,  the  possession  of  a  happiness  that  God 
created  for  the  entire  species,  and  not  for  the  satis&ction  of  one  nation  only  ? 

Why,  indeed  ?  we  would  alao  aak.  Because  they  individually,  although 
not  collectively  as  a  nation,  want  the  enterprise  of  Englishmen.  There 
was  a  Frenchman,  however,  at  Santa  Cruz,  and  that  a  fellow  disciple  of 
Galen  too,  but  he  complained  bitterly  of  the  extreme  salubrity  of  the 
islands,  where  he  positively  declared  it  was  an  act  of  stupidity  to  die. 
There  was  also  a  &ir  Canarian,  tall,  handsome,  well  made,  who  led  our 
doctor— evidently  as  much  devoted  to  adventure  in  that  particular  line 
which  is  so  much  more  characteristic  of  his  countrymen  thaii  the  research 
of  unknown  lands — a  fruitless  expedition  by  night  into  dangerous  quar- 
ters. The  doctor  was  lucky  enoueh,  however,  to  e6ci^>e,  but  not  widiout 
the  sacrifice  of  some  sentimental  rhapsodies. 

The  next  stage  was  Rio  Janeiro.  To  our  provincial  traveller  every 
harbour  was  a  gulf,  every  river  an  arm  of  the  sea,  every  grove  a  virgin 
forest,  and  every  tree  was  a  hundred  feet  high.  The  streets  were  invaded  by 

*  Voyages  et  B^ts  par  le  Docteur  Bf.  Tvan.  De  Brest  i  Bomixm.  Six  moia 
chez  let  Malais.    Un  an  en  Chine. 
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a  negro  populatioiv  ike  shops  were  filled  with  PansiaQ  goods,    with 
wines  hem  Bordeaux,  and  comestibles  from  Marseilles  and  ri antes. 
Vne  following  is  an  accoont  of  a  lUo  dbner  served  ap  by  a  brother 


A  soap  was  first  served  up,  the  aromatic  odour  of  which  eidted  my  palate 
to  a  remarkable  degree ;  this  was  followed  by  an  enormous  piece  of  beef,  which 
was  accompanied  by  flour  of  tapioca  boiled  in  broth,  and  a  sauce  of  allspice  to 
coauQunicace  to  it  a  flavour.  This  again  was  followed  by  eggs  and  a  dish  of 
cooked  herbs^  so  tremendously  spiced  that  I  thought  I  hMi  by  mistake  swal* 
loved  a  live  coaL  Luckily  a  saJad  of  cucumber  and  onions,  wnich  outflanked 
an  enormous  fowl,  came  to  temper  the  ardour  of  these  dishes.  Bread  was  not 
served,  vet  I  prefer  this  article  of  diet,  common  though  it  be,  to  the  insipid 
taste  of  tapioca.  Pure  water  is  drunk  in  large  hollow  cups,  and  the  wines  of 
Madeira  and  Lisbon  are  drank  in  foot-glasses,  without  water.  At  the  end  of 
thb  repast  bananas,  mangoes,  guavas,  and  an  exquisite  preserve  of  cocoa  were 
served  up,  and  made  lue  rorget  the  too  tropical  character  of  Brazilian  dishes. 

Then  there  was  the  theatre,  sanctified  like  a  church — San  Pedro 
d' Alcantara — which,  but  for  a  negress  at  the  back  of  each  box,  and  a  few 
heterogeneous  figures  here  and  there,  might  have  been  taken  for  the 
stage  of  some  province  of  La  Belle  France ;  there  was  also  the  presenta- 
tioa  to  the  emperor,  young,  light-haired,  intelligent,  but  pensive ;  there 
were  also  actuidly  French  cabarets  and  guinguettes  in  the  suburbs.  But 
even  a  Fraidiman  did  not  come  all  the  way  to  Brazil  merely  to  see 
France  travestied,  so  a  journey  into  the  interior  was  resolved  upon. 
Tlie  objects  more  particularly  proposed  in  this  excursion  was  a  visit  to 
the  Serra  dos  Orgaos,  the  banks  of  the  Macacou,  and  Novo  Friburgo — 
as  its  name  indices,  a  Swiss  settlement.  A  steamer  took  the  party  to 
Piedade,  beyond  which  they  were  reduced  to  the  mules  of  the  country, 
which,  however,  soon  led  thmn  to  the  establishment  of  Mr.  Marsh,  an 
eccentric  Englishman,  according  to  our  author  quite  rich  enough  to  live 
upon  his  income,  but  who  being  fond  of  society  keeps  an  open  house  in 
the  cool  ^^  mountains  of  the  organ,"  and  leaves  vbitors  to  settle  with 
the  maitre  dhStel,  All  Englishmen  are  more  or  leas  eccentric  in  a 
Frenchman's  eyes;  hut  the  following  portrait,  if  not  coloured,  would 
certainly  warrant  ijie  individual  who  sat  for  it  being  classed  among  the 
world's  decided  eccentricities^  The  doctor,  let  it  be  understood,  was 
roving  about  in  the  Organ  Mountains : 

Weary  with  exertion  I  sat  down  by  the  banks  of  a  rivulet,  when  I  heard  a 
vgsce  above  my  head  evidently  addressing  itself  to  me,  for  I  was  alone  in  the 
midit  of  thb  vast  space ;  I  do  not  count  as  any  one  the  negro  who  accompa- 
nied me.  The  voice  addressed  me  in  English.  Not  knowing  a  word  of  that 
language  I  contented  myself  with  answering,  without  turning  towards  my 
interlocutor. 
"  What  do  you  want,  sir  ?  I  do  not  understand  English," 
"  Oh !  These  Frenclimen  are  such  funny  fellows,"  replied  the  same  voice, 
with  a  perfect  Britannic  accent ;  "  they  think  that  every  one  knows  their 
language ;  they  never  speak  any  other  but  their  own !" 

"  Yon  are  right,"  I  replied,  rising  up  to  confront  the  stranger.  "  Frenchmen 
have  the  folly  to  believe  that  their  language  is  the  universal  language,  but  they 
are  well  punished  for  their  vanity  the  moment  they  put  their  nose  out  of  their 
country." 

My  interlocutor  stood  upon  the  top  of  a  rock,  like  a  chamois  hunter  on  the 
border  of  a  precipice,  with  a  firm  limb  and  foot,  in  leather  gaiters,  a  round 
jacket  and  cap,  a  cutlass  by  his  side,  his  fresh  ruddy  countenance  framed  ia  a 
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red  beard,  and  altogether  a  frank  open  appearance  that  spoke  in  his  favour. 
After  havin<;  cast  an  exploratory  look  upon  me,  the  son  of  Albion  said, 

"  1  am  Mr.  Braone  (I  write  his  name  as  he  pronounced  it),  will  you  com 
and  rest  yourself  at  my  house?    I  like  Frenchmen  very  much." 

I  gave  my  name  in  return,  and  using  the  same  formula  that  was  employed 
by  my  host.    I  added, 

'*  1  will  willingly  go  and  rest  myself  at  your  house.  I  like  the  English 
much." 

I  thought  that  the  strange  manner  in  which  our  acquaintanceship  begun 
would  excuse  the  exaggeration  which  is  manifest  in  the  latter  assertion. 

I  got  up  to  Mr.  Braone*s  domain  by  a  corkscrew  staircase  cut  in  the  wall, 
the  modern  Prometheus  receiving  me  with  outstretched  hands.  It  was  easy 
to  be  seen,  by  his  rosy  countenance,  that  but  slight  chains  bound  him  to  this 
solitary  rock,  and  that  no  vulture  gnawed  at  his  heart.  A  madman  or  a  philo- 
sopher could  alone  have  chosen  such  a  site ;  it  remained  to  be  seen  with  which 
of  the  two  my  new  acquaintance  was  to  be  ranked. 

Mr.  Bmone  introduced  me  into  a  little  room  neatly  furnished,  it  was  long 
and  narrow,  having  three  windows,  loaded  with  stores,  a  divan,  and  sundry 
chairs.  He  placed  me  at  a  table,  on  which  were  bottles  of  port,  sherry,, 
brandy,  and  rum,  and  a  great  bound  book. 

As  soon  as  I  had  seated  myself,  Mr.  Braone  begged  me  to  excuse  him  f6r  a 
moment,  and  he  disappeared,  returning  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards 
with  a  young  Degress.  This  girl,  apparently  about  eighteen  years  of  age,  was 
dressed  in  a  white  gown  with  an  immense  cape,  such  as  English  ladies  only- 
wear  ;  upon  her  head  was  a  blue  bonnet  in  similar  fashion  ;  upon  her  feet  heavy 
black  leather  shoes,  laced  in  front ;  upon  her  hands  gloves  of  black  thread ; 
and  she  appeared  little  at  her  ease  in  these  accoutrements.  The  poor  creature 
had  the  stolid  look  and  foolish  countenance  of  the  negroes  of  the  coast ;  and 
three  deep  cicatrices  marked  her  forehead  above  the  nose.  I'he  negroes  newly 
introduced  into  the  colonies  are  almost  always  marked,  so  that  their  identity 
may  at  any  time  be  established,  whilst  the  Creoles  no  longer  practise  that  bar* 
barous  custom.  Mr.  Braone  placed  himself  before  me,  with  the  negress  leaning^ 
on  his  arm,  and  both  bowed  to  me  at  the  same  time ;  the  Englishman  said  to> 
me,  pointing  to  the  young  negress : 
"  Ceiait,  Madame  Braone  T 

I  returned  the  salutation  of  this  strange  couple  as  seriously  as  I  could ;  but 
I  must  acknowledge  I  could  not  find  a  word  wherewith  to  address  them.  So 
the  gentleman  having  made  a  second  bow  turned  on  his  heels  and  once  more 
disappeared,  taking  with  him  Madame  Braone. 

I  had  not  recovered  from  the  state  of  surprise  into  which  this  singular  pre- 
sentation had  thrown  me,  before  Mr.  Braone  reappeared,  conducting  another 
negress.  Tliis  one,  much  younger  than  the  former,  had  off  evidently  the  very 
same  garments,  and  as  she  was  much  shorter  they  trailed  along  the  floor  after 
her.  Mr.  Braone,  rigid  in  the  performance  of  those  customs  of  his  own 
country  which  concern  presentations,  once  again  bowed  before  me,  saying  at 
the  same  time : 

"  C^ait  une  autre^  Madame  Braone,^ 

At  this  strange  declaration  I  could  no  longer  refrain  from  laugliing  outright. 
My  rudeness,  however,  in  no  way  disconcerted  my  host,  he  merely  lifted  up 
his  eyes  to  the  ceiling,  exclaiming, 

"  Oh,  these  frenchmen  ;  they  are  astonished  at  everything  1" 
*•  No,  n^t  pivciwely  at  everything,  my  dear  Mr.  Braone  ;  but  at  that  whtcfa 
would  appear  impossible  if  one  had  not  seen  it.     I  pray  you  tell  me  wlio  is- 
the  priest  who  blessed  your  double  marriage  ?  he  may  be  useful  upon  a  similar 
occasion." 

"  I  am  the  priest,"  answered  the  Englishman,    "  I  married  myself." 
**  My  dear  Mr.  Braone,  you  will  be  hung  like  a  dog,  and  damned  as  a  Jew^ 
if  you  go  on  this  way.    Polygamy  is  a  hanging  and  damnable  crime." 
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"  Oh,  oh !"  replied  the  gentleman.  •*  I  might  be  hung  in  France  or  England, 
true ;  but  not  in  Brazil.  No,  nor  shall  I  in  any  way  be  damned ;  I  live  here 
as  did  Abraham  and  Jacob.*' 

"  But  you  are  a  Christian,  I  suppose  ?" 

•*  At  London  or  at  Paris,  yes ;  here  I  am  a  Patriarch.  I  know  the  Bible 
better  than  you,  my  dear.  It  is  the  only  book  that  I  read  for  now  six  long 
years."  he  adided,  pointing  to  the  great  volume  that  lay  on  the  table.  •*  I  find 
in  it  the  rules  of  my  conduct !" 

The  introductions  did  not  terminate  here;  there  were  six  little  chest- 
nut-coloured beings  still  to  be  called  in — ^they  were  the  little  Braones ! 
And  on  going  out  our  traveller  was  conducted  through  the  kitchen, 
where  an  Aunt  Chloe  was  busy  roasting  two  gigantic  monkeys. 

*^  If  you  will  only  stay,"  said  M.  Braone,  pointing  to  the  gastronomic 
apparatus,  *'  there  is  our  dinner  1" 

But  the  Frenchman  beat  a  hasty  retreat;  so  closely  did  the  roast  re- 
semble the  juvenile  Browns,  that  he  involuntarily  thought  of  Saturn  d^ 
Touring  his  own  children,  and  the  English  patriarch  assumed  in  his  terri- 
fied.^^ the  appearance  of  an  ogre. 

"  When  travelling,'*  says  M.  Yvan,  elsewhere,  and  apropos  of  another 
subject,  '^  the  days  are  so  short,  and  the  hours  fly  so  swifUy,  that  one  has 
not  time  to  select  and  to  seek  elsewhere  than  in  one's  notes  and  remi- 
niscences fiicts  to  relate,  sites  to  describe — and  little  lies  most  innocent  to 
inyent;  for  what  traveller  does  not  lie  more  or  less?  I  at  least  do  not 
know  any."  The  above,  we  suppose,  is  a  specimen  of  these  petits  men" 
songeifort  innocens  a  inventer  ! 

This  little  invention  at  the  expense  of  one  of  the  large  family  of  Browns 
is,  however,  a  mere  trifle  compared  with  what  our  intrepid  traveller  relates 
of  the  wonders  of  the  Serra  dos  Orgaos.  There  also  was  he  benighted  at 
the  house  of  one  Don  Patricio  Tejeiro  y  Campillo,  the  terror  of  the 
neighbourhood.  In  this  man  he  found — and  to  the  doctor's  credit  we 
must  say  he  expresses  horror  and  detestation  at  the  fact — a  true  disciple 
of  Voltaire,  Volney,  and  Fr^ret.  There  also  did  he  contemplate,  in  a 
not  very  dignified  manner,  through  a  key-hole,  a  beautiful  naked  foot, 
and  another  eye  met  his  at  the  opposite  side  of  that  key-hole,  which  lit 
up  a  fire  within  the  doctor's  ardent  bosom  not  to  be  extinguished  for 
nearly  twenty-four  hours  afterwards.  There  also  did  he  first  learn  the 
art  of  propagating  slaves — the/azenda  of  this  Voltarian  being,  in  fact,  in 
the  doctor's  strong  expression,  un  haras  infdme  !  The  doctor,  on  start- 
ing, did  try  to  rebuke  the  villanous  fazendierOi  but  the  latter  retorted 
by  a  well-administered  cut  of  his  whip,  inflicted  on  the  traveller's  horse, 
accompanied  by  the  following  pithy  remark  : 

"  My  dear  doctor,  you  pursue  impossibilities.  It  will  be  just  as  easy 
for  you  to  persuade  the  Brazilians  that  they  ought  to  emancipate  their 
negroes,  as  it  wiU  be  to  arrive  at  g^ood  fortune  through  the  key -hole  of  a 
door!" 

The  horrid  slave-breeder — he  had  then  seen  the  learned  doctor  in  his 
undignified  exploration  !  Worse  than  all,  the  inhabitant  of  this  myste- 
terious  fazienda,  the  proprietor  of  the  infamous  haras — Don  Patricio 
Tejeira  y  Campillo — was  found  out  afterwards  to  be  a  Frenchman,  whose 
real  name  was  simply  Durand;  and  the  pretty  foot  belonged  to  the 
dau^ter  of  a  former  partner  of  the  same  man,  whose  ruin  the  monster 
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had  first  efifeoied,  and  he  had  f  hen  availed  himself  of  slaTe  legislation  to 
iBtke  victims  of  his  daughters ! 

If  these  are  further  petits  mensonges,  they  certainly  are  not  Jbrts  tn- 
nocents  a  inventer  ;  for  the  hlood  hoils  hefore  the  very  thoughts  of  the 
dsxk  and  infisunous  crimes  that  are  shrouded  under  the  great  cloak  of 
sHavery,  embracing  as  it  does  in  its  hideous  proportions  Creole,  mulatto, 
and  white,  as  well  as  negro  blood — ^horrors,  not  one  hundred  thousandth 
part  of  which  ever  come  to  light,  but  are  buried  with  their  victims  in  -tiieir 
graves,  to  rise  up  one  day  in  judgment  against  their  inhuman  authors. 

As  to  the  good  Swiss  who  came  some  twenty  years  back  to  form  a  set- 
tlement in  this  land  of  heathens,  they  have  not  prospered  much.  Novo 
Friburgo  now  contains  a  mixed  papulation  of  some  1500  Swiss,  BrazilianSy 
Trench,  and  English,  and  they  have  all  alike  adopted  the  Portuguese 
language.  The  only  school  is  kept  by  an  Englishman.  The  parish 
pnest  was  also  master  of  ceremonies  in  this  primitive  colony. 

On  the  return  of  the  party  to  Rio,  the  Brazilians  were  in  full  carnival, 
which  was  suceeeded  on  Ash  Wednesday  by  a  prooession  before  the 
royal  family.  Everything  was  conducted  with  strict  regard  to  etiquette. 
When  the  first  wooden  saint,  with  spangled  robes  and  powdered  hair, 
arrived  before  his  majesty  the  emperor,  he  made  as  graceful  a  bow  as 
his  ankylosed  joints  would  permit  him  to  do;  the  next  did  the  same 
thing,  and  after  nearly  forty  saints  had  passed  in  succession,  the  great 
figure  of  our  Saviour  came  at  the  end  of  all  to  do  similar  homage  to  im- 
perial power! 

The  gorgeous  and  exuberant  vegetation  of  Rio,  its  great  rivers  bor- 
^^^  ^y  gigantic  forests,  its  wild  scenes,  and  p(^ulation  brutaUsed  by 

Srpetual  contact  with  slavery;  were  exchanged  at  the  Cape  of  Good 
ope  for  a  red,  arid  soil,  with  here  and  there  a  flower  or  a  tufb  of  shrubs; 
but  art  indeminified  the  traveller  for  the  loss  in  natural  g^ifbs,  and  even 
our  Frenchman  was  struck  with  the  care  and  attention  bestowed  by  a 
provident  administration  upon  the  streets  and  walks  of  Cape  Town: 

The  streets,  well  paved,  are  adorned  with  large  and  handsome  shops ;  excd- 
lent  carriages,  drawn  by  capital  horses,  pass  along  them.  We  find  here,  indeed* 
a  city  quite  European  m  aspect,  as  well  also  as  by  its  resources  to  satisfy  the 
thousand  demands  of  a  renned  civilisation.  Here  everything  reminds  us  of 
France,  everything  brings  to  mind  the  order  and  security  that  reign  in  our 
country,  and  we  find  it,  as  with  us,  personified  in  the  serious  policemen,  of 
whom  our  sergents  de  viUe  are  but  clever  counterfeits.  Certainly,  we  saw 
nothing  like  it  in  the  ragged  population  of  Teneriffe,  nor  in  the  confusion  of 
Rio,  in  the  midst  of  that  young  society,  which  has  all  the  defects  inherent  to 
its  age.  We  saw  nothing  but  the  decrepitude  of  a  society  brutalised  by  miseiy 
and  debancherv  in  the  one,  and  a  feverish,  disordered  activity  in  the  other. 
Here  we  see  life  in  its  most  normal  manifestation,  life,  laborious,  grave,  sea- 
sible,  with  all  the  joys  and  all  the  satisfactions  that  are  obtained  by  the  de- 
Telopment  of  our  faculties  when  well  employed. 

The  purity  and  simplicity  of  manner  and  the  religious  tone  that  per- 
yades  society  at  the  Cape,  notwitlistanding^e  number  of  opposing  sects, 
also  struck  our  traveller  forcibly.  "  Above  all,"  he  says,  "  civil  and  reli- 
gioos  libertjr  had  united  to  make  slavery  disappear  from  die  Cape!" 

Very  different  was  it  at  that  time  at  **  He  Bourbon ;"  at  that  island— a 
Trendi  island,  too— one  of  the  first  things  seen  on  landing  was  a  £Bmale 
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I  a  pnee-coloared  silk  par&sol,  sod  no  Aoes  or  Btocldags.  At  ilhe  Tde 
ef  BooHkhi  the  use  of  shoes  is,  or  rather  was — for  l3i6  slaves  have  been 
emsDcipfited  since  Dr.  Y van's  visit— exclusively  reserved  to  the  free  people, 
ifiiether  white,  brown,  or  black.  Even  the  clergy  of  Bourbon,  like  thdr 
brethren  of  Brazil,  were  opposed  to  emancipation.  ^'The  negroes,"  said 
M.  le  Cure  de  St.  Denis  to  Dr.  Yvan,  **  are  not  yet  sufficiently  religious; 
DO  sooner  are  they  emancipated  than  they  refuse  to  do  their  duty  as  Ca- 
tlioliGB,  under  pretence  of  being  free  and  acting  like  their  masters  of  old.* 
**  The  g^ood  father,"  Dr.  Yvan  remarks  upon  this,  **  has  slaves  Kke  all  the 
priests  in  our  colonies,  he  is  terrified  at  the  idea  of  a  proceeding  which 
HHgltt,  perhaps,  rejoice  his  heart  as  a  Christian,  but  which  would  hurt  his 
iBterests  as  a  proprietor!" 

Dr.  Yvan  recognised  with  surprise  that  the  slave  popnlntirrn  of  Bourbon 
did  not  eoBsist  of  negroes  only,  but  mko  of  Malays,  BerignHs,  Malabars, 
and  even  of  whites.  The  latter  are  descended  from  the  forays  made  in 
olden  times  throughout  the  India  seas,  without  regard  to  race  or  nation. 
A  iket,  which  the  doctor  justly  observes,  gives  the  measure  of  the  morality 
of  the  ccJonists  of  old,  the  Saint  Yinoents  de  Paul  of  slavery,  whot,  to  be^ 
fieve  their  panegyrists,  purchased  negroes  for  purely  pious  motives !  Th« 
nmnber  of  white  negroes,  to  use  an  expression  of  the  Creoles,  increases 
every  day  firom  the  ardour  with  which  the  oolouists  se^  the  company  o£ 
joang  negresses.  There  are  few  houses  in  which  such  connexions  are 
not  to  be  met  with.  Dr.  Yvan  explains  the  excessive  affection  borne  by 
the  colonists  for  their  young  slaves  to  their  natural  charms,  which  far  sur- 
pass those  of  the  Creoles.  ^'  The  latter,"  he  says,  '*  make,  it  is  true,  adorable 
statues,  but  they  have  never  the  grace  of  movement,  nor  the  firmness  and 
elasticity  which  give  to  every  part  of  the  body  anatomical  perfection  with- 
out the  necessity  of  the  constraints  of  art ;  they  have  not  the  ardent  eyes, 
fringed  with  long  lashes,  and  surrounded  witn  the  dark  aureola,  which 
gives  so  much  sweetness  of  expression,  and  is  in  vain  imitated  in  the  East; 
neither  have  they  that  exquisite  beauty  of  foot,  which  makes  the  mulattoes 
resemble  so  many  hunting  Dianas."  On  the  other  hand,  Dr.  Yvan  assures 
ns,  that  these  dark  beauties  remiun  themselves  always  cold  and  passionless, 
andUiat  their  hearts  are  totally  incapable  of  returning  the  warm  affection 
of  their  masters;  but  he  tells  ^is  in  so  spiteful  a  manner,  that  we  feel  in- 
clined to  think  he  pens  the  calumny  from  some  personal  disappointment. 
Among  themselves,  he  would  have  us  believe,  it  is  quite  a  different  thing, 
aaad  he  g^ves  an  account  of  some  orgies  which  he  accidentally  witnessed, 
accompanied  by  dances;  with  which,  he  says,  the  least  tolerated  of  "  La 
Grande  Chaumi^e"  would  be  decent  minuets,  or  the  step  of  a  grave  and 
studied  ballet  Since  Dr.  Yvan  wrote,  the  emancipation  of  the  slave  race 
in  Bourbon  has  been  happily  poclaimed,  and  their  ignoble  toil  has  been 
npboed  b}'  free  labour,  more  especially  that  of  the  Chinese,  who  have 
hastened  to  the  now  free  soil,  and  introduced  there,  to  the  great  advantage 
of  the  colonists,  the  improved  agricultural  practices  of  the  flowery  enpire. 

Frenchmen  in  the  Soutii  Seas  are  in  the  present  day  most  undoubtedly 
fike  beings  out  of  th«r  element  To  whatever  pq^uioas  island  or  aity  a 
Briton  steors  his  vessel,  he  is  almost  sure  to  find  a  countryman  or  a  home. 
The  Fnendman  is,  on  the  contrary,  often  perfectly  isolated,  or  he  has  to 
tenpe  np  an  acquaintance  with  some  half-bred  descendant  of  Spanish  or 
Bavtngoese  eztmctioB.     To  such  an  extent  was  this  state  of  *  -'-"^" 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


54  The  French  in  the  South  Seas. 

oamed  at  Malacca,  that  one  exploring  party  from  La  Sirene  actually  made 
a  descent  upon  a  dinner,  which  had  heen  prepared,  after  innumerahle 
di£Bculties,  hy  another,  and  devoured  it  in  their  presence!  On  the  other 
Jbaud,  the  doctor,  who  was  one  of  the  sufferers  from  the  rapacity  of  his 
own  countrymen  and  feHow-travellers,  admired  the  yellow  Malayan  heau- 
ties  even  more  than  negroes,  mulattoes,  or  Creoles,  and  his  attentions  appear 
to  have  heen  met  with  such  a  reception,  as  to  have  very  much  strengthened 
ius  first  impressions.  The  history  of  this  visit  to  Malacca  is  altogether 
well  worthy  of  perusal,  from  the  truly  ingenious  narrative  it  discloses  of 
the  perplexity  of  Frenchmen  on  shore,  in  a  place  where  natives  and  colo- 
nists were  alike  strangers  to  them.  A  worthy  Catholic  missionary  alone 
appears  to  have  noticed  the  doctor,  from  hb  love  of  natural  histoiy,  and  he 
conducted  him  to  some  dealers  in  curiosities : 

Our  first  visit  (the  doctor  relates)  was  to  the  collection  of  a  native  of  Dutch 
extraction.  He  was  about  fifty  years  of  age>  tall,  and  of  an  agreeable  canary 
yellow  colour.  I  adinired  with  rapture,  at  this  roan's  house,  all  the  various 
winged  creations  of  Malacca ;  red,  blue,  green,  and  yellow  parrots  and  parro- 
quets,  toucans  with  gigantic  bills,  and  many  others.  But  the  prettiest  bird  in 
this  merchant's  aviary  was  his  young  daughter,  only  fourteen  years  of  age,  and 
as  white  as  milk.  She  was  seated  in  a  corner  of  the  room  in  which  we  were  ; 
her  eyes  were  bent  timidly  to  tlie  ground,  and  her  long,  light-coloured  hair, 
whicn  battled  her  shoulders,  covered  her  as  if  with  a  modest  veil. 

•*How  many  children  have  you?"  inquired  the  missionary  of  the  Dutch* 
Indian,  as  he  looked  at  the  young  girl. 
.  "  I  have  three,"  he  answered. 

*'  But  it  appears  to  me,"  continued  the  minister,  "  that  only  one  young  man 
accompanies  your  wife  when  she  comes  to  church.** 

**  That  is  true,  senor  padre,  but  it  is  because  Vicente  de  Paule  is  the  only 
one  of  my  children  who  is  a  Catholic"  replied  the  merchant. 

'•  And  the  others,  what  are  they  ?*'  asked  the  priest,  with  an  expression  of 
surprise. 

At  first  the  merchant  did  not  answer  the  question  ;  but,  after  reflecting  a 
moment,  he  said, 

"  You  see,  father,  there  is  good  everywhere  ;  Vicente,  who  is  the  oldest  of 
our  children,  was  made  a  Catholic  of,  like  hiis  mother  and  myself  (for  I  am  a 
Catholic  by  my  mother,  although  of  Dutch  descent),  because  it  was  proper  that 
the  eldest  should  be  of  the  same  religion  as  his  parents.  JMy  second  son,  John, 
was  made  a  Protestant,  out  of  consideration  for'the  English,  our  masters.  I  also 
thought,  that  in  consideration  of  the  religion  which  he  would  profess,  the 
ministers,  who  are  very  powerful,  would  be  of  use  to  him.  As  to  my  daughter, 
I  was  much  troubled  to  think  what  religion  I  should  give  to  her,  till  one  day, 
taking  a  walk  with  the  imam,  he  proved  to  me  that  Muhantmadinism  was  the 
religion  which  was  best  suited  for  a  female,  so  I  made  a  Musulman  of  her  P 

At  this  revelation,  the  missionary  got  into  a  holy  passion  ;  very  legitimate 
under  the  circumstances,  it  must  be  acknowledged,  whilst  I  had  much  difficulty 
in  preserving  my  gravity.  He  did  not  leave  the  Dutchman  till  he  made  him 
promise  that  he  would  bring  John  and  Fatima  to  be  baptised  and  receive  religi- 
ous instruction." 

The  sale  of  Malay  krisses  and  other  arms  among  the  French  visitors, 
appears  to  have  been  very  active.  They  could  not,  they  were  told, 
present  themselves  before  the  rajahs  of  the  Malayan  islands  without 
such  a  decoration ;  and  as  it  is  evident  such  a  visit  was  one  of  the 
main  objects  of  the  so-called  mission,  they  soon  got  up  a  whole  arma- 
ment of  zigzag  dagfi^rs,  and  other  strange  weapons,  reputed  to  be 
poisoned.     ''  All  of  them,"  says  the  doctor,  "  had  belonged  to  princes 
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or  rajahs,  and  most. of  them  dated  back  to  the  times  of  a  king  cele- 
brated among  the  Malays,  and  who  conquered,  some  thousand  years  ago, 
the  island  of  Ceylon,  with  an  army  of  uran-utans,  which  he  had  dis- 
ciplined. "  This  wbe  emperor  is  certainly  to  be  preferred  to  Napoleon, 
for  he  esteemed  the  human  race  sufficiently  to  employ  only  animals  in 
the  stupid  use  of  arms."  This  is  a  strange  sentiment  for  a  French- 
man ;  after  it,  we  shall  begin  to  believe  in  the  gradual  regeneration  of 
mankind. 

To  Malacca  succeeded  Singapore.  "  This  town,"  says  the  doctor,  in 
a  Uberal  spirit,  which,  be  it  said  to  his  infinite  credit  as  a  traveller,  rises 
dominant  over  national  and  religious  prejudices  alike,  '^did  not  exist 
thirty  years  a^  ;  a  few  Malay  huts,  perched  upon  the  shore,  inhabited 
by  pirates  or  fishermen,  alone  marked  the  spot  upon  which  a  flourishing 
city  was  destined  to  arise.  It  is  English  genius  and  European  activity 
that  have  founded  this  great  city,  and  that  have  constrained  without 
violeoce,  by  the  sole  allurement  of  profit  and  well-being,  all  the  races  of 
HindQ-Chma  to  people  this  comer  of  the  earth.  But  English  genius 
has  called  to  its  aid  a  most  powerful  auxiliary,  in  order  to  establish  in 
less  than  thirty  years,  upon  this  naked  shore,  a  city  of  75,000  souls. 
That  irresistible  auxiliary  is  liberty !"  What  an  example  does  the  history 
of  Singapore,  as  thus  placed  before  them,  present  to  other  nations  ?  and 
indeed  to  ourselves,  what  reflections  does  it  not  give  birth  to  ?  The  whole 
world  is  kept  in  darkness,  ignorance,  and  poverty,  simply  from  the  ab8QB^~^'>-< 
of  freedom  of  commerce  and  communication,  and  of  unanimity  in  languagi^!^  K , 
and  religion.  Not  a  nation  but  is  more  or  less  driven  back  to  within  itself  , 
flnom  these  difierences,  and  is  ground  almost  to  dust  by  taxation  to  sup-  ''  . 
port  an  unnecessary  nationality ;  when  with  universal  freedom  and  tolera-\  . 
tioD,  nothing  beyond  municipal  or  parochial  taxes  would  be  requisite  fi;oin  % 
one  end  of  the  earth  to  the  other !  We  come  into  the  world  surrounde4 
with  a  cloud  of  ignorance,  which  is  increased  by  the  false  prejudices  of  a"^^^^ 
bad  education.  Were  all  nations  taught  above  all  things  that  brotherly 
love  is  the  true  basis  of  religion,  freedom  and  toleration  would  gain  their 
proper  ascendancy,  international  bickerings  and  disputes  would  be  looked 
upon  as  discreditable,  and  a  more  liberal  spirit  would  infuse  itself  into 
the  commercial  and  political  relations  of  the  different  people  of  the  earth. 
"  In  the  port  of  Singapore,"  as  Dr.  Yvan  justly  points  out,  *'  the 
merchandises  of  all  countries  are  admitted  upon  equally  liberal  terms  ; 
the  Singapore  Free  Press  presents  to  all  the  inhabitants  alike  an  organ 
of  publicity  ;  and  in  the  streets,  encumbered  with  the  merchandise  of  all 
the  nations  of  the  earth,  the  imam  in  his  turban,  the  bonze  in  his  long 
gowD,  the  almost  naked  Brahmin,  elbow  the  Protestant  minister,  nearly 
strangled  in  his  white  neckcloth,  and  the  Catholic  missionary,  buried  in 
his  cassock.  Commercial  liberty,  civil  liberty,  religious  liberty,  seriously 
practised,  have  caused  to  flow  upon  this  point,  but  a  short  time  ago  un- 
inhabited, more  people  and  more  wealth  than  the  Spaniards,  the  Portu- 
guese, and  the  Dutch,  with  their  prohibitory  laws,  their  systems  of 
violence,  and  their  rehgious  intolerance,  ever  concentrated  at  Goa,  Ma- 
nilla, or  Java !"  Honour  to  the  nation  which  sets  the  example  of  a 
commencement  of  reform  in  the  existing  commercial,  political,  and  re- 
hgious relations  of  mankind ! 

Our  traveller  was  in  elysium  at  Singapore.     London  Hotel  was  kept 
bj  a  brave  Belgcj  who  could  be  French,  English,  or  Dutch,  precisely 
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U8  might  be  desbable — as  oosmopolitaii'  in  Bumners  as  the  Dutch-Malay 
utts  in  leligioxL  M.  Dutronooy  i*eoei¥ed  the  doctor,  cap  in  hand,  but 
smiling  at  a  large  parcel  he  carried  under  his  arm. 

*'  Monsieur,"  said  mine  host,  ^'  is  no  doubt  a  Frenchman  ?" 

"  Yes,  Monsieur  Dutroncoy,"  answered  the  doctor. 

<<  Oh,  monsieur  knows  my  name !  Well,  vanity  apart,  it  does  not 
surprise  me.     I  also  ought  to  be  a  Frenchman." 

"  What,  you  are  not  siu«  of  it,  then  ?*' 

*^  Man  Dieu^  non  !  I  have  roamed  about  for  a  long  time,  as  the  song 
says,  and  I  have  forgotten  where  I  started  from  .  .  .  But  I  must  be  a 
Fxanchman,  for  I  li>ve  cofiSse  and  the  great  Napoleon !" 

Too  soon,  alas,  even  in  this  land  of  liberty,  we  have  an  example  of  the 
most  dif^ult  of  all  prejudices  to  be  got  over— the  religious  pr^udioes 
that  separate  man  from  man.  The  doctor  got  lor  helps  in  his  exoursioM 
one  Ali,  a  Mussulman,  and  an  Hindu  palankin  driver.  He  saw  one  day 
that  the  latter  was  trembliiig  with  cold  and  bun^^ — 

So  I  took  up  from  the  table  an  Asmencan  biscuit  that  had  been  served  up 
with  tea,  and  offered  it  to  hiin«  but  be  absolutely  refused  it.  Ali,  who  smiled 
at  my  surprise,  said  to  me : 

'*  Monsieur  should  not  touch  the  biscuit  if  he  wished  the  Bengali  to  eat  it." 

•*  Give  him  then  a  bit  of  meat,  some  rice,  or  something  that  you  eat,"  said  I. 

Ali  obeyed,  but  when  he  saw  the  meat  the  says  drew  back  with  an  expres- 
sion of  horror. 

**  He  is  of  good  caste,  this  Bengali ;  he  does  not  eat  meat,"  observed  Ali, 
ko^ing. 

"  Well,  give  him  simply  rice  then." 

This  is  the  answer  that  the  says  made  to  this  last  offer : 
,    **  I  would  willingly  accept  uncooked  rice,  but  I  have  no  vessel  to  cook  it  in. 
I  cannot  partake  of  food  that  is  not  cooked  by  one  of  my  caste.^ 

•*  Let  him  go  to  the  devil  with  his  difficulties  f  I  exclaimed,  when  AJi  had 
interpreted  his  answer,  and  put  the  horse  to  the  palankin. 

Tne  poor  says  nnderstood  my  exclamation  without  its  being  interpreted  to 
bin,  and  he  withdrew,  smiling  sorrowfully.  Our  countryman  of  Cbandar^ 
nagur  had  a  good  heart,  and  he  hastened  to  give  to  the  Bengali  two  bananas, 
which  he  accepted  with  joy.  Turning  his  back  to  us  he  sat  down  in  the  sxm* 
shine.  He  devoured  greedily  tlie  fruit  that  had  been  given  to  him.  As  I  was 
contemplating  with  interest  the  poor  says,  I  turned  to  AH  : 

"  And  what  caste  do  yon  belong  to  ?" 

**  I,"  he  answered,  with  pride — ^'  I  am  a  Mussulman,  and  I  know  that  all 
men  are  equal.** 

*•  So  then  you  would  eat  of  everything  and  with  anybody  ?** 

"  Undoubtedly  1  would  eat  with  anybody,  but  I  would  not  eat  the  HeA  of 
an  animal  tliat  had  been  killed  by  a  Christian.*' 

**  Well,  I  have  not  the  same  prejudice,  so  you  may  kill  a  fowl  for  my  break* 
fiist  to-morrow  morning.'* 

At  Singapore  each  nation  has  its  street :  there  are  EngliA  streets, 
Chinese  stmets,  Hindu  streets,  and  Malay  streets.  A  prodigious  activity 
reigns  everywhere — «n  animation  withonit  parallel ;  and,  as  Dr.  Yvan 
Beouorks,  commercial  contests  take  the  place  there  of  the  unprodncthre 
contests  of  the  West.  The  doctor  visited  a  sdiool  of  young  Malay 
Mnhammadans ;  they  were  reading  the  Kuraa  in  Arabic,  althougn 
jkuAftt  master  nor  s^olars  underataKMl  a  word  of  tiie  language.  Is  it 
not,  he  justly  enough  remarks,  the  faith  of  our  motiiers  and  sisters,  who 
am  taught  to  read  and  pray  in  a  dead  language  of  wfaieb  they  eanDot 
Imwaird. 
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If  fioBgapore  aarouied  ike  enthvBtasm  of  our  traveler  io  ecstasy,  how 
aBsdiiiUHe  so  iras-diis  the  ease  with  Polo  Pmang,  or  Prince  of  Wale^ 
Idmad  I  ^  Placed  in  the  midst  of  Malasia,"  he  says,  *^  it  is  the  paradise 
cf  that  Elden  of  the  universe !  It  is  on  this  fragment  of  earth  that 
Besfen  has  realised  die  dream  of  a  perpetual  spring  ;  and  he  has  isolated 
it  intfae  midst  of  the  ocean,  so  that  a  coarse  and  groedy  crowd  should  not 
ianrade  its  beautiiiil  shores.  The  poetic  people  of  India,  Parsis,  Javanese, 
Hkidas,  industrioos  Chinese,  and  a  few  select  Europeans,  priests  of 
hrdgn  misnons  and  ^e  English,  kings  of  the  known  universe,  possess 
this  doflaain."  Pulo  Pinang  is  not  larger  than  Jersey,  yet  it  is  a  little 
-worid  in  itael^  with  its  pUras,  its  vall^rs,  its  rivers,  and  its  gulfs,  even 
iki  moontaiiiB.  Every  load  of  dimate  aMy  he  found  at  different  al^ 
JmA&St  as  also  ever}*  descciptioD  of  vegetation ;  the  soil  is  fertile  in  the 
axtreme ;  notfiing  can  he  raose  heahhy  ;  constitutions,  delnHtated  hy  the 
moist  h«atB  of  Gidcatta,  Madras,  or  fiomhay,  recover  their  tone  here  tn  a 
Jbrief  space  of  time.  Btace  England  governs  this  island,  it  has  become, 
aays  Dr.  Yvan,  a  plaee  of  resurreotion  for  the  conquerors  of  India.  ^  H 
is  tkere  that  ibese  giorioms  merdiants,  who  invade  the  worid  hy  render- 
ing it  tributary  to  their  enterprise,  go  to  recover  the  health  wasted  in 
commercisd  struggles — struggles  a  hundred  times  more  honourable  than 
the  victories  grained  by  the  mutilated  heroes  of  the  Invalides."  The  town 
of  Pinang  is  dean,  and  pleasantly  situated,  but  the  cottages,  embosomed 
like  nests  among  all  kinids  of  odoriferous  trees  and  flowering  plants,  con- 
stitute the  charm  of  the  island.  "  Never  will  her  Majesty  the  Queen  of 
Great  Britain,  whom  Heaven  preserve  !"  exclaims  the  enchanted  doctor, 
**  inhabit  so  delicious  a  palace  as  that  which  the  most  humble  of  her  sub- 
jects— a  poor  Malay  ;  or  less  than  that  even,  a  Bengali — possesses  at 
feiang." 

We  must,  however,  leave  this  enchanting  island — ^in  relation  with 
whidi  the  doctor  tells  a  rather  long  and  unmeaning  romance — to  follow 
ihe  embassy,  now  bait  on  tra^c  deeds.  The  success  of  Sir  James 
Brooke,  or  the  mere  spirit  of  rivalry,  had  induced  Louis  Philippe  under 
pretence  of  an  embassy  to  China,  to  entrust  M.  de  Langren^  with  the 
spedal  duty  of  seeking  out  in  the  Malayan  Archipelago  *'  one  of  those 
perfumed  oases  which  are  bathed  by  the  warm  waters  of  the  Indian 
ocean,  to  form  there  an  establishment.  The  old  king  wished  France  to 
possess  its  little  sluice  island  ;  he  wished  that  she,  too,  should  have  a 
pearl  out  of  that  magnificent  casket  in  Oceana,  of  which  England,  Hoi- 
MDod,  and  Spain,  hold  the  best  jewels.''  The  manner  in  which  the  French 
proceeded  to  fulfil  this  delicate  mission,  presents  a  marked  difference  to 
the  proceedings  of  Sir  James  Brooke  in  Borneo,  or  to  the  origin  of  Sin- 
gapore, as  depicted  by  our  author  himself.  A  corvette  was  despatched 
io  the  archipelago  of  Sooloo,  or  Huhi,  and  under  pretence  of  surve3ring 
(/aire  de  rfydrograpbie  de  ses  cotes)  stopped  at  Basilan.  The  progveas 
«€  the  survey  led  to  results  which  might  possibly  have  been  anticipated  ; 
Ae  Mak^  attecked  one  of  the  boats  which  had  gone  astray  up  a  river, 
killed  two  officers,  and  made  prisoners  of  the  crew.  Thereupon  the  cop- 
-vette  La  Victorieuse — ^which  was  navigating  in  these  seas,  no  doubi  just  as 
accidentally  as  the  Samarang,  which  came  up  in  time  to  watch  operations 
— and  La  Salnne  sailed  to  Hulu  to  ask  satisfaction  of  the  sultan.  But  the 
latter  answered  that  the  Malays  of  Basilan  were  rebels,  and  he  would  be 
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very  glad  if  any  one  would  undertake  to  punish  them.  Thereupon  the 
two  French  ships  sailed  to  Basilan,  and  attacking  Yusuf,  the  chief  of 
the  offending  tribe — and  who  defended  himself  with  about  a  hundred 
men — killed  twenty,  and  disabled  Yusuf  himself  by  a  shot  in  the 
wrist.  This  action,  however,  producing  no  definite  results,  the  ships  re- 
joined the  ambassador,  who  set  siul  for  Hulu  on  board  La  Cleopatre^ 
commanded  by  Vice- Admiral  Cecille,  accompanied  also  by  the  steam- 
ship Archimedes,  The  fleet,  thus  strengthened,  repaired  once  more  to 
Hulu,  to  demand  from  the  sultan  satisfaction  for  the  assault,  or  the 
cession  of  a  country  over  which  he  could  not  assert  his  authority.  The 
astute  Malay,  however,  acknowledged  the  right  of  the  French  to  punish 
the  assailants,  but  he  denied  that  such  an  act  of  reprisal  entitled  the  French 
to  the  possession  of  the  country ;  such  a  cession  might,  however,  be  made 
upon  a  consideration  of  some  50,000  piastres.  This  ultimatum  does  not 
appear  to  have  satisfied  the  French,  who  did  not  value  their  "  spice  island,** 
tibeir  "  pearl  of  the  Malay  casket,"  and  which  they  must  fight  for,  even 
if  ceded  to  them  by  the  powerful  Sultan  of  Hulu,  at  50,000  piastres.  At 
all  events,  they  very  naturally  preferred  fighting  before  paymg.  So  off 
the  fleet  sailed  again  to  fiasilan. 

The  expeditionary  forces  were  divided  into  two  bodies:  one  received  orders 
to  ascend  the  river  of  Maloso ;  the  second  to  disembark  at  the  west  point  of 
the  island.  M.  de  Lagren6  and  some  members  of  the  embassy  resolutely 
joined  the  party  ;  as  for  me,  I  followed  those  who  were  to  go  to  the  wesL 
Our  little  army  was  composed  of  about  200  men  with  two  field-pieces.  Ar- 
rived at  tiie  place  of  landing,  a  post  was  established  to  communicate  with  the 
fleet  by  signals,  and  to  give  protection  to  the  wounded.  These  preliminaries 
being  settled,  we  threw  ourselves  into  the  dense  fringe  of  wood  tnat  lines  the 
shore,  which  was  so  close,  indeed,  that  we  were  obhged  to  leave  sentinels  at 
short  distances  from  one  another,  so  that  we  could  find  our  way  back  in  case  of 
disaster. 

It  was  not  long  before  we  found  that  we  were  entering  into  a  marshy  forest, 
through  whicli  we  could  only  make  our  way  with  the  greatest  difficulty  ;  the 
field-pieces  sank  in  up  to  their  throats,  and  the  men  Tost  their  shoes  in  the 
clayey  soil ;  at  last  a  great  pond  covered  with  rushes,  reeds,  and  other  aquatic 
plants  stopped  us  altogether.  We  were  thus  obliged  to  return  to  the  place  of 
disembarkation,  just  as  we  reached  which,  we  heard  the  roar  of  cannon,  and 
shortly  afterwards,  the  quick  fire  of  musketry  in  the  deptlis  of  the  river.  We 
accordingly  set  off  at  once  in  the  direction  of  the  contest. 

The  Malays  had  obstructed  the  river  at  short  distances,  by  throwing  down 
enormous  trees  into  its  current.  The  boats  that  had  gone  up  first  had  ex- 
perienced great  difficulties  in  overcoming  these  obstacles :  even  ourselves, 
though  the  channel  had  been  opened  for  us.  still  experienced  great  trouble, 
and  we  were  actually  obliged  to  abandon  the  long  boat  of  La  SaUne^  and  some 
heavily-laden  boats.  The  j/u-j^  we  were  in  drew  less  water  than  the  ships* 
boats,  and  we  soon  arrived  at  the  field  of  battle. 

The  first  boat  we  got  up  to  served  as  an  anibxdance  (hospital)  ;  there  were 
three  dead  in  it,  and  one  not  far  from  being  so.  An  officer  related  to  us  how 
the  action  commenced.  **  When  we  ascended  the  river,  at  a  distance  of  about 
a  league  from  its  mouth,  we  found  ourselves  in  front  of  a  well-constructed 
palisade.  No  sooner  did  we  make  our  appearance  tiian  the  enemy  opened 
fire  upon  us,  and  killed  the  poor  fellows  you  see  here.  Our  boats  retorted 
with  carronades,  but  these  were  found  to  be  insufficient  to  carry  the  entrench- 
ment. It  was  then  resolved  to  disembark  on  the  left  bank,  and  turn  the 
palisade  by  the  village  of  Maloso,  and  we  are  waiting  the  results  of  this  pro- 
ceeding." 
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Scarcely  had  he  finished  his  nanrative,  than  we  heard  a  well-sustained  dis- 
cha^of  musketry,  followed  by  shouts  of  "  Vive  Ic  rot!  Vive  la  France P'  and 
we  saw  an  officer  planting  the  flag  on  the  top  of  the  Malay  barricade. 

I  acknowledge,  to  my  shame,  tnat  on  hearing  these  shouts  of  triumph  and 
of  joy,  I  participated  in  the  feeling,  hastened  to  the  shore,  and  mounting  with 
my  companions  on  the  barricade,  determined  to  take  part  in  the  action.  It 
b  that  we  have  all  some  old  Gallic  blood  in  our  veins ;  and  there  is  at  the 
bottom  of  our  hearts  an  old  leaven  of  barbarity  which  ferments  at  the  slightest 
contact  with  bellicose  elements.  The  Malays  were  flying  in  every  direction, 
our  sailors  were  in  full  pursuit,  and  from  time  to  time  a  yellow  skin  was  seen 
to  fiiU,  stmck  by  our  balls,  but  they  were  at  once  raised  up  by  their  com- 
panions, and  carried  away  at  speed. 

Behind  the  palisade  were  only  two  guns,  in  a  bad  state,  and  which 
had  been  loaded  with  fragments  of  coral,  bound  up  in  reeds  :  only  two 
poand  of  powder  were  found.  The  chief  arms  were  hollow  bamboos. 
"  An  this,'*  says  the  doctor,  **  is  a  little  behind-hand ;  but  as,  in  the  art 
of  war,  brutal  courage  is  much  more  important  than  intelligence,  if  these 
means  are  not  sufficient  to  resist  a  regular  attack,  it  often  requires 
nothing  more  for  the  intrepid  Malays  to  surprise  and  conquer  the  regu- 
lar troops  of  old  Europe." 

Twenty  men  were  left  in  charge  of  the  palisade,  whilst  the  remainder 
mead  themselves  over  the  country,  to  bum  the  habitations,  cut  down 
the  cocoa-nut  trees,  and  destroy  the  harvest. 

I  joined  one  of  these  expeditions.  We  ascended  the  river  for  about  half  an 
hour,  and  came  in  presence  of  a  charming  residence.  It  was  a  beautiful 
Malay  house,  remarkably  well  built,  the  staircase  that  led  to  the  verandah 
being  sculptured  like  the  wood-work  of  the  middle  ages,  and  the  different 
rooms  insiae  being  exquisitely  neat  and  clean.  Robust  trees  shaded  the  roof 
of  the  bouse  with  their  giant  branches,  and  the  green  points  of  the  palm-trees 
rose  out  of  these  verdant  masses  like  gothic  steeples.  A  rivulet  of  clear 
water,  drawn  from  the  river,  watered  a  long  avenue  of  bananas. 

Attached  to  the  house  was  a  spacious  shed,  covered  with  leaves,  in  which 
fenr  prahus  were  being  built.  This  abandoned  ship-yard  and  solitary  house 
wore  a  most  sorrowful  aspect ;  they  appeared  to  ask  to  be  spared  by  the  in- 
vadera,  and  even  the  little  rivulet  seemed  to  murmur  a  prayer.  But,  alas ! 
this  language  was  not  understood  ;  a  column  of  smoke  soon  rose  up  out  of  the 
roof  of  tlie  pretty  house,  tlie  graceful  staircase  broke  out  into  flames,  the 
sculptures  of  the  prahus  were  soon  darkened  by  the  fire,  the  trees  fell  beneath 
the  axes  of  the  sailors,  like  straw  before  the  sickle  of  the  reaper,  and  a  few 
boors  more  and  nothing  remained  of  all  that  beauty  and  prosperity. 

I  bad  in  the  meantime  spied  out,  in  a  comer  of  the  garden,  a  little  turf- 
covered  mound,  in  the  midst  of  which  grew  several  odoriferous  plants.  I  had 
seen  at  tlie  Cape  of  Good  Hope  similar  mounds  in  the  burial-grounds  of  the 
Malay  Muliammadans,  and  deeming  that  it  was  a  grave,  I  thought  I  might 
avail  myself  of  the  circumstance  to  violate  the  tomb,  in  order  to  obtain  a  few 
crania  for  my  phrenological  collection.  I  called  two  sailors  to  help  me,  and 
we  set  to  work.  At  a  depth  of  about  two  yards  we  met  with  stones,  beneath 
which  was  a  wooden  case,  which  contained  the  body  of  a  child  about  three 
years  of  age.  On  seeing  this  I  felt  the  deepest  regret  at  having  disturbed  the 
grave.  1  cut  off  a  few  leaves  of  bananas,  and  gathered  some  of  the  odoriferous 
lowers  of  the  mound,  and  covering  with  them  the  body  of  the  cliild,  I  placed 
back  the  lid  and  heavy  stones,  and  went  away  in  sorrowful  mood. 

Not  long  after  the  retreat  was  sounded,  and  we  all  met  as  had  been  arranged 
beforehand  at  the  palisade.  The  whole  of  tlie  left  bank  of  the  river  was  in 
flames,  houses  and  magazines  of  rice  were  burnt  down,  the  fields,  a  short  time 
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ago  covered  with  trees,  were  deared  like  the  meadows  of  our  owd  climatn  at 
the  end  of  autumn.  We  descended  the  river  of  Maloso,  so  as  to  leaeh  the  shipt 
before  night;  the  tide  was  dowu  and  we  got  on  with  the  greatest  difficult* 
Under  such  circumstances,  we  should  have  been  at  the  mercy  of  a  few  resolute 
Malays  secreted  in  the  mangroves,  and  this  thought  made  us  sometimes  shud- 
der. But  what  is  writ  is  written,  the  Malays  let  us  go  by  without  even  send* 
ing  us  a  few  balls  as  a  reminiscence. 

Next  morning'  by  daybreak  the  boats  were  once  more  launched,  and 
the  attack  upon  the  Malays  was  renewed,  one  party  was  despatched  along 
the  left  bank  of  the  river  to  see  if  anything  had  escaped  the  devastation 
of  the  day  before,  another  was  sent  up  the  right  bank  into  regions  as  y^ 
unexplored.  The  palisade  was  still  burning,  and  columns  of  smoke  rose 
up  here  and  there  from  the  ruins  of  burnt  houses.  The  doctor  joined 
the  party  on  the  right  bank,  and  they  were  not  long  in  stumbling  upon 
some  inhabited  houses.  The  Malay  peasants,  however,  ran  away 
without  attempting  to  defend  them,  carrying  on  their  shoulders  heavy 
burdens  of  rice,  probably  to  keep  their  children  from  starvation.  After 
ransacking  these  houses,  from  which  the  sailors  obtained  a  plentiful  har- 
vest of  copper  utensils,  silver  chains,  precious  stones  mounted  in  copper, 
boxes,  musical  instruments,  cloths  and  stu£&,  they  were  set  fire  to,  as 
well  as  the  magazines  for  rice,  and  all  the  houses  in  the  plain  below  were 
similarly  devastated  and  burnt.  Into  one  solitary  hut  that  the  doctor 
went,  he  relates, 

Some  eggs,  fresh  cocoa>nuts,  and  vessels  filled  with  water  had  been  purposely 
left  on  the  ground.  It  seemed  as  if  the  poor  peasant  bad  trosied  to  the 
poverty  of  his  liouse  to  save  it  from  destruction.  The  hopes  of  this  barbarous 
Malay  founded  on  the  better  feelings  of  mankind,  pi^  for  the  unfortunate, 
were  doomed  to  disappointment;  the  civilised  and  Christian  soldiers  only 
cried  out,  "  Malheur  aux  vaincus  !**  And  his  humble  hut  was  pitilessly  sacked 
and  burnt. 

At  this  moment  a  sailor  came  up  to  me  and  said,  "  I  have  taken  two  eggs 
from  that  house,  do  you  think  that  they  are  poisoned  ?" 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders  at  this  stupid  question  ;  but  in  the  bottom  of  my 
heart,  I  wished  that  the  two  eggs  should  give  the  dolt  a  sharp  colic 

The  sacking  and  burning  vras  carried  on  for  eight  hours.  Sixty  houses 
were  burnt,  more  than  a  thousand  cocoa-nut  trees  were  cut  down,  and 
three  thousand  hectoUtres  (66,000  gaUons)  of  rice  were  consumed!  The 
last  house  discoya*ed  was  the  home  of  the  chief^  Yusufl  It  stood  in  a 
park  surrounded  by  a  palmg,  not  a  blade  of  grass,  to  use  our  author's  hy- 
perbolic expression  for  excessive  devastation,  was  lef^  standing  on  the  ac- 
cursed soil.  It  was  like  a  carnival  to  see  the  soldiers  and  sailors  returning^ 
to  the  ships  loaded  with  spoil. 

Thus  finished  the  expedition,  which  cost  us  some  money  and  some  precious 
blood  ;  which  cost  the  Malays  many  lives,  caused  many  tears  to  be  shed,  and 
completely  ruined  a  very  flourishing  district,  and  that  because  an  officer  of 
marines  did  not  obey  the  orders  of  his  commander.  He  was  the  first  victim  to 
his  own  disobedience ;  no  doubt  he  is  to  be  pitied,  but  still  more  are  the  yellow 
and  the  white  men,  who,  not  having  committed  the  same  fault*  participated  in 
its  atonement.  It  is  the  only  time  that  I  have  seen  war,  and  I  have  te&i 
enough  to  make  me  curse  it.  It  will  be  said  that  I  am  not  competent  to  give 
an  opinion  upon  the  subject ;  Uiat  is  possible,  but  many  people  who  reason 
upon  the  subject,  and  who  wear  great  epaulets  have  not  see  more  than  me. 

These  are  strange  opinions  for  a  Frenchman  to  hold,  and  although  a 
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phmdering,  biiniio||^  expe^tion  agaimfe  a  tribe  of  piiatieal  Ma- 
laijv  because  Hiey  had  attadced  a  boatful  of  people  who  came  ostensibly  to 
take  poflseesion  of  their  country,  cannot  be  designated  as  '^  war/'  still  the 
flense  of  ihe  cruelty  of  the  proceeding  awakened  in  its  historian  does  him 
infinite  credit,  and  gives  us  hope  of  better  things.  It  is  evident  that  Dr. 
Yvan,  as  an  educated  man,  a  naturalist,  philosopher,  and  phrenologist,  has 
learnt  to  estimate  these  strange  vagaries  of  human  nature,  even  when 
ccMmtenanced  by  a  minister  plenipotentiar}-,  a  vice-admiral,  and  the 
offeers  and  crew  of  a  whole  fleet  at  their  true  value. 

It  is,  however,  but  fair  to  state  that  these  piratical  Malays  deserved  chas- 
tisement for  sins  of  far  greater  calibre  than  the  attack  upon  the  French  boat 
and  the  treacherous  mxurder  of  two  officers.  Bad  as  was  such  an  act,  they 
bad  many  such  to  answer  for — murder,  robbery,  and  kidnapping — being, 
let  the  Manchester  school  of  politicians  aver  as  much  as  they  Uke  to  the 
eoatrary,  amonc^  their  almost  daily  habits  of  life.  Then,  again,  as  the 
wfaites  enslave  the  black  and  yellow  races,  so  the  Malays  invariably  make 
dayes  of  all  Christians  that  fall  into  their  hands,  by  wreck  or  by  rapine, 
and  whom  they  spare  firom  immediate  death.  Thus,  when  La  (jleopatre 
was  at  Holu  many  Christian  slaves  swam  out  under  fevour  of  dariraess  to 
Ae  ship,  and  were  taken  on  board.  Upon  this,  the  red  flag  with  its  great 
white  cross — the  signal  of  redemption — ^was  hoisted  on  board,  and  numbers 
of  poor  captive  slaves,  cheered  by  the  sight,  fled  from  the  interior  of  the 
iriand  to  seek  refuge  under  the  well  known  and  significant  emblem. 

Stilly  there  was  a  great  diflerence  betwen  the  steps  taken  by  M.  de  La- 
grene,  to  found  a  c(^ony  in  the  Malayan  Archipelago,  and  those  followed 
by  our  oft-reviled  countryman,  Sir  James  Brooke.  The  same  habits  ob- 
tained  among  the  Malays  of  the  Sarrabas  and  the  Sakarran  as  among  their 
cooBtrymen  of  Hula  and  Basilan  ;  but  there  were  also  in  the  same  re- 
gions industrious  and  peaceful  tribes,  who,  under  the  protection  of  the 
BngHshy  left  the  jungle  in  which  they  had  been  wont  to  skulk  in  dafly 
and  nig^y  terror,  and  came  down  upon  the  sea  coast,  and  upon  the 
banks  of  the  rivers,  and  gave  themselves  up  in  fancied  security  to  me  pur- 
suits Off  agriculture  and  nsher}%  The  piratical  hordes  of  the  continent  of 
Borneo  viewed  this  state  of  things  with  the  disfavour  and  jealousy  inhe- 
rent in  savage  barbarism.  They  made  descents  upon  the  new  colony, 
massacred  the  peaceful  and  industrious  population,  and  assailed  the 
British  settlements.  Captain  Keppel  chastised  them  with  terrible  efiect. 
Still  they  returned  to  the  charge.  In  1849  the  pirates  (there  are 
those  who  assert  that  there  are  no  pirates  in  the  Malayan  Archipe- 
lago: they  should  go  there  before  so  stultifying  themselves  in  pre- 
seeee  of  the  whole  worid)  were  at  sea  again,  murdering  and  plunder- 
ing indiscriminately — sacking  villages,  and  carrying  the  inhabitants 
off  to  slavery.  This  time  Captain  Farquhar  was  despatched  in  the 
Albatross^  vrith  Captain  Wallace  in  the  steamer  Nemesis^  to  wreak  venge- 
ance on  the  spoliators.  Sir  James  Brooke  joined  the  avengers  with  a 
native  contingent  from  Sarawak,  and  the  reprisals  were,  as  is  well  known, 
most  sigfnaL 

To  prevent  the  recurrence  of  such  disasters,  Sir  James  Brooke  adopted 
the  best  and  most  humane  mode  that  presented  itself  of  checking  piracy; 
wWdi  was  to  build  forts  in  the  rivers,  to  prevent  the  descent  of  the  pirates 
in  their  war  fnahus.     Three  of  these  were  constructed,  one  at  Sakarran, 
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under  charge  of  an  English  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Brereton,  another 
at  Linga,  under  Mr.  Lee,  aod  a  third  on  the  Regang,  under  Mr.  Steele. 
These  gentlemen  cheerfully  undertook  the  risks  and  privatioDS  of  such  a 
life,  as  the  pioneers  of  civilisation  and  good  government  among  a  wild 
and  fierce  population.  Sir  James  Brooke  hoped  the  best  things  from 
these  arrangements,  and  he  stated  that  it  would  be  sufficient  if  a  steamer 
should  touch  from  time  to  time  upon  the  coast,  in  order  to  prove  to  the 
piratical  tribes  that  the  force  was  there,  if  wanted,  m  order  to  induce  the 
pirates  to  forego  their  plundering  habits,  and  if  not  themselves  adopt  more 
industrious  pursuits,  at  least  not  interfere  with  those  who  were  disposed 
so  to  do. 

Such,  indeed,  was  for  a  time  the  case.  Commerce  was  g^wing  up, 
human  life  was  secure,  the  seas  were  free;  but,  unfortunately,  the  attacks 
and  misrepresentations  of  a  party  of  maudlin  sentimentalists  and  adverse 
politicians  in  this  country  prevented  even  the  single  steamer  that  was 
asked  for  being  sent  out  to  snield  the  pioneers  of  Christianity  and  civilisa- 
tion under  its  paddles.  The  consequence  was,  that  the  inveterate  plun- 
dering propensities  of  the  natives  were  allowed  to  gain  an  unchecked 
ascendancy ;  the  settlements  of  the  industrious  natives,  so  deserving  of 
protection,  were  assailed ;  Mr.  Lee  was  killed,  fighting  gallantly  in  a 
good  cause — that  of  humanity  ;  Mr.  Breretoa  fled  to  Sarawak ;  and  pro- 
perty and  life  have  alike  been  left  at  the  mercy  of  the  ferocious  invaders, 
while  hundreds  of  unsuspecting  people,  farming  and  fishing  on  the  banks 
of  the  river,  will,  in  all  probability,  be  sacrificed  to  the  mistaken  philan- 
thropy of  the  distinguisned  advocates  of  Dyak  and  Malayan  honour  and 
integrity! 

It  is  a  satisfaction  to  know  that  since  this  visit  of  the  French  fleet  to 
the  Malayan  Archipelago,  the  Spaniards,  wearied  out  by  a  long  for- 
bearance of  unceasing  acts  of  piracy,  plunder,  brigandage,  murder,  and 
rapine,  have  subjected  the  '^  much  maligned"  Malays  to  a  severe  retribu- 
tion, and  the  whole  archipelago  of  Hulu,  coveted  by  Louis  Philippe,  has 
passed  under  the  dominion  of  Isabella  II.  of  Spain,  who,  it  is  to  be 
hoped,  will  imitate  the  Englbh  at  Sarawak  in  introducing  the  habits  and 
manners  of  civilised  life  among  the  barbarous  mariners,  but  will  not 
imitate  the  English  in  giving  neither  countenance  or  protection  to  the 
peaceful  and  industrious  against  their  less  reclaimable  and  more  savage 
countrymen. 

The  scene  changes  to  Macao — with  its  environs,  all  that  the  author  ap-, 
pears  to  have  seen  of  China,  unless  his  work,  as  is  probably  the  case,  is 
not  complete — and  it  was,  he  says,  with  deep  emotion  that  he  first  en- 
tered into  that  strange  and  celebrated  city,  founded  by  untold  of  efforts, 
and  kept  with  indomitable  perseverance.  The  European  city,  with  its 
forts,  its  numerous  churches,  and  handsome  houses,  brought  to  mind  the 
time  when  the  Perez  de  Andrade,  the  Antonio  de  Farias,  and  Fernanda 
Mendez  Pinto — the  latter  the  Quintus  Curtius  of  these  vagabond  Alex- 
anders— first  landed  here,  with  picturesque  costumes  and  energetic  phy- 
siognomies, and  confronted  the  paci6c  Chinese,  who  at  that  time  were  in 
advance  of  us  both  in  the  arts  of  civilisation  and  in  well-being.  The 
Cidade  do  Santo  Nome  de  Dios  de  Macao^  as  the  Portuguese  who  have 
time  to  utter  long  names  call  the  European  city,  is  built  among  ravines, 
and  hills,  and  even  blocks  of  solid  gramte,  and  yet  the  patient  industry 
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of  Ae  Chinese  has  triumphed  over  these  ohstacles,  and  Macao  is  still,  the 
doctor  tells  us,  '^  notwithstanding  the  enormous  sums  of  money  sunk  by 
the  English  at  Hong-Kong,  the  most  European  city  in  Hindu-China.'* 
The  doctor  omits  here  to  consider  the  difference  in  time  in  the  founda- 
tion of  the  one  and  the  other.  The  Macaists,  as  the  doctor  calls  the 
Christian  population  of  Macao,  boast  of  their  nobility,  and  sometimes  of 
their  direct  descent  from  the  ancient  conquerors  of  the  land  in  which 
they  live,  but  now  almost  all  are  bom  in  Macao  itself,  and  a  very  mixedr 
blood  flows  in  their  veins.  What  is  more  remarkable,  is,  that  the  mem- 
bers of  the  same  family  generally  bear  little  resemblance  to  one  another* 
£very  now  and  then  a  type  indicative  of  anterior  alliances,  as  has  been 
frequently  remarked  elsewhere,  springs  up  to  life  again.  Thus,  for 
example,  the  doctor  describes  a  noble  Macust  family  of  three  eirls  and 
two  boys:  The  eldest  girl  was  a  white  negress,  with  woolly  hair  and 
^ck  lips;  the  second  was  an  Andalusian,  with  a  downy  upper  lip  and 
beauliful  black  hair ;  the  third,  of  an  amber  colour,  resembled  more  a 
fair  native  of  the  banks  of  the  Ganges  than  her  sisters;  and  as  to  the 
two  boys,  they  were  Chinese!     This  must  have  been  an  extreme  case. 

These  noble  families  are,  for  the  most  part,  poor,  proud,  and  ignorant. 
As  the  French  nobles  would  once  only  learn  the  noble  art  of  verrikriey  or 
glass-painting,  so  the  only  manual  labour  a  poor  Macaist  noble  will  conde- 
scend to  learn  is  the  art  of  printing.  The  women  actually  do  nothing,  not 
even  house  duties.  Ask  a  Chinese  what  are  the  occupations  of  a  Macaist^ 
he  will  answer, 

*•  The  gendeman  goes  to  Canton,'*  which  means,  in  the  idea  of  a. 
Chinaman,  he  is  a  sailor  or  a  merchant ;  "  madame  waits  for  him  at 
Macao,  eating  balichanJ* 

Salichan  is  a  condiment  composed  of  prawns,  fish,  and  aromatic  spices  ; . 
the  doctor  declares  it  to  be  superior  to  anchovy-paste. 

If  commerce  has  abandoned  Macao  and  taken  up  its  residence  for  the^ 
time  being  at  Hone-Kong,  the  staff  of  those  permanent  armies  that 
incessantly  besiege  the  gates  of  the  celestial  empire,  the  doctor  tells  us^ 
remains  at  the  Catholic  city  of  old.  The  Portuguese  and  French  Lazarists^ 
the  &thers  of  the  Italian  Propaganda,  the  congregation  of  foreign  mis- 
oons,  all  have  their  head-quarters  there.  It  is  in  that  little  island  that 
the  most  formidable  conspiracies  against  Chinese  superstitions  are  got  up. 
The  Protestant  ministers,  Dr.  Yvan  tells  us,  are  rather  zealous  rropa- 
gBndists  of  knowledge  and  learning,  than  of  any  particular  form  of  be- 
uef ;  their  labours  are  also  likely  to  be  both  more  e^enerally  spread  and  more 
lasting.  ELnowledge  may  pave  the  way  to  overthrow  superstitions,  which 
are  not  so  readily  merely  supplanted  by  superstitions  of  another  kind. 
Death  inspires  no  terror  to  the  Chinese.  They  write  upon  their  tombs, 
*'  I  have  quitted  the  roof  of  my  fathers  and  my  native  soil  to  sleep  under 
these  sacred  shades,  in  an  eternal  sleep."  To  such  minds  death  is  repose. 
It  seems  almost  a  pity  to  disturb  so  pleasant  a  belief. 
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THE  PARADISE  OF  SPAIN. 

BIT  0R.  SOOPnSBK. 

Thsrb  must  have  heen  a  tune  when  beauty,  all-predominaxit— be^ity 
everywhere  diffused,  was  the  characteristic  of  Spain :  when  the  bc)Bad 
sweeps  of  desolate  La  Jilancha  were  clad  with  vercUire — when  the  bamn 
wastes  of  Alieante  blooned  with  flowers,  and  the  frowning  ranges  of  the 
Alpujarras  were  shaded  with  their  pines — ^when  the  still  beaotifol 
Andalusia,  irris^ted  by  crystal  streams  £rom  Moorish  aqueducts,  waa  a 
wden,  clustermg  with  pomemnates  and  roses,  odorous  jasmines  and 
feathery  palms.  There  roust  luiye  been  a  time  when  all  Spain  waa  ao 
lovely  that  its  loveliness,  for  lack  of  contrast,  would  pall ;  when  the  eye, 
unceasingly  regarding  the  beauty  of  surrounding  objects,  would  tiie,  wd 
the  ear  grow  weary  of  ever-gushing  fountains  and  warbling  nighdngales. 

It  is  no  longer  thus.  Fierce  contentions  of  warring  races,  through 
many  centuries  prolonged,  have  left  unfading  evidence  of  their  progreii 
in  Spain.  A  long  succession  of  unwise  governments,  more  desokling 
even  than  wars,  has  also  contributed  to  the  result  Religious  peraeeo- 
tion.  has  done  Ihe  rest.  With  the  final  expulsion  of  the  chivalrous,  ele- 
gant, industrious  Saracen,  and  the  keen,  calculating,  mercantile 
XBraelite,  fell  the  prosperity  of  Spain ;  and  the  beauty  of  many  regioas 
departed;  while  forests  were  hewn  down,  and  none  planted  in  their 
stead,  until  vast  tracts  beeame  desolate.  Aqueducts,  the  pride  of  the 
Arabs,  and  monuments  of  their  industry,  have  been  either  wilfully 
destroyed  out  of  sheer  hatred  to  their  origin,  or  allowed  to  go  to  ruin  9 
and  this  unrelenting  {»ocess  of  devastation  has  proceeded  until  whole 
regions,  once  teeming  with  verdure  and  cultivated  as  a  garden,  ave  now 
arid  as  the  Sahara,  and  scarcely  more  hospitable.  Tracts,  where  only  a 
soUtary  gum  cystus,  springing  here  and  there,  just  serves  to  prove  that 
vegetation  has  not  entirely  reliiv]«ished  its  claim  to  the  soil,  and  seavoefy 
afford  sustenance  to  a  few  disconsolate  goats.  Kow  an  enormous  liaavd 
will  cross  yoar  path — now  a  snake.  Not  a  liiCtle  bird  of  aiiy  kind'^ndt 
even  the  cosnofoEtan  sparrow ;  but  the  vulture  soars  like  a  spectte  aloft^ 
ready  to  pounce  at  the  carcass  near  your  feet  Then  the  sunl — ^that 
mighty,  scorching,  unclouded  sun — glares  fiercely  down,  buniag  into 
hard  masses  the  parched-up  earth.  Glancing  your  eye  along  that  wild 
expanse,  the  rocks  tremble  with  radiating  heat,  like  one  vast  brick-kiln. 
The  entire  panorama  quivers  and  dances  like  a  land  agitated  by  sat 
earthquake,  or  a  scene,  regarded  through  a  telescope,  in  motion.  The 
eye  at  length  grows  dim  with  contemplating  the  savage  glare — the  brain 
feels  maddened.  There  is  no  shelter  now,  not  even  of  a  solitary  tree  ; 
and  the  mockery  of  your  suffering  is  enhanced  by  ^e  sight  of  aqueducts 
now  dried  up,  ramblas,  or  mountidn  torrent-courses,  which  only  gush 
in  winter,  and  white  snow-capped  sierras  in  the  far-off  horizon,  telling  of 
coolness,  whilst  your  brain  is  on  fire. 

The  only  kind  of  loveliness,  everywhere  diffused,  which  still  remains  to 
Spain,  is  the  loveliness  of  human  face  and  form — a  loveliness  which 
neither  foreign  wars,  nor  native  governments,  nor  religious  persecutions 
have  been  able  to  efface.     The  blue-eyed  Astuiian  maiden,  the  majestic 
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of  Cflstney  tJbe  ofire-tinted,  IsngmsUng^,  mysterious  Andahuay 
mA  trefltes  blacSc  as  »T«i-plaine,  and  bmck  and  feet  modelled  in  such 
bsluoii  of  exquiate  beauty  as  no  hands  and  feet  were  ever  modelled  in 
before — and  swan-like  neck,  half  yetled  in  t!he  folds  of  her  gracefully 
waring  mantiDa — y^o  so  lovely  as  these !  Yet  think  not,  reader,  that 
die  beauty  of  inanimate  nature  nas  fled  from  Spain.  It  has  not  fled,  but 
10  concentrated*  As  many  oppressed  races  of  man,  taking  refuge  from  a 
eonqneror,  have  leagued  themselves  together,  localised  their  energies, 
interwoven  th^  relations,  nestled  in  inaccessible  glens,  and  formed  com- 
monwealths, so  liave  consolidated  lihemseKres  in  many  a  spot  of  isolated 
loveliness  the  undying  natural  beauties  of  Spain.  "Hiere,  in  one  of  those  ex- 
quisite spots,  witn  the  frownii^  Aerras  about  yon,  shall  you  be  enveloped 
in  gaiianded  tresses  of  the  ^d  vine  as  iihey  cluster  round  the  ruby- 
flowered  pomegranate,  lihe  quivering  aspen,  ^or  graceful  palm.  There 
Ae  turtle  doves  shall  nestle  in  groves  of  orange-trees,  and  the  nightingale 
•ball  sing,  an^the  myrtle  and  jasmine  shaff  mingle  their  perfume  with 
&e  orange  blossom,  wild  thvme,  and  rosemary.  There  the  rain  shall 
never  fiw.  The  earth  ^afi  be  refreshed  by  dews,  and  irrigated  by 
streamlets^  and  bring  forth  its  fruits  and  flowers  as  mider  the  wand  of  a 
magknan.  Torrents  of  sparkling  water  dash  down  the  sierra  from  the 
melting  snows  above,  and  glide  trough  the  valley  below  Hke  gorgeous 
serpents.  All  here  is  impressed  with  such  beauty  as  poets  dream  of,  and 
painters  love  to  depict — but  all  around  is  savage,  terrible,  desolate! 
Mountains,  whose  peaked  summits  lose  themselves  in  clouds,  or  pierdng 
dnpoqgh  the  canopy,  cut  with  faint  outline  of  their  snowy  crests  the  gold- 
tinted  horizon.  Their  flanks  desolate  and  bare  ;  here  black  as  night 
itself — ^tihere,  gCttezing  with  disclosed  mineral  wealth  under  the  noonday 
saobeam,  Hke  some  enormous"  jewel  mounted  on  jet.  Frowning  like  an 
angiy  giant  at  "die  vision  of  b^uty  below,  and  threatening  to  destroy  it, 
ihas  seems  lihe  sierra  1  Tet,  as  those  rugged  flanks  sink  into  the  valley 
wliere  you  stand,  they  lose  tiieir  desolatiqn.  Gradually  vegetable  forms 
appear.  ¥irst  the  stunted  pine,  then  the  oak — ^then  follows  the  chest- 
nut, and  now  clustering  on  natural  terraces  the  vine.  The  terrific,  as  an 
attribnte,  is  seen  no  more.  Olive-trees,  of  grotesque  form,  with  hue  of 
dusky  green,  seal  tlie  compacft  of  peace  between  the  two  contending 
elements— ^Qie  lovely  and  the  terrmc.  Now,  wil^  graceful  curve  the 
monntam  flank  sweeps  into  the  valley,  and  you  are  lost  in  a  maze  of 
palms,  apncots,  and  sugar-canes,  or,  it  may  be,  citron,  orange,  and 
lemon-trees,  with  the  beautiful  pomegmnate  springing  Hke  brushwood 
underneath.  Laige  bushes  of  Tnld  thyme  and  rosemary  crash  beneath 
your  feet,  and  contribute  their  mite  to  the  delicious  perfume  which  comes 
Dome  to  you  on  every  breeze.  Magnificent  aloes  elevate  their  gorgeous 
flower-decked  spikelets  more  than  thirty  feet  high,  and  gigantic  cactuses, 
rinng  here  and  there,  bend  under  their  luscious  fruit-bearing  treasure  the 
prickly  pear.  Ah!  how  lovely — how  exquisitely  lovely — are  those 
Talleys  of  Andalusia !  All  that  pagan  sybarite  could  have  longed  for  as 
tlie  scene  of  his  pleasurable  rest — all  that  Mahomet  could  have  pictured 
in  his  dreamy  reveries  as  the  scene  of  a  paradise  for  dark-eyed  houris — 
all  that  we  of  purer  faith  depict  to  ourselves  as  the  attributes  of  a  past 
Eden — they  are  there !  In  the  sky  above,  and  the  flowers  beneath,  and 
luscious  fruits,  and  crystal  streams — they  are  there ! 
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And  now^  lost  in  reverie,  creatiog  for  ourselves  an  innocent  pantheon 
"with  feigned  spiritual  attributes  of  tree  and  flower,  regard  those  quiver- 
ing aspens  as  they  whisper  to  the  breeze,  and  listen  to  their  tale.  Wild 
vines  encircle  them,  dimb  up  their  trunks,  hang  from  one  to  another  in 
graceful  festoons,  and  hold  the  whole  forest  in  their  close  embrace. 
Guardians  of  their  forest  charge,  those  wild  vines  tightly  cling,  and  the 
whispering  aspens  seem  to  say.  Protect  us  from  destruction ! 

But  awaking  at  length  from  reverie,  to  treat  of  real  things  and  real 
times,  let  the  reader  be  briefly  informed,  that  circumstances  took  me,  in 
the  early  part  of  the  year  1860,  to  Spain.  Took  me,  not  to  live  in  hurge 
hotels  and  big  cities,  those  hateful  foci  of  propagandism  for  extraneous 
habits,  which  undermine  all  nationality,  jumbling  together  things  the 
most  incongruous,  making  the  nations  of  the  earth  alike  in  one  condition 
of  mediocrity,  chasing  away  poetic  visions,  uprooting  romance,  desecrating 
the  most  sacred  regions  with  the  omnipresent  bif stick  and  stumpy  bottles 
of  porter.  Thanks  to  many  circumstances  which  need  not  be  detailed 
here,  Spain,  even  in  her  large  dties,  is  still  pretty  free  dP  these,  but  I 
avoided  even  the  trace  of  them,  by  taking  up  my  quarters  in  a  little 
Andalusian  town,  where  not  half  a  dozen  of  my  country  people  had  been 
seen  before ;  a  town  situated  in  a  delightful  little  valley,  or  vega,  close  to 
the  Mediterranean,  and  called  Motril,  a  town  which  some  maps  of  Spain  do 
themselves  the  honour  to  indicate,  and  some  do  not — more  shame  to  them. 

A  very  curious  place  to  get  at  is  this  vega  of  Motril,  and  when  once 
there,  a  very  curious  place  to  get  out  of.  On  three  sides  a  semicircular 
ofi*set  from  the  Alpujarras  hem  it  in,  elevating  their  summits  far  above, 
until  they  terminate  in  the  Sierra  Nevada,  some  fifteen  thousand  feet 
above  the  level  of  the  sea.  On  the  fourth  side  is  the  Mediterranean,  but 
neither  harbour,  nor  jetty,  nor  roadstead  is  there.  Ships  that  do  come  are 
very  few,  and  come  at  their  peril,  for  this  tranquil-looking  Mediterranean 
is  far  from  being  so  innocent  as  it  seems ;  and  dthoueh  no  crested  billows 
mantle  upon  its  blue  surface,  as  we  see  in  the  turbulent  Atlantic,  and  no 
foaming  spray  comes  dashing  over  the  clifls,  yet  a  certain  quiet  mys- 
terious swell,  which  the  Me<Hterranean  here  assumes,  plays  sad  pranks  at 
times.  Particularly  inaccessible,  then,  is  this  vega  of  Motril — primi- 
tive, isolated,  and  beautifuL  Once  there,  a  remembrance  of  physical 
exertion  passed  indisposes  you  to  think  of  removing  agdn,  so  down  you 
settle  in  your  dolcefar  niente^  and  although  there  is  no  bull  arena  in 
Motril,  nor  could  fighting  bulls  be  brought  there  from  the  Ganaderas, 
except  Madame  Poitevin  diould  bring  them  attached  to  her  balloon ;  and 
although  not  one  bookseller's  shop  exists  in  the  whole  valley,  not  one 
spring  carriage,  neither  theatre,  hotel,  nor  any  of  those  public  lounging- 

E laces  where  people  are  wont  to  resort,  yet  I  managed  to  live  very 
appily  in  Motril.  In  the  vega  is  abundant  game,  which  a  stranger  who 
has  ingratiated  himself  may  shoot.  In  the  mountain  gorges  are  vast 
stores  of  mineral  wealth  to  be  explored ;  and  in  the  valley  is  such  an 
assemblage  of  vegetable  products,  tropical  and  temperate,  as  nowhere 
else  exists.  There  is  the  cotton  and  indigo,  date,  palm,  and  sugar-cane, 
mingling  with  oranges,  citrons,  limes,  and  lemons,  roses,  pinks,  and 
geraniums,  of  delicious  fragrance,  and  a  thousand  other  productions  which 
would  be  tedious  to  describe.  A  visitor  inclined  to  the  study  of 
natural  histoiy,  may  long  enjoy  the  contemplation  of  these  varied  trea- 
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sures  ;  and»  should  he  possess  an  artist's  eye,  alive  to  all  that  is  gorgeous 
in  mountain  scenery  and  wild  luxuriance  of  vegetable  form,  another  source 
of  pleasure  would  be  found.  Should  he  delight  in  contemplating  past 
greatness,  and  retracing  on  the  wings  of  imagination  those  romantic  days 
when  Andalusia  was  peopled  by  the  Saracen  race,  this  is  the  very  place 
for  begetting  these  contemplations. 

Moorish  buildings  surround  him  on  every  side,  from  the  houses  in  the 
▼alley  itself  to  the  embattled  watch-towers  on  mountain  elevations.     In 
the  same  vega,  or  almost  the  same,  for  a  very  insignificant  spur  of  the 
mountain  divides  them,  and  they  are  both  comprehended  in  one  semi* 
circolar  contour,  is  the  celebrated  fortress  of  Salobrena,  the  chief  maritime 
stronghold  of  the  Moor,  and  only  forty  miles  distant  firom  his  cherished 
Alhambra.     This  was  the  last  spot  held  by  the  retreating  Saracens. 
Here  the  flying  Boabdil  rested  when  hastening  to  Africa.     This  was  the 
scene  of  many  a  bloody  fray  between  turbaned  Saracen  and  Christian 
Imigfat,  particularly  on  that  memorable  occasion  when  the  lion-hearted 
Perez  del  Pulgar,  he  of  the  great  deeds,  as  historians  call  him,  and  who 
has  been  graphically  describea  to  us  by  Bulwer  and  Washington  Irving, 
punished  the  treachery  of  the  Mudaxares.     And  to  vivify  all  these  heroic 
deeds,  and  bring  them  prominently  before  the  mind's  eye,  a  descendant 
of  the  hero,  and  who  now  resides  at  Motril,  Dona  Aurora  del  Pulgar  de 
Chacon,  will  herself  recite  the  chivalrous  deeds.   Despite  lack  of  bull-fight- 
ing and  theatres,  then,  one  may  be  very  happy  in  Motril ;  but  it  would  be 
ingratitude  itself  to  omit  from  my  list  thmgs  agreeable  in  Motril — the 
balls  and  tertulias  of  the  Marqueza  di  Puerto  Santa  Maria.     Should  this 
reach  that  lady's  eye,  I  beg  her  to  understand  I  have  placed  her  name  so 
late  in  the  list  for  the  sake  of  emphasis.    A  very  agreeable  way  of  spend- 
ing the  evening  are  those  balls  and  tertulias,  and  when  a  Spanish  lady  has 
once  told  you,  ^^  Senor,  this  house  is  at  your  disposal,'*  sne  means  what 
she  says :  Go  when  you  like,  introduce  what  friend  you  like,  never  except 
an  invitation  again,  for  you  will  not  have  one.     If  m  your  diffidence  you 
wait  for  such,  the  hostess  will  think  you  are  offended,  or  consider  your 
conduct  a  disatre,  which  is  the  politest  word  ever  yet  devised  for  charac- 
terising something  between  impertinence  and  insult.    Go  and  be  welcome, 
then.  Dot  learn  the  language  first.     If  you  have  any  doubts  about  your 
being  at  home,  they  will  soon  be  set  at  rest  by  the  lady  of  the  house 
asking'  your  name;  she  means  your  Christian  name,  for  the  smname  in 
Spain  is  not  called  a  name  at  aU,  but  the  apeUdo.     You  tell  her  your 
Bame>  and  she  tells  you  hers,  and  so  matters  rest  with  you  for  a  time, 
though  the  lady  is  not  idle.     Going  the  round  of  her  lady  friends,  she 
whispers  something,  which  of  course  you  are  polite  enough  not  to  hear, 
and  presently  the  reason  will  be  made  manifest  why  she  asked  your  name. 
She  addresses  you  by  it  plainly,   unadorned  it  may  be,  most  likely, 
although  in  Spain,  as  everywhere  else,  ladies  differ  as  to  the  amount  of 
^uniliarity  they  are  pleased  to  assume  ;  and,  whilst  a  few  will  Don  you, 
the  greater  number  will  not.     At  any  rate,  to  address  you  as  plain  Juan, 
Enrique,  Piedro,  or  Pablo,  as  the  case  may  be,  is  perfectly  en  regie 
without  the  prefix  of  Don,  and  you  in  return  will  not  be  thought  imper- 
tinent if  you  address  quite  as  unceremoniously  a  lady — no  matter  what 
her  rank  or  social  conation  may  be.  *  Few  Englishmen,  however,  would 
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hsje  the  courage  to  adopt  this  license  all  at  once.  The  occasional  prefix 
of  Senora  or  Senorita  makes  one  feel  more  at  his  ease,  and  will  certainly 
not  give  offence.  Then^  as  a  set-off  against  this  self-imposed  formality, 
after  one  gets  a  little  acquainted  Avith  his  lady  friends,  after  he  has 
danced  with  them,  accepted  bouquets  of  them  or  g^ven  in  return,  walked 
with  them  on  the  Paseo,  escorted  them  to  the  bull-fights,  and  so  forth-— 
then  it  is  understood  that,  with  all  propriety  imaginaDle,  one  may  change 
their  names  into  some  of  those  pretty  diminutives  which  can  only  be  pro- 
nounced in  Spanish  or  Italian.  In  return,  the  lady  you  address  will  take 
a  similar  liberty  with  your  name,  and  thus  you  are  equal  a^ain.  Apropos 
of  bouquets,  let  no  unconscious  individual,  ignorant  of  the  Andalusiaa 
fiower  language,  presume  to  offer  a  white  rose : — ^it  means  hatred,  and 
therefore  had  better  be  omitted. 

But  these  remarks  are  general,  whereas  my  theme  is  special,  so  back 
we  go  again  to  Motril.  There  are  no  bookseller's  shops,  as  I  have  said,^ 
np  circulating  libraiies  or  newspaper- rooms,  yet  is  there  no  lack  of  news* 
Barbers  there  are  innumerable  m  Motril  (no  wonder  a  Spaniard's  hair  i» 
so  short),  and  here  settled  in.  one  of  their  stalls,  whilst  the  process  of 
devastation  is  being  committed  on  your  scalp,  all  the  current  news  may 
be  learned  from  the  living  tongue,  and  if  a  little  distorted  as  to  truths 
'  a  little  dressed  with  Andaiitsian  eubellishsnents,  why  all  the  more  ncj 
it  is. 

Apropos  of  barbers  in  Spain,  their  contemplation  brings  forcibly  before 
my  imagination  one  of  the  most  sanguinary  codes  of  that  land.  BuH- 
fighting  is  cruel  enough,  and  OMto-da-fes  were  still  worse.  Many 
and  powerful  are  the  deprecatory  comments  which  both  these  nationiu 
customs  have  elicited;  yet  there  is  another  characteristic  of  Spaoiah 
manners  liitherto  not  commented  on  by  writers,  to  the  best  of  my  know- 
ledge, but  which  is  infinitely  more  cruel  and  san&^inaiT*  The  eariy 
Bomans  had  their  Tarpeian  rock,  at  the  foot  of  which  they  exposed  to 
perish  the  feeble  and  infirm ;  the  Spartans  accomplished  the  same  end  by 
leaving  the  victims  to  perish  in  a  cave.  In  both  these  countries  the  end 
was  avowed.  Now  in  Sp^  the  end,  though  not  avowed,  is  universally 
recognised ;  it  has  entered  into  their  leges  non  scriptcB,  and  is  practised 
from  one  end  of  the  peninsula  to  the  other.  The  maimed,  sickly,  and 
weak  of  constitution,  are  handed  over  from  the  physician  to  the  barber, 
and  the  barber  bleeds  them  to  dea^  I 

.  But  to  be  serious — this  repeated  bleeding  operation  &r  the  slightest 
ailment,  is  carried  to  a  frightful  extent  in  Spain.  The  Draconian  code  of 
remedy  is  pitilessly  employed  in  all  diseases  of  every  gravity,  from  the 
merest  headache  to  the  most  prostrating  typhus ;  and  worse  than  all,  the 
bleeding  is  conducted  on  such  a  system  as  cannot  possibly  do  any  good  in 
those  diseases  where  bleeding  would  be  desirable.  A  bandage  beinf^ 
tied  round  the  patient's  wrist,  the  barber  comes,  opens  a  vein  on  the  back 
of  the  hand,  immerses  the  hand  in  hot  water,  and  there  leaves  lit  whilst 
he  walks  about,  probably  amusing  himself  with  a  cigar.  From  time  to 
time  he  turns  about,  and  looking  at  the  water,  judges  fix)m  the  tint  it  ha* 
assumed  whether  the  operation  has  been  carried  far  enough.  In  this  way, 
for  a  very  trifling  ailment-*more  properly  speaking,  no  ailment  at  all— • 
a  lady  informed  me  she  had  been  bltd  no  less  than  thirty-six  times  in  the 
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apaoe  of  one  twelvemonth.  The  system  is  murderous.  Nor  in  the  mnan 
important  surgical  operations  are  Spanish  pracdtioners  more  restoratiiw. 
Looking  at  the  numerous  civil  wars  which  have  long  reigned  in  Spain, 
and  the  sanguinary  appeals  to  the  knife  resorted  to  for  the  settlement  of 
private  feuds,  one  ^pight  reasonably  expect  to  meet  with  individuals 
Baving  wooden  arms  and  legs.  No  such  thing — they  all  die  under  the 
mild  treatment  of  Spanish  surgery. 

Notwithstandbg  this  sanguinary  portion  of  their  calling,  the  barbers  o 
Jfotril  are  a  light-hearted,,  merry,  guitar-playing  set,  who,  when  the  sun 
Imh  set,  fill  the  whole  air  with  the  sound  oi  tinkling  boleros.  Af^er  the 
IrbeBS  of  Motril,  next  come  in  importance  the  priests,  good,  hearty, 
kind-hearted  fellows,  with  plenty  of  good  wishes  for  everybody,  Catholic 
orlieretic,  and  rather  prone  than  the  oontrary  todisouss  religious  subjects, 
iriiicfa  they  treat  with  remarkable  nK)d6ration  and  fbrbeeraiooe.  One 
vny  iHportant  class  of  Motrillanos  still  remains  to  be  sketched,  gentlemen 
of  UDoertain  profession,  as  I  will  venture  to  designate  them  fbr  want  of  a 
tar  name.  Gentlemen  who,  in  contravention  of  all  Spanish  law, 
DufiKtore  tiieir  own  g^powder,  and  wander  about  with  long  guns, 
Klines  contemplating  the  beauty  of  mountain  soenery,  at  other  times 
directing  their  anxious  glanoes  towards  the  sea.  This^  reader,  is  a  general 
sketch  of  the  people  with  whom  I  dwelt.  And  now  yon  have  a  picture 
cfMoitil. 

So  {^acidly,  so  tranquilly  did  eodstence  pass  in  this  beautiful  vega  of 
£nat  and  flowers,  that  more  than  once  did  the  idea  ooenr  of  comparing 
it  Trilh  the  happy  Abyssinian  valley ;  but,  alaal  as  summer  came,  and 
ili0  wafteis  of  the  Aiequia,  or  Moorish  aqueduct;  had  to  be  fairly  dis^ 
tcilMrted  amongst  the  various  owners  of  the  soil,  then  came  the  season  of 
bsidcaiieg  and  disputes,  the  solution  of  which  not  unfrequently  was  en- 
tmfted  to  the  kttifo,  and  more  than  once  the  solitary  coffin  of  the  plaoe-«- 
there  is  but  one — was  borne  along  in  scdemn  chant  with  a  victim  of  the 
fimj.  Away  to  church  the  corse  is  home,  and  there  till  midnight  it  re- 
SMMM,  when,  removed  from  l^e  coffin,  and  enveloped  in  a  oloak,  it  is  car* 
xaed  to  its  final  resting-place^— 4t  square  enclosure  on  the  mountun  side, 
dnek  -with  tumuli  and  grim  with  exhumed  skulls. 

Ifc  -was  afifeer  witnessing  one  of  these  melandioly  processions,  and  re- 
fleeting  on  its  cause,  I  became  certain  that  Motril  was  not  the  spot  of 
hflppisess  unalloyed — that  human  wrath  had  entered  there,  and  crime 
was  frequent.  "  Pity  that  such  a  Paradise  should  be  so  defiled,"  one 
evening  I  said  to  a  friend. 

^  Ah,  s^or,  Motril  is  indeed  no  Paradise,**  replied  the  lady  I  addressed, 
^  bnt  oootains  some  desperate  men ;  neverth^m,  thwe  is,"  said  she,  ^'  a 
Pinadiie  in  Spain — the  beautiful  Lanjanm." 

^^  It  is  a  place  I  am  sure  you  would  like,"  remarked  Dona  Aurora, 
''and  all  the  better  that  it  is  comparatively  unknown.  Everything  there 
is  Spanish — more  so  than  in. Motril.  Nowhere,  probably,  is  the  former 
Moorish  aspect  of  Andalusia  so  well  preserved  as  there ;  and,  besides, 
there  are  mineral  springs  at  Lanjaron,  which  would  interest  you  too  " 

I  needed  no  further  incentive.  Having  thanked  mv  hxr  informant  fbr 
her  kindness,  I  prepared  to  start  with  my  sister  ana  a  friend  over  the 
Alpi^airae,  en  route  for  the  beautiful  Lanjaron,  and  with  t^t  proviaien 
fior  tftie  fbtore,  wkioh  I  would  recommend  all  travellers  in  Spain  to  imitate. 
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our  fii*st  thought  was  for  the  provend,  not  ^r  the  journey  alone,  but  also 
for  the  whole  time  we  should  be  pleased  to  remain  in  this  terrestrial  Para- 
dise, where  I  was  credibly  informed  wine  might  certainly  be  had,  possibly 
eggs,  and  every  other  creature  comfort,  including  beds — "  that  die  tra- 
veller might  bring  with  himJ*  So,  these  preliminarks  having  been  duly 
•ettled,  we  started:  my  sister  and  myself,  an  English  gentleman,  our 
mutual  acquaintance,  and  our  armed  guide,  Julio.  A  very  pretty  caval- 
cade we  formed  with  our  three  mules,  each  carrying  bedding  under  his 
tider,  and  each  having  capacious  saddle-bags  slung,  full  of  provisions.  As 
usual,  the  ladies'  sitting-place  was  a  contrivance  called  a  harnvjoy  which 
may  be  shortly  described  as  a  sort  of  garden-chair  tied  to  the  mule's  back 
with  ropes,  and  padded  with  pillows.  The  gentlemen's  saddles  were  of  a 
construction  so  very  peculiar,  that  description  fails  ;  but  the  bridles  were 
each  formed  on  a  plan  of  numerous  adaptations,  that  cannot  be  too 
greatly  admired,  as  proclaiming  the  ingenuity  of  Spanish  muleteers. 
They  consisted  each  of  a  very  long  rope,  ending  in  a  bit,  and  held,  whilst 
vsed  as  a  bridle,  many  times  encircled  in  coils.  When  used  as  a  means 
of  propulsion,  which  was  not  unfrequently  the  case,  the  coil,  being  un- 
folded, liberated  a  rope  of  such  length  that  it  might  be  used  effectively 
as  a  whip,  not  only  for  one's  own  mule,  but  those  of  his  neighbour's.  But 
there  was  a  third  use ;  occasionally,  the  most  spitual,  least  obstinate 
animal,  being  made  pioneer,  the  bridle-end  of  the  second  was  attached  to 
his  saddle-girtk,  and  so  on  again,  Julio  following  in  the  rear,  and  holding 
manfully  on  to  the  third  mule's  tail.  Thus,  much  of  our  journey  was  ac- 
complished ;  but  Julio  occasionally  had  other  business  on  hand.  Sud- 
denly letting  go  the  friendly  tail,  and  running  a  little  in  advance,  he 
"would  cock  his  trabujo,  run  the  thmnb-nail  across  its  flint,  look  myste- 
Tiously  behind  each  nook,  and  into  each  crevice,  as  if  he  recognised  at 
every  step  a  concealed  foe.  My  friend,  too,  and  myself,  were  armed  ;  for 
-^very  one  goes  armed  in  this  part  of  Spain. 

This  warlike  preparation  is  by  do  means  unnecessary,  as  vestiges  of 
murders  committed  remained  to  testify.  On  the  mountain  passes  between 
Motril  and  Lanjaron,  although  the  entire  distance  between  these  places  is 
not  more  than  twenty-five  English  miles,  several  monumental  crosses  are 
erected  to  commemorate  a  murder  committed  at  that  spot,  and  even  at 
this  time  of  which  I  write,  a  bandit  chief,  known  under  the  name  of  JSl 
GcUOy  or  '*  the  cat,"  was  known  to  be  investing  this  part  of  the  Alpu- 
jarras. 

^*  You  see  that  cross,  Senor  Don  Juan  ?"  remarked  Julio,  as  he  pointed 
to  one  of  these  monuments  of  blood,  and  gave  my  sister's  mule  such  a 
belabouring  with  the  rope  as  should  suffice  until  the  completion  of  his 
tale  ;  *^  that  cross,  senor,"  continued  he,  '<  points  out  the  spot  where  one 
of  you  caballeros  Ingleses  was  killed." 

•'Indeed!" 

**  Killed  by  mistake,"  said  Julio,  withdrawing  slowly  his  cigarrito,  and 
puffing  a  full  volume  of  smoke. 

'*  By  mistake  for  somebody  else,  I  suppose  ?" 

^^  No,  senor,  for  no  one  else,  but  because  he  did  not  know  the  ways  of 
the  country." 

Julio*s  intimation  puzzled  me  not  a  little.  Spanish  customs  are  pecu- 
liar and  not  easily  picked  up.      I  had  therefore  set  about  learning  them 
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•n  principle  as  a  matter  of  philosophy.  Had  heen  initiated  into  all  the 
Httle  peculiarities  of  social  life  as  I  fondly  thought.  Had  heen  instructed 
that  true  Iberian  politeness  required  you  never  to  cross  anybody  in  front ; 
never  to  turn  your  back  to  anybody — even  if  people  were  standing  all 
around  ;  never  to  offer  a  lady  your  arm  on  the  Paseo  ;  never  to  shut  the 
door  on  entering  her  drawing-room  ;  never  on  walking  to  allow  your 
companion  to  be  always  on  your  left,  but  to  change  sides  with  him, 
alternately  and  dexterously,  in  order  that  the  place  d'honneur  might  be 
equally  divided ;  never  to  make  a  repast  in  company — no,  not  even  so 
much  as  to  taste  an  ice  at  a  confectioner's — without  asking  all  around  you, 
strangers  though  they  might  be,  to  partake  :  and,  lastly,  never,  beyond 
all  things,  to  presume  continuing  your  addresses  to  a  lady  who  had  once 
diown  you  the  butt-end  of  her  fan.  All  this  had  been  hrmly  impressed 
vpon  my  memory — learned  by  rote,  digested  into  a  code — ^by  remember- 
ing which,  and  acting  up  to  its  spirit  and  letter,  I  fondly  hoped  to  pass 
for  a  polite  man  anywhere  in  Spain.  Great  was  my  trepidation,  there- 
fore, to  find,  beyond  this  long  list  of  things  to  be  avoided,  there  yet  re- 
■lained  another,  and  of  such  importance  too,  that  the  penal^  for  not 
complying  nHth  it  might  be  death.  So  I  pressed  Julio  for  an  explana- 
tion. Rubbing  his  thumb-nail  across  the  flint  of  his  trabujo,  and  puffing 
a  wreath  of  smoke  from  between  his  lips,  Julio  gpracefufiy  removed  his 
eigarrito,  and  thus  expressed  himself. 

*'  Senor  Don  Juan,  every  land  has  its  customs,  and  the  custom  of  An- 
dahma  is  this ;  when  any  of  the  Gentes  de  las  Montanas  meet  you  on 
your  path,  and  want  to  do  business  with  you,  they  say  '  Boca  abajo  !* 
which  means  this :  you  are  to  lie  flat  on  the  ground,  and  stretch  out 
your  arms  so,  whilst  the  captain  or  hb  men  examine  your  pockets.  No 
one  is  hurt  who  does  this,"  continued  he,  "  not  even  the  lowest  ratones 
would  hurt  you,  and  this  is  what  any  single  caballero  ought  to  have 
done — it  stands  to  reason. 

**  Well,  this  poor  gentleman  didn't  know  the  custom  of  the  country, 
so  there  he  stood,  as  Uie  Gato  told  me,  and  clenched  his  hands  so. 

*'  Even  then  the  Gato  didn't  want  to  kill  him,  so  he  came  over  and 
tried  to  seize  him,  when  the  caballerito  struck  him  a  blow.  After  that, 
you  see,  what  cotdd  be  done  ?  The  Gato  had  been  struck,  disgraced,  and 
so  he  killed  him,  and  that  was  the  end  of  it.  A  mistake,  SeiLor  Don 
Joan,  an  unfortunate  mistake,"  said  Julio,  replacing  hb  cigurito. 

''  Julio,"  said  I,  ^  you  seem  to  have  been  there." 

**  Oh,  senor,  no !  but  the  Gato  told  me  so  lumsel^  and  told  me  how 
very  sorry  he  was." 

'*  You  seem  to  have  respectable  acquaintances,  Julio." 

Julio  smiled,  and  continued,  "  The  Gato  buys  hb  powder  of  me,  sefior, 
Aerefore  no  wonder  I  know  hb  affairs." 

Tfab  little  episode  on  the  consequences  of  a  mistake  being  finuhed,  we 
suddenly  tum^  an  abutting  ridge  of  the  mountain,  and  a  valley  lay 
before  us.  There  gUttering  in  all  its  beauty  lay  Velez  di  Benaudalla, 
one  of  those  spots  of  concentrated  loveliness  nowhere  to  be  seen  but  in 
the  south  of  Spun.  Were  there  not  a  Lanjaron,  Velez  di  Benandalla  would 
be  now,  as  it  was  then,  the  most  beautiful  gem  of  village  landscape  I  had 
ever  gased  np<m.  Deep  down  between  frowning  crests  of  the  Alpinarras, 
•OB  a  ciroular  terrace^  is  this  lovely  tittle  village  with  its  domed  Mooririi 
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turrets  and  loopholed  battlements,  an  old  Arab  castle  elevated  on  a  monnd 
in  its  centre.  On  one  flank  of  this  terrace  rolls  tbe  noisy  Guadalfeo  deep 
down  in  a  ravine ;  on  other  sides  rise  precipitous  clifiBs  festooned  wita 
jasmine  and  clematis.  Here  and  there  dark  cypresses  shoot  up,  black, 
sombre,  gloomy-looking  trees,  which  seem  to  mourn  over  Saracen  gloiies 
departed ;  but  the  clustering  roses  and  gay  pomegranate  dispel  ihe  sadden- 
ing influence  of  the  cypresses,  and  proclaim  the  beauty  of  to-day.  I  could 
have  lingered  long,  very  long,  in  Velez  di  Benaudalla,  if  the  end  of  our 
journey  had  not  been  predetermined  ior  Lanjaron. 

As  it  was,  we  merely  stopped  in  this  delightful  little  village  to  lefresk 
diCBelves  with  vino  tinto,  figs,  and  apricots,  and  more  than  ail  with  iee* 
oold  water.  In  the  matter  of  water  an  Andalusiaa  is  most  fastidious. 
UlUle  as  he  may  like  to  be  told  so,  he  has  much  of  Arab  blood  ruBniai^ 
m  his  veins,  and  Arab  prejudices  monopolise  a  oooeiderable  portion  of  hisi 
intelleotual  ae^t  On  what  supposition  else  caa  we  aceount  €br  that  dis-^ 
like  of  wine  entertained  by  him,  and  love  of  aguafria  f  How  otherwise 
Qsai  we  excuse  him  for  so  cruelly  impnsonine  the  ladies  in  lattice-work-*-- 
like  so  many  singing-birds.  Even  the  black-eyed  little  Andaltiwi,  wha 
sold  us  our  vino  tinto  in  this  very  place,  handed  us  the  oups  through  tbe^ 
bass  of  the  reja,  or  lattice-work  before  her  window,  and  reeeiv^  her 
money  through  the  same.  So  far  as  <»uual  observatioii  enabled  me  to 
form  an  opinion,  this  caging  system  had  intensified,  in  the  daughters-  of 
Yelez^  all  those  natucal  feelings  of  curiosity  which  ladies  are  said  to 
possess.  As  we  sat  upoa  our  mules  partaldng  our  humble  repast  of  wine^ 
and  feuit,  and  hard  eggs,  numerous  were  tbe  bright  eyes  levelled  at  ua 
and  our  equipage,  dupough  the  veja  lattice-work.  We  attempted  to  tako 
tk  deliberate  view  of  those  fair  children  of  Andalusia,  but  in  vain.  No 
sooner  did  our  eyes  return  the  oomfdiment  than  back  would  pop  the 
baad,  down  would  IbU  the  comer  of  the  striped  bUnd,  and  the  provokii^ 
creature  was  lost  to  our  view. 

Having  finished  our  humble  repast  under  the  shade  of  a  majestic  diive- 
tree,  we  bade  adieu  to  the  charms  of  Velez,  and  speedily  ket  again  ia 
the  chasms  of  the  Alpujarras,  we  went  onwards  to  Lanjaxon. 

The  noonday  sun  fiercely  glared,  the  ground  cracked  and  smoked  be- 
oeath  the  footsteps  of  our  mtSss.  In  vain  the  Sierra  Nevada  di^layed  ils 
snowy  mantle,  and  seemed  so  near,  as  viewed  through  the  pellucid  atmo-^ 
sphere,  that  we  might  reach  it  ia  half  an  hour.  Ija  vain  the  roanog^ 
Guadalfeo  called  up  ideas  of  a  oooling  stMam.  AU  was  furious,  sarage, 
tendble.  Huge  masses  of  fiery  red  projected  from  the  mountaia  here 
and  there,  glowing  like  a  burning  furnace.  Not  an  animal  to  be  seen 
except  the  ever  present  liaard,  md  the  vulture  amaiiUng  the  deal^  of 
sofse  stray  mule*  Now  a  goi^  through  which  we  had  to  pass  on  fbo4h— 
now  iiding  along  the  brink  of  precipices  down  which  one  stumbling  foot* 
step  would  have  sent  us  headlong;  Thus  cm  wo  went.  At  length,  when 
the  sua-  bad  already  tumed  in  his  downward  course,  and  long,  daric 
shftiows  began  to  M\^  deep  below,  iiirough  a  d^  between  two  rocka» 
the  beauti&l  Lanjaron  first  glanoed  upon  our  sight.  Lb  were  vain  ale 
temptibe  a  desenption  of  the  exquisite  loveliness  of  that  first  gtimimi. 
Althomm  at  least  six:  miles  away,  in  a  straight  li&e^  thousands  of  tt9t 
below  ube  mountain  on  which  we  stood,  yet,  seen  through  tho  transparssit 
atmosphere  of  And^ihiMOj  it  appeared  quite  cUmm  to  the  eye.    I  do  aofe 
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Imow  why  it  is,  but  now  and  then,  on  other  similar  occasions,  I  have  re- 
laarked  tne  idea  of  distance  is  lost.  All  that  diminution  in  the  size  of 
objects,  by  the  appreciation  of  which  we  judge  of  their  proximity  or  re- 
iBoteness  does  not  count.  Whether  by  contrast  with  tne  grandeur  of 
nouBiain  scenery,  or  owing  to  the  transparent  purity  of  the  atmosphere 
interceptixig  so  little  light,  I  know  not,  but  the  whole  landscc^  of  cer- 
tain spots,  viewed  from  mountain  elevation,  seems  close  to  the  eye.  In 
vain  ao  great  trees  seem  like  bushes,  and  buildiogs  like  card-houses,  and 
bavaii  beings  like  ants;  these  appearances  £ail  to  make  you  appreciate 
ham  fiur  you  are  away.  Lanjaron  seemed  a  fairy  spot  amidst  the  resort 
of  Titans^  and  reminded  one  of  the  appearance  recognised  on  looking  at 
a  beantifial  park  thzougb  the  reverse  end  of  a  telescope,  when  every  ob- 
ject is  diminished.  Even  the  thousand  dashing  torrents  which  took  their 
way  down  the  ehestnvt«^wooded  hills  of  Lanjaronr-^foamiog,  yet  noise**^ 
laas,  from  the  distanee  theywere  removed^*failed  to  ereate  a  notion  that 
w*  were  six  miles  away.  We  lingered  at  this  point  of  view  so  long  thatfi 
Julio  b^aa  to  remind  us  that  we  had  three  leagues  of  travelling  by  the^ 
load  before  we  could  reaeh  Lanjaron.  We  oouUl  willingly  have  lingered 
longer  still ;  for  before  arriving  at  Lanjaron  these  beauties  had  to  be  lost 
omee  mco^  whilst  passing  through  the  beds  of  dried-up  torrents  and 
BKmiitaiii  clefts.  At, length  we  arrived,  and  could  gaze  at  leisure  cm 
li0  loveliness  of  the  scene.  The  aspect  of  the  mountains  all  around  ift 
sneh  as  naay  be  accounted  for  on  the  supposition  that  some  violent  eartk- 
qaake  haa  rent  the  Alpujarras  on  all  sides,  and,  leaving  a  deep  chasm 
between,  this  latter  has  in  course  of  time  become  filled  up  with  richest 
seil»  not  horinmtaUy  placed,  but  rising,  terrace-like,  on  one  ude*  Alaog 
one  of  these  terraces  is  built  the  chief  portion  of  the  village ;  but  houses* 
aro  thinly  scattered  above  and  below,  cniefly  little  pictmresque  commillS|, 
which  take  advantage  of  the  rushing  streams.  But  what  constitutes  the^ 
peculiarity  of  Lanjaron  is  this :  owing  to  the  successive  elevation  of  ter<» 
raeas  wJiich  constitute  its  site,  such  a  vasiety  of  elimate  is  attained,  that  a 
rwge  of  vegetation  from  that  of  the  tropics  to  that  of  northern  climee 
laay  be  seen  at  one  coup  tTcnl.  Low  down  is  the  region  di  the  paUn  and 
b;  a  little  higher,  the  orange,  the  l^non,  and  the  citron  bloom; 
_  r,  the  apiicot  and  almond-tree ;  then  comes  the  region  of  chest- 
I ;  and,  stiU  ascending,  one  views  the  flowers  and  fruits  of  Northern 
'Eafope.  No  wond«r  tl^  Spaniard,  insensible  though  he  be  in  general 
to  landscape  beauty,  should  have  designated  by  the  term  Panidue  the 
duMnuog  Lanjaron! 

The  sun,  although  descending  in  his  course,  still  fiercely  darts  his  rays 
upon  the  spires  of  Lai^jaron^  All  is  at  rest  save  tiie  rustling  of  leaves 
mi  tbe  aaunnurbg  of  streams.  Dark-^ed  Andaluaas  are  stiU  wrapped 
ia  theb  siesta,  and  gr^-bearded  patriarchs  dose  under  the  shade  of  some 
frisiidly  tree.  Even  w  sturdy  wolf-dogs  are  sbeping  at  the  cotta^ 
daoBs;  deepisfi^  as  tru^  dbgs  alone  know  how  to  sle^^,  each  evening 
mi  shnttigg  his  two  eyes  in  turo,  and  faintly  barking  at  long  intervale 
ia  fKHil  of  Us  vigilance.  JBven  the  huge  oxen  which  we  meet— *broad*^ 
Wwed,  ponderous-looking  animab,  but  so  innocent  and  beneTolent* 
loakinj;'  withal— seacee  open  thmr  drowsy  eyes  to  bestow  a  glaoee  of  re- 
eegpiition  oa  the  paseiag  strangers.  The  an^l  of  sleep  seemed  hovoring^ 
I^aroa,  filling  SU  ^ints  of  its  inhabitants  witk  dreams  of  beatir 
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tude,  as  if  conscious  that  waking  souls  of  mortal  stamp  could  never  be 
attuned  amidst  the  realities  of  life  in  full  unison  with  the  loveliness 
around. 
^  On  we  go,  clattering  over  the  rocks  ;  the  sound  of  our  mules*  tramp 
reverberates  along  the  valley  and  up  the  hill,  mingled  with  the  voice  oi 
Julio  speaking  to  the  mules,  or  chanting  scraps  of  an  old  song.  This 
is  the  signal  for  Lanjaron  to  arouse.  The  wolf-dogs,  springing  up, 
rattle  their  spiked  collars,  and  survey  us  obliquely.  Then  they  bark  a 
friendly  welcome,  and  wag  their  tails,  while  sleepy-looking  Andalosiaii 
girls  put  forth  their  heads  through  reja  bars,  and  nod,  and  laugh,  and 
beckon  to  each  other  as  if  no  such  equipage  had  ever  been  seen  before. 

And  thus  we  linger  on  through  the  vine-garlanded  terraces,  whilst 
every  step  we  take  is  the  signal  for  a  general  awakening.  Now  we  pass 
a  circular,  elevated  mound,  with  fiat  top.  It  is  the  threshing-floor  of 
Lanjaron.  There  stands  a  sort  of  car,  to  which  are  quickly  attached  four 
sturdy  mules.  A  peasant-girl  now  mounts  the  car,  and  urging  the  mules 
into  a  gallop,  she  drives  them  wildly  over  the  golden  sheaves,  until, 
in  this  primitive  manner,  the  grain  is  separated  from  the  straw.  In  every 
direction  flies  the  com.  Now  darting  mgh  up  into  the  air,  now  £dling 
in  a  shower  of  golden  hail  upon  the  fair  chanoteer.  Wilder  and  wild^ 
still  flies  the  harnessed  team  in  its  circular  path,  urged  onwards  by  tiie 
£ur  nymph  of  Ceres,  whom  you  might  feign  to  be  a  charioteer  in  the 
Olympian  Games  in  a  circus  of  Ancient  Greece.  One  step  more,  the  ang^ 
of  sleep  retreats  from  Lanjaron.  Aged  matrons  now  come  forth  in  front 
of  their  houses,  each  bearing  a  caldron,  a  charcoal  fire,  and  a  wheel, 
whilst  peasant-girb  come  tripping  frt>m  the  mulberry  gardens,  whither 
they  have  gone  to  collect  the  silkworms'  cocoons.  Into  the  caldrons  the 
latter  are  now  put,  and  their  ends  being  now  unravelled,  the  silk  is  spun 
off  upon  the  wheeb,  which  revolve  in  ceaseless  hum.  And  now,  as  on 
we  go,  watching  the  quick  revolutions  of  the  silk  winding-wheeb,  another 
phase  of  busy  activity  opens  on  Lanjaron.  All  at  once  the  smart  crack- 
ing of  the  Castanet  is  heard,  mingling  its  sound  with  a  few  stray  chords 
struck  upon  {^guitar.  The  sound  comes  from  far  away;  we  scarcely 
know  from  what  direction,  and  strain  our  hearing  towards  the  presumea 
spot  Now,  in  another  part  of  the  valley,  similar  sounds  are  heard ;  then 
again,  and  then  again.  The  angel  of  sleep  which  guarded  the  nesta  has 
now  fairly  taken  flight,  and  the  spirit  of  life,  merry,  joyous  life,  is  awake 
in  Lanjaron.  The  whole  air  is  fiUed  with  tinklings  of  the  guitar  and 
rattling  of  castanets,  whibt  girb  and  youths  come  tripping  forth  to  join 
in  the  bolero. 

Poets  have  sung  the  loveliness  of  morning ;  have  praised  its  balmy  air, 
with  feathered  minstrels  teeming,  warbling  their  orisons  aloft  to  the 
ereat  Creator  of  all;  have  sung  the  bright  hues  of  the  many-tinted 
Aurora,  as  she  heralds  the  great  luminary  on  his  daily  course — ^yet  beau- 
tiful though  morning  be,  and  beautiful  it  is,  the  waning  glories  of  day  in 
southern  climes  are  more  beautiful  still.  In  the  morning,  with  a  busy  day 
before  us,  we  cannot  resign  ourselves  to  that  placid  contemplation  of  che- 
rished unrealities  which  is  suggested  and  encouraged  by  the  waning  sun. 
In  the  morning,  reverie  is  bnef.  As  the  bright  beams  of  dayhght  pierce 
through  the  mists  of  the  valley,  even  so  does  the  stem  earnestness  of  day 
pierce  through  and  scatter  the  temples  of  our  fuicy's  creation.     Scarce, 
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ga&ng  on  yon  mountiun,  have  you  conjured  up  visions  of  unreal  forms — 
searce  have  you  fiishioned  knights  and  giants  out  of  its  promontories, 
castles  in  its  embattled  crests — scarce  have  you  invested  these  creatures 
of  your  imagination  with  attributes  of  their  appropriate  age  and  kind- 
no  sooner  has  a  fleetmg  cloud  added  plume  to  the  knight,  or  standard  to 
the  battlement — ^than  comes  the  full-orbed  sun,  like  a  destroyer  of  visions 
as  he  is,  and  scatters  your  creation  to  the  broad  glare  of  day. 

Ohy  blessed  be  that  southern  race  who  invented  the  siesta! — who 
taoght  mankind  to  sleep  away  those  hours  of  stem  reality  in  which  the 
mid-day  sun  destroys  the  spirit  of  illusion — taught  them  to  arouse  only 
in  those  waning  hours  of  later  day  when  the  spirit  of  night,  still  ad- 
vanciog,  cheridaes  and  protects  each  dreamy  vision  which  contemplation 
b^ets — invests  those  visions  with  real  attributes  more  and  more,  until 
finally  consecrated  by  the  dark  shadows  of  night !  Blessed — ever 
blessed  be  the  race  who  invented  the  siesta !  Louder  and  louder  yet  wax 
the  sweet  sounds  of  revelry  in  &ir  Lanjaron.  Guitars  tinkle,  and 
cartanets  beat  time.  Faster  and  faster  still  whirl  joyous  groups  in  the 
mase  of  the  bolero.  The  big  sun,  lingering  awhile  on  the  peak  of 
yonder  sierra,  and  gilding  its  rugged  outline  with  flood  of  mellow  light, 
now  sinks  to  rest.  Listen ! — wluit  sound  is  that  ?  It  is  the  vesper 
chime.  Now  cease  the  dancing  groups.  Pale,  black-veiled,  Madonna- 
Hke  forms  glide  through  the  narrow  streets,  and,  slowly  passing,  wend 
their  way  to  the  house  of  prayer,  where  for  a  time  we  shall  leave  them 
at  their  devotions,  whilst,  passing  on,  we  explore  the  mineral  springs, 
and  ascend  into  the  forest  of  chestnuts,  ere  the  short  twilight  of  this 
southern  land  sinks  into  night 

Gashing  in  many  a  tiurbulent  flood  come  forth  those  healing  waters 
from  one  side  of  the  rock — and,  rippling  on,  are  finally  collected  in  rude 
basins  cut  out  of  stone.  Over  the  principal  of  these  has  been  built  a 
simple  edifice  in  the  usual  Moorish  style  of  architecture,  a  court-yard 
with  galleries  around  ;  and  here  those  who  are  desirous  of  benefiting  by 
these  hot  chalybeate  waters  may  bathe.  There  are  none  of  uiese 
abominable  refinements  in  the  shape  of  gambling-houses  which  desecrate 
so  many  of  the  French  and  German  watering  places,  neither  is  there  a 
single  individual  of  the  medical  profession  in  all  Lanjaron ;  but,  like  the 
true  Paradise  of  our  forefiathers,  the  restorative  virtues  of  this  Moorish 
Eden  reside  in  its  natural  salubrity  of  gushing  streamlets  and  pure  air. 

Night  casts  her  dusky  mantle  over  wis  abode  of  loveliness ;  but  dark- 
ness is  half  dispelled  by  the  full-orbed  moon  and  humming .  swarms  of 
brilliant  fire-flies.  We  now  ascend  high  on  the  hills  amidst  the  chest- 
nut-trees, carefully  measuring  our  steps  over  silvery  brooks  which  came 
rolling  predpitately  down  the  rocky  steep.  Now  and  then  some  patri- 
archal goat,  standing  sentinel  over  his  attendant  flock,  crosses  our  path, 
looking  grim  enough  in  the  moon's  subdued  light,  waitmg  untU  we 
almost  touch  him,  then  stamping  his  foot  and  scampering  away.  Up- 
ward still  we  go,  until  the  pat^  growing  more  precipitous,  and  the 
twinkling  lights  of  the  valley  shining  dim,  admonish  us  to  rest.  What  a 
viaon  of  dark,  shadowy  beauty  flits  before  the  brain  as  the  spectator  peers 
from  this  elevation  into  the  depths  below.  The  moonbeams  gleaming  on 
minaret-like  forms,  or  trembUng  on  the  agitated  leaves  of  the  forest ! 
And  what  a  harmony  of  sweet  sotmds  comes  wafted  to  the  ear— -sounds  of 
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gnitan  and  Hooruh  wmMay  iiiiiigte4iiith<%avm'i  toice  and  wwMing 
n^lrtingab! 

The  task  is  vain.  The  waywmrd  pen  is  powerless  to'  desorihe  tte 
1ii<Kisand  yaried  heautiee  of  this  Paradise'-^llie  eharmmg  Lanjaron. 

But  even  tiie  oontenipiatioik  of  natural  beauty  csnst  oease  ni  cnfiei'euei^ 
to  tile  sterner  calls  of  eating^,  draildng,  and  deeping.  There  is  bo  hoM 
at  Lanjaron*-HM>t  even  a  venta,  or  a  oasa  di  pupilos,  oidy  a  posada.  I>» 
notfear  to  enter  that  posada— jrou  sSialioome  to  no  hann.  l^ere,  m  an 
enonnons  shed,  elevated  vddi  Arab  arches,  and  £N^ted  with  carred 
arabesq[aes,  amidst  scores  of  dopkejs,  mides,  and  horses,  pedlars,  gip»ei> 
gentlemen  of  die  capa  parda  ttid  long  gem — highwaymen  perhaps,  or 
professed  hnll-fighters — slip  yoor  saddles,  j  unpack  yam  heds,  eat  and 
drink  whatever  yon  have  got,  or  whatever  j(m  can  get,  go  to  sleep  and 
dream  of  Lanjaron.  Don't  fear  that  bla^-looking  gentleman  in  Ae 
corner ;  he  may  be  a  cat-1^o«t — he  may  be  one  of  &e  CoadriUa  of  bull* 
fighters  on  their  way  to  Granada.  In  the  momitMn,  had  he  met  yov, 
possibly  yon  would  have  been  oonmdered  fiur  game,  but  you  are  saotvd 
imder  this  roof,  so  take  your  rest ! 


THE  DRUID  PRIESTESS, 

FROM  THE  DANISH  OF  HANS  GHKISTIAK  AXftmStBVK^ 

By  Mrs.  Busbbf. 

Within  yon  consecrated  grove  His  night, 

And  aU  is  ready  for  the  sacred  rite ; 

Red  flames  are  flashing  midst  the  folii^  round, 

Whilst  solemn  diaunu  through  the  cmdi  air  resemHi. 

Bejwnd  the  holy  altar's  rustic  pile» 

Ttie  sOent^ettered  viotiai  stands  the  whiles 

All  now  is  still-^ 

And  the  mute  priestess  comes,  prepared  to  kill 

The  destined  offering,  and  her  task  fulfil. 

Yes!  as  bright  Freia»  beautiful  is  she; 

From  human  feeliog  is  she  ako  free  ? 

Cain  is  the  gaze  of  that  dark  lustrous  ejre. 

But  from  the  heart  escapes  a  struggling  sigh ; 

The  victim  starts  as  if  trom  some  aeep  trance, 

And  costs  on  her  a  speaking,  burning  glance. 

The  cold  steel  gleams — 

And  now  it  strikes,  and  forth  his  red  blood  streams. 

While  Freia*s  sel^  to  him,  the  lovely  priestess  seems ! 
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Brr  8IB  NATHAMIELt 

No.  n. — RicHABD  Hbmey  Daka. 

AnsftXCA  18  a  great  &ct.  Even  the  dimmed,  bedpectaded  Old  WaM 
tm  see  and  admowle^e  fAoif— crabbed  and  purblind  as  the  aged  witneet 
is  tiimight  oyer  the  water.  A  greater  hcty  measured  by  square  inches, 
it  m^t  ha  hard  to  find.  Equally  great,  peihaps,  if  considered  as  the 
theatre  of  scenes  of  struggle  and  acts  of  enterprise,  present  and  advent, 
in  the  drama  of  the  worlos  prepress,  in  the  working  out  of  interests,  and 
^  solution  of  problems,  on  a  gigantic  scale,  material,  moral,  social, 
polilicaL  But  one  thing  American  there  is,  which  we  cannot  yet  r^ard 
as  a  great  £ftct ;  one  thing,  which  at  best,  is  only  a  fiction  founded  upon 
hci :  and  that  is,  its  poetical  literature.  Hitherto  the  national  genius 
has  sought— or  rather  has  found  ready  to  hand— -other  modes  of  expressing 
its  character  and  assarting  its  power.  It  has  been  occupied  with  the 
task  of  ordering  the  chaos  of  elements,  colossal  and  crude,  rich  with 
teeming  genns  of  promise,  amid  which  its  lot  is  cast ;  it  has  been  too 
busy  to  sing,  though  uot  to  talk ;  it  has  had  too  many  urgent  calls  on 
its  physical  fiunildes,  its  bread-winning  arts  and  money-making  appli- 
ances, to  ''  go  courting"  the  coy  muses,  or  to  biuld  model  stiXles  for 
Pegasus.  The  young  Titan's  instinct  hu  been  to  exercise  his  muscular 
frame  in  turning  prairies  into  parks,  and  forests  into  cities,  and  rivers 
into  mill-streams,  Tather  than  hamit  the  pine-woods  in  quest  of  aboriginal 
diyads,  or  invoke  primsval  silence  in  the  depth  of  sylvan  wilds,  with 
imnB  inspired  by  the  ecstasy  and  attuned  to  me  large  utterance  of  the 
^M&t  gods  of  song.  Compared  with  her  other  attainments,  America*^ 
poeCrr  is  hackwara,  stunted,  unshapen.  It  is,  comparativcfly,  a  lisping 
neeeh.  Its  Stan  are  many  in  number,  but  pale  m  lustre ;  not  much 
differing  firom  one  another  in  glory,  and  altogether  comprising  a  sort  of 
niBcy  way,  with  a  90upgtm  of  water  in  it ;  whereof  the  constellated  mem- 
bers, tho^;fa  for  ever  singing  as  ihey  shine,  have  not  yet  caught  the 
rblfing  mosic  of  the  spheres.  American  poetry  is  not  of  its  moiher 
earth,  earthy.     It  is  rather  of  the  Old  World,  worldly. 

Imitation  is,  in  effect,  the  vice  of  transatlantic  verse ;  tiie  vety  head 
and  front  of  its  offending.  Not  yet  has  it  learned  to  waik  alone  on  the 
sleeps  of  Parnassus,  bold  as  is  the  national  mien,  and  firm  as  is  its  step, 
on  the  level  of  this  work -day  world.  Again  and  again  we  hear  the 
complaint,  ^tu^t  American  poets  give  us  back  our  own  coin,  thinned  and 
detoiorated  by  the  transit— "as  if  America  had  not  the  ore  of  song  in 
all  her  rivers,  and  a  mint  of  her  own  in  every  mountain,  she  does  little 
more  for  the  service  of  the  muse  than  meh  down  our  Endish  gold  and 
recast  it  in  British  forms."  Again  and  again  we  hear  it  charged  on  the 
American  bard,  that  he  is  a  dealer  rather  than  a  producer,  an  echo  rather 
tban  a  vwce,  a  shadow  rather  than  a  reality ;  that  what  he  exports  he 
can  hanMy  be  said  to  grow ;  that  he  has  no  faith  in  his  native  nnwes ; 
that  Europe  is  the  Mecca  of  his  poetical  superstition— England  the  Jeru- 
salem  of  his  hnaginative  worship ;  and  that  vfheo,  at  length,  the  harp  is 
taken  down  from  the  trees  where  for  centuries  it  has  hung  tuneless,  it  ia 
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but  to  sing  tlie  old  songs  of  his  poetical  Zion  in  a  strange  land.  ^^  Hoir 
is  it,''  asks  an  eloquent  critic,  *'  that  America's  children,  who  wear  the 
new  costume  of  their  condition  with  an  ostentation  so  preposterous,  put 
on  the  old  threadbare  garments  of  the  past  whenever  they  sit  down  to 
the  lyre  ?  While  the  prosaic  American  is  acting  poetry  without  knowing 
it,  building  up  new  cities  in  a  night,  as  the  poet  in  the  old  time  reared 
his  ^Bibrics,  the  bard  his  brother  is  haunting  the  ruins  of  the  European 
past  The  transatlantic  muse  is  an  exile,  as  much  as  in  the  days  of  the 
pilgrim  fathers.  Her  aspect  is  that  of  an  emigrant,  who  has  found  no 
settlement ;  her  talk  that  of  one  who  '  fain  would  be  hame  to  her  aia 
countree.'  In  a  word,  all  things  that  creep  on  the  face  of  the  earth 
have  gone  up  with  the  American  to  his  new  ark  of  refuge,  and  natura- 
lised  themselves  there ;  but  again  and  again  the  dove  is  sent  forth  to 
bring  in  the  olive-branch  of  song  from  a  strange  land."  This  indictment 
is  confirmed  by  America  herself.  Says  one  of  her  shrewdest  sons  to  his 
loving  brethren, 

The  most  of  you  (this  is  what  strikes  all  beholders) 

Have  a  mental  and  physical  stoop  in  the  shoulders ; 

Though  you  ought  to  be  free  as  the  winds  and  the  waves* 

You've  the  gait  and  the  manners  of  runaway  slaves  ; 

Though  you  brag  of  your  New  World,  you  don't  half  believe  in  it> 

And  as  much  of  the  Old  as  is  possible  weave  in  it.  .  .  . 

You  steal  Englishmen's  books  and  think  Englishmen's  thought, 

With  their  salt  on  her  tail  the  wild  eagle  is  caught ; 

Your  literature  suits  its  each  whisper  and  motion 

To  what  will  be  thought  of  it  over  the  ocean. 

Emerson,  again,  utters  his  aspirations  for  a  day  when  his  country's  lon^ 
apprenticeship  to  the  literature  of  other  lands  shall  draw  to  a  close ;. 
when  the  millions  who  are  there  rushing  into  life  shall  find  they  can  no 
longer  feed  on  the  sere  remains  of  foreign  harvests ;  when  poetry  shall 
revive  and  lead  in  a  new  age.  And  so  with  almost  every  literary 
^' power"  among  his  countrymen.  Nowhere  is  the  charge,  such  as  it  i% 
ignored — by  grand  or  petty  jury. 

Now,  imitation  in  poetry  is  ipso  facto  excommunication  from  the  inner 
circle  of  the  ecclesia  of  song.  It  strips  the  imitator  of  his  priestly  vest- 
ments. It  cuts  off  the  candidate  fix>m  first-class  honours.  The  world 
declines  to  recognise  a  revised  edition  of  Homer's  <<  Achilles,"  or  a 
modernised  version  of  Shakspeare's  '*  Hamlet,"  or  a  corrected  proof  of 
Milton's  ^^  Satan."  Imitation  in  such  cases  implies  either  the  feeblenesa 
of  self-distrust,  or  the  boldness  of  piracy,  and,  either  way,  pronounces  it& 
own  doom. 

Has  America,  then,  no  poets  ?  We  are  not  sophistic  enough  to  set 
about  proving  a  negation  of  that  sort.  But  if  it  be  asked,  "  Has  she 
any  great  poets  ?"  then  we,  who  love  America  much,  but  truth  more, — 
who  like  to  read  Bryant  and  Longfellow,  but  not  in  forgetfulness  of 
Shakspeare  and  Milton, — then  we  venture  to  answer,  "  Surely  not." 
Here  again  we  are  not  called  upon  to  prove  a  negative.  Let  the  New 
York  Dante  appear ;  let  the  Boston  Chancer  arise  ;  let  the  Charlestown 
Wordsworth  come  forth — each  in  the  spirit  and  power,  not  merely  iu 
the  mantle,  of  the  respective  bards— and  forthwith  the  oracles  of  criticism 
are  dumb,  only  to  find  new  speech  wherein  to  welcome  the  new  comers. 
Understand  what  you  may  by  the  perhaps  indefinite  expression  ^'  great 
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poets,**  we  amply  imply  that  America  has  not  yet  produced  an  *^  Iliad/' 
or  a  **  Divine  Comedy/'  or  a  **  Jerusalem  DeKvered  ;"  not  yet  a  "  Pro- 
methens  Bound,"  or  a  "Hacbeth,**  a  "Faery  Queene,**  or  a  ** Paradise 
Lost  f  not  yet,  to  approach  more  debatable  ground,  a  "  Marmion,*'  or 
iL  "  Childe  Harold,'*  an  "  Excursion,"  or  a  "  Gertrude  of  Wyoming." 
We  will  add,  however,  that  in  the  matter  of  living  poets,  we  have  any- 
^ng  but  a  crushing  majority  of  merit.  And  doubtless  the  day  will 
dawn— ^it  may  be  soon — when  the  American  ima^nation  shall  prove 
its  creative  power.  And  her  first  great  poet — one  of  her  living  prophets 
hath  prophesied  it — will  take  his  inspiration  '^  from  those  very  themes 
and  dbjects  from  which,  in  her  young  and  imitative  time,  the  trans- 
atlao^  muse  seeks  to  escape.  He  will  teach  truth  by  American  parable. 
The  wisdom  which  is  of  all  time  and  of  every  land,  will  be  presented  by 
him  in  the  especial  form  and  striking  aspects  which  she  1^  chosen  for 
herself  in  the  country  wherein  he  sings."  America's  future  will  have  its 
poetiy  "  uttered,"  as  her  past  has  its  poetry  *'  unexpressed" — 

For  though  no  poet  then  she  had  to  glorify  her  fame, 

Her  deeds  were  poems,  that  could  light  dead  words  with  living  flame. 

The  time  has  been  when  Richard  Henry  Dana  was  regarded  as 
Americans  brightest  orb  of  song.  And  there  are  probably  still  those 
\rho  claim  for  him  this  bright  particular  star-shine.  His  verses  are  dis- 
tiDguished  by  meditative  calmness,  religious  aspirations,  and  manly 
Bmplicity.  This  simplicity,  indeed,  trenches  on  the  bald  and  barren, 
and  has  been  called  morbid  in  its  character.  His  diction  is  often  oom- 
mon-plaoe  and  prosaic,  but  occasionally  indulges  in  abrupt,  and  often 
spa^odic,  intervals  of  "  strong  endeavour."  Sometimes  unruffled  and 
musical,  it  is  at  others  rasping,  rugged,  grating,  to  '^  ears  polite."  That 
Mr.  Dana  specifically  and  of  set  purpose  imitates  any  one  particular 
bard,  we  do  not  beliBve  :  whatever  of  the  imitative  feebleness  just  re- 
ferred to  may  attach  to  his  poems,  is  there  rather  implicitly,  and  by 
"  spontaneous  generation"  (if  tJiat  may  be  said  of  anything  imitative). 
His  tendency,  however,  is  to  the  refiective  stand-point  of  WordsworUi 
and  Coleridge ;  and  his  doctrines  of  idealism  and  super-sensual  insight, 
now  widely  and  earnestly  affirmed,  and  often  exageerated,  at  Boston  and 
,  other  nests  of  the  singing  birds,  were  once  scouted  as  heretical  by  haters 
of  paradox,  and  by  cui  bono  men  of  letters. 

For  his  prose  writings  as  well  as  his  verse,  a  permanent  place  is 
assured  to  him  by  Griswold,  in  the  literature  of  America.  As  a  prose 
writer  (though  malicious  detractors  may  affi^t  to  see  nothing  InU  prose 
in  him)  he  is  almost  unwhoUy  unknown  in  England.  His  *'Paul 
Felton"  and  "  Tom  Thornton"  have  been  heard  of ;  voild.  tout  Yet  his 
doings  in  romance,  politics,  and  criticism,  have  been  considerable,  though 
far  from  successful  in  a  pecuniary  sense ; — his  son's  graphic  narrative  of 
**  Two  Tears  before  the  Mast"  has  had  a  run  to  which  he  is  quite  a 
stranger.  It  is  nearly  forty  years  since  he  began  his  contributions  to 
the  North  American  Review^  in  the  editorship  of  which  he  afterwards 
took  part.  It  was  in  this  journal  that  he  excited  the  opposition  of  the 
''  Queen  Anne's  Men"  and  reigning  arbiters  in  poetical  criticism,  by  his 
eulogy  of  the  Lake  poets.  He  "  tliought  poetry  was  something  more 
than  a  recreation ;  that  it  was  something  superinduced  upon  the  realities 
of  life ;  he  believed  the  ideal  and  the  spiritual  might  be  as  real  as  the 
May — YOii.  zcYm.  no.  ccclxxxix.  g 
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TwUeaiid  the  tangiU^;  thooght  tboewwe  trattt  hejoaiAity 
sUndiog  and  the  senseSy  ana  not  to  be  reaehed  by  ntiocmation.'^ 
In  a  periodical  of  his  own,  called  the  Idle  Many  he  piubfished  big  Movel 
of  *^  Tom  lliomton/'  which  an  able  reTiew«r  has  nronounoed  '^  iBterost- 
ingy"  and  written  in  a  '^  style  of  eamestiiesB  which  nolds  tratii  paramount 
OTen  to  taste,  and  refuses  to  adorn  vice  with  a  yeil  of  beauty."  T%U3 
periodical  ceased  with  the  first  ydumey  which  did  not  pay  its  expenses^ 
owing,  it  is  said,  to  the  absence  of  laws  of  protective  copyright ;  and  to 
this  ^*  cause  defective"  is  attributed  Mr.  Dana's  discouragement  from  the 
literary  enterprises  which  otherwise  he  would  have  engaged  in.  Hoir- 
ever,  by  die  testimony  of  Mr.  flinty  the  Idle  Man  has  become  as  esta- 
blished a  classic  in  the  United  States  as  the  '\  Sketch  Book"  itseH  To 
become  a  dasric,  by  the  way,  is  presumably  identical  with  being  ''  p«t 
on  the  shel^''  whidi  la  a  phrase  with  a  Janus  feioe.  Few  are  the  lihm- 
ries  whare  tiie  chuwics  don't  want  dusting.  They  are  not,  by  pcwolsr 
interpretation,  a^Donymoua  with  what  Charles  Lamb  called  ^^  readable 
books" — a  tilla  recentiy  assumed  by  a  London  series,  which  thus,  in  its 
every  advertisement,  hmts  unutteiable  things  as  to  the  unreadalulity  of 
rival  issues. 

Ahhough  evidentiiy  pre&posed  to  poetry  of  a  meditative  cast,  and  of 
soothing,  <'  all  serene**  purpose,  Mr.  Dana's  longest  and  best  known  effort 
is  in  qmte  a  difierent  key,  and  adventures  the  treatment  of  a  dramatic 
theme,  with  '*  striking  efibcts,**  in  a  suitably  rapid  and  exatinc^  manner. 
^  The  Buccaneer^'  is  a  legend  connected  with  an  island  on  the  New  Eng- 
land eoast — the  <»al  tradition  itself  being  '^  added  to,"  and  **  diminished 
from,"  by  the  poet,  accordmg  to  tiie  8u^K)sed  ezigendes  of  his  art  A 
murder  at  sea  by  a  pirate,  Mattiiew  Lee  by  name,  and  a  preternatural 
process  of  retrimttion,  are  the  theme.  The  distinctive  feature  in  the  ad- 
lustment  of  tiie  iust  recompense  of  reward,  is  the  introduction  of  the 
white  Horse,  which  was  cast  overboard  after  its  mistress,  and  whose 
spectre  is  the  afent  of  final  suffering  and  penal  woe  to  the  reprobate  sea- 
man. A  &ar,  naif  ribald  jest,  half  shrinking  apprehensi^m,  lest  by  some 
wild  miracle  the  white  steed  should  find  utterance  to  reveal  bloody  secrets, 
just  as  in  cM,  old  times  tiie  diviner^s  ass  had  the  sudden  &culbr  of  speech, 
constrains  Lee  to  huri  him  to  the  waves  afive,  and  bid  him  nde  them  as 
he  may.  Then  and  there^  the  cry  of  tiie  struggling  brute  is  appalling  to 
tiie  ruffians  on  deck,  as  tiiey  watch  his  wrestlings  with  the  yeasty  waters— 
now  sinking,  now  rearing  upwards — **  then  dims  away :  but  through  the 
ni^t  they  near  for  off  that  dreadful  cry."  To  blot  out  tiie  last  vestige  ^ 
enme,  tiie  ship  itself  is  burnt ;  and  the  desperadoes  settie  down  on  the 
solitary  idand  ^  of  craggy  rock  and  sandy  bay,"  to  enjoy  the  "  much  fixie 
gold'^  for  whidi  they  have  sold  diip,  business^  conscience,  and  peace. 
They  try  to  drown  reflection  in  jovial  riot : 

Mat  lords  it  uow  throughout  the  isle : 

His  hand  falls  heavier  than  before. 
All  dread  alike  his  frown  or  smile  ;— 

None  eoBoe  within  his  door. 
Save  those  who  dipped  their  hands  in  blood  with  hon ; 
Save  those  who  laughed  to  see  the  white  horse  swiow 

The  anniversary  of  tiie  crime  comes  round :  the  guilty  revellers  keep 

^Griswold. 
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highliofidaj.  BatatmiibiigfattlKiftis  a  Btrangewaiop  teeny  at  midnight 
a  strange  cry  heard :  acroM  the  dark  watevB  flits  a  ship  in  flames,  ridmg 
upright  and  stiH,  she^ng  a  wild  and  lorid  light  aromid  her,  scaring  the 
sea-lnrds  from  their  nests,  and  making  them  dart  and  wheel  with  d^en- 
ing  screams — while  above  the  wave  uprises,  ghastly  white,  a  horse's  head. 
**  There,  on  the  sea,  he  stands — the  Spectre-Horse !  He  moves ;  he  gains 
liie  sands,**  and  onward  speeds,  his  ghostly  sides  stxeammg  wi(b  a  cold 
Una  light,  his  path  diining  like  a  sw^  ship's  wake :  onwam  qweds,  till 
he  reaches  Lee's  blasted  tnreriiold,  and  with  neigh  that  seems  the  Imng 
feromp  of  heUy  summons  Ihe  pirate  to  mount  and  away !  But  the  hour  of 
fioalTengeance  is  not  yet  come,  and  l^ough  Lee  mounts  the  spirit-steed 
and  19  borne  whiter  he  would  not,  and  sees  into  ocean  depths  where  lie 
the  sleeping  dead,  done  to  death  by  kirn ;  yet  with  the  moining'  he  is 
again  quit  of  die  apparition,  and  Im  to  brood  on  his  nns^  and  await  Ae 
ItBt  aeene  of  all — standing^  on  the  cli£P,  beneath  the  sun's  broad  fierce 
Mase,  lm&  himself  '^  as  stiff  and  cold  as  one  thatfs  dead" — lost  in  a  dreamy 
trouble  '*  of  some  wild  horror  past,  and  coming  woes."  Misery  withers 
the  caitiff's  existence  for  another  year ;  and  again  Ihe  burning  ship  is 
seen,  and  the  white  steed  visits  him,  and  fives  warning  that  the  next  visit 
shall  be  the  last.  Punctual  and  inexorable  visitant !-— he  comes  in  his 
acaggn^  and  in  vain  Lee  flings  and  writhes  in  wild  despair;  ''the  spirit 
corse hdds  him  by &aiful  spell;"  a  mystic  fire 

Ulufnes  the  sea  around' their  track — 

The  curling  comb»  and  dark  sted  wave: 
There,  yet,  sits  Lee  the  spectre's  back — 

Gone!  gone!  and  none  to  save ! 
They're  seen  no  more  ;  the  night  has  shut  them  in. 
May  Heaven  have  pity  on  thee,  man  of  sin ! 

The  earth  has  washed  away  its  stain; 

The  sealed  up  sky  is  breaking  forth» 
Mustering  its  glorious  hosts  again. 

From  the  fosouth  and  nordi ; 
The  dimbinff  moon  plays  on  the  rippling  sea. 
— O,  whimex  on  its  waters  rideth  Lee  ? 

The  legend  is  a  ieUirtg  one.  And  Mr.  Dana  has  told  it  impiesrively. 
But  in  the  hands  of  a  more  devoted  romanticist  it  would  have  told  much 
better.  It  is  here  a  somewhat  hard  and  bald  composition— not  unfre* 
qnently  obscure  from  compression  and  elliptioal  treatment.  The  metre 
aeieetod,  too,  requires  fbr  success  adelioate  and  varied  mastery  of  mu^cal 
rirythm  on  the  part  of  ihe  poe^  and  some  finniliarity  with  its  character 
9B,  Aat  of  the  reader.  Some  stanzas  are  excellent— otfaer»  curt  and 
rugged  to  a  degree.  Judgpbg  bv  the  rest  of  his  poems^  Mr.  Dana  was 
dfit  of  his  element  in  this  stem  feooy-pieoe  of  legendary  lore  ;  and  oer* 
tably,  had  we  read  (he  others  first,  we  diould  bavebe^  surpneed  by  the 
imaghuitive  power  he  has  brought  to  bear  on  a  supmtition  of  piracy  and 
Ifeed,  iardvmg  the  use  of  machinery  from  die  sputt-world. 

Thie  brief  introduction  to  the  tragedy  is  quite  m  his  happiest  sfyle,  and 
breathes  a  melodious  tranquillity  aptJy  chosen,  by  contrast  to  the  advent 
agitation  of  strugglni^  passion  and  savage  discori  We  see,  in  a  few  pic- 
turesque lines,  a  lonew  island,  all  in  silence^  but  for  ocean's  roar,  and  the 
fitfiol  oiy,  heard  through  sparkling  foam,  cZthe  shrill  sea-bird : 

b2 
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But  when  the  light  winds  lie  at  rest, 

And  on  the  glassy,  heaving  sea. 
The  black  dock^  with  her  glossy  breast, 

Sits  swinging  silently, — 
How  beautiful !  no  ripples  break  the  reach. 
And  silvery  waves  go  noiseless  up  the  beach. 

There  are  not  many  verses  equal  to  that  in  the  '^  Buccaneer*' — not 
many  figures  so  suggestive  as  that  of  the  silent  rocking  of  the  black 
duck  on  the  gentle  cradle  of  an  unvexed  sea. 

The  '*  Changes  of  Home"  is,  as  the  subject  demands,  meditative  and 
pathetic*  The  poet  revisits  the  scene  of  boyhood,  and  is  smitten  to  his 
poet's  soul  by  the  revolution  and  decay  and  innovation  it  reveals ;  or 
rather,  by  the  revolution  and  decay  he  discovers  in  himself,  while  out- 
ward aspects,  so  £u:  as  Nature  is  concerned,  continue  much  as  they  were. 
He  meets  one,  who,  like  the  pastor  in  the  ^  Excursion,"  informs  him  of 
the  chronicles  of  the  village.  There  are  many  touching  passages— *as 
this: 

To  pass  the  doors  where  I  bad  welcomed  been. 

And  none  but  unknown  voices  hear  within ; 

Strange,  wondering  faces  at  those  windows  see. 

Once  liahtly  tapped,  and  then  a  Tied  for  me  ! — 

To  walk  full  cities,  and  yet  feel  alone — 

From  day  to  day  to  listen  to  the  moan 

Of  mourning  trees — 'twas  sadder  here  unknown. 

A  tale  of  love  and  bereavement  and  madness  is  the  mainstay  of  tbis 
poem,  and  is  very  feelmgly  narrated — "  soon  'tis  told — simple  though 
sad;  no  mystery  to  unfold,  save  that  one  great,  dread  mystery,  ^e 
mind."     Sentiment  and  diction  are  both  pleasing  in  these  verses. 

The  poem  entitled  ''  Factitious  Life''  is  founded  on  WordswOTth's 
protest,  that  the  world  is  too  much  with  us,  our  hearts  g^ven  away,  our 
powers  wasted.  But  there  is  more  life  and  heat  and  meaning  in  that 
memorable  sonnet  of  Rydal's  bard,  than  in  this  protracted  efibrt  of 
didactic  philosophy.  The  satire  is  so-so ;  the  humour  not  very  genial ; 
the  poetry  perilously  akin  to  prose,  albeit  so  anti-prosaic  and  anti- 
utilitarian  in  its  purpose.  That  purpose  is  indeed  high  and  praise* 
worthy ;  nor  do  we  object,  as  the  author  seems  to  have  apprehended,  to 
his  commencing  in  a  comparatively  trifling  vein,  and  falling  gradually 
into  the  serious,  and  at  last  resting  '^  in  that  which  should  be  the  home 
of  all  our  thoughts,  the  religious."  The  protest  is  against  reducing 
man's  soul  to  the  limits  of  the  conventional,  cramping  his  mind  by  rules 
of  etiquette,  substituting  respectability  for  virtue — *'  to  keep  in  with  the 
world  your  only  end,  and  with  the  world  to  censure  or  defend" — it  is 
against  a  modisn  exbtence,  where  singularity  alone  is  sin,  where  manners 
rather  than  heart  are  the  subject  of  education,  where  the  simple  way  of 
right  is  lost,  and  curious  expedients  substituted  for  truth.  And  the 
aspiration  is  for  a  retmm  of  the  fresh,  inartificial  time,  in  die  now  dim. 
past,  fThen 

Free  and  ever  varying  played  the  heart ; 

Great  Nature  schooled  it ;  life  was  not  an  art : 

And  as  the  bosom  heaved,  so  wrought  the  mind ; 

The  thought  put  forth  in  act ;  and^  unconfined. 

The  whole  man  lived  his  feelings. 
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A  like  spirit  animates  the  lines  called  *^  Thoughts  on  the  Soul"-— the 
text  bmngy  that  it  exceeds  roan's  thoughts  to  think  how  high  God  hath 
raised  man — the  ^'  practical  improrement^"  that  man  should  cast  off  hb 
slough,  and  send  forth  his  spirit  to  expatiate  in  '<  immortal  light,  and  life 
lor  evermore.''  We  are  earnestly  reminded  that,  linked  with  the  Im- 
mortal, immortality  he^ns  e'en  here — the  soul  once  given,  as  a  solemn 
trust  to  man,  there  ne'er  will  come  a  date  to  its  tremendous  energies^ 
but  ever  shall  it  be  taking  fresh  life,  starting  fresh  for  future  toil, 

And  on  shall  go,  for  ever,  ever,  on. 

Changing,  all  down  its  coarse,  each  thing  to  one 

With  its  immortal  nature. 

More  popular,  and  charged  with  more  than  one  home-thrust  at  the 
feelings,  are  the  lines  called  "  The  Husband's  and  Wife's  Grave."  There, 
folded  in  deep  stillness,  in  all  the  nearness  of  the  narrow  tomb,  lie  the 
partners  in  life  and  death — 

Yet  feel  they  not  each  otlier's  presence  now. 
Dread  fellowship ! — together,  yet  alone. 

"  The  Dying  Raven  "  was  Mr.  Dana's  earliest  production  in  v^rse— 
appearing  in  1825,  in  the  New  York  JRevieto,  then  under  Bryant's 
editorship — and  a  fine  memorial  it  is,  tender  and  true,  of  a  sympathetic 
nature,  which  has  a  reverent  faith  in  the  truth  that  He  who  made  us> 
made  also  and  loveth  all.  We  watch  the  poor  doomed  bird,  gasping  its 
life  out,  where  the  grass  makes  a  soft  couch,  and  blooming  boughs 
(needlessly  kind)  spread  a  tent  above  ;  we  hear  its  mate  calling  to  the 
white,  piled  clouds,  and  asking  for  the  missed  and  forlorn  one.  That 
airy  c«Il  ^ 

Thou'lt  hear  no  longer ;  'neath  sun-lighted  clouds,  ^^^^\) 

With  beating  wings,  or  steady  poise  aslant,  / 

Wilt  sail  no  more.     Around  thy  trembling  claws  {     '-^ ,  ; 

Droop  thy  wings*  parting  feathers.    Spasms  of  death  \*  - 

Are  on  thee.  V '.^ 

From  Him  who  heareth  the  ravens'  cry  for  food  comes  the  inspiration  6f    - 
tlna  elegy. 

A  '*  Fragment  of  an  Epistle,"  composed  in  octosyllabic  verse,  is  an 
attempt  to  escape  not  only  what  Byron  calls  the  fatal  facility,  but  what 
the  author  calls  the  fatal  monotony,  of  that  metre.  There  is  little  else  to 
characterise  it.  "  A  Clump  of  Daisies"  shows  dim  and  diminutive  beside 
the  same  object  in  other  poets  one  might  name.  "  Chantrey's  Wash- 
ington" has  little  of  the  massive  power  of  either  the  statesman  or  the 
sculptor  involved  in  its  memorial  verse.  **  The  Moss  supplicateth  for  the 
Poet,"  as  for  one  who  leaves,  ofttimes,  the  flaunting  flowers  and  open 
sky,  to  woo  the  moss  by  shady  brook,  with  voice  low  and  soft  and  sad  as 
the  brook  itself,  and  because  the  moss  is  of  lowly  frame,  and  more  constant 
than  the  flower,  and  because  it  is 


-Kind  to  old  decay,  and  wraps  it  soflly  round  in  green« 


On  naked  root,  and  trunk  of  grey,  spreading  a  garniture  and  screen. 

'*  The  Pleasure  Boat"  goes  tilting  pleasantly  on  its  way,  to  a  soft 
breeze  and  musical  murmur  of  accompaniment.  And  8uch|  with  the 
**  Spirit  of  the  Pilgrims"  and  a  few  lyrics,  comprise,  so  &r  as  we  are 
informed,  the  lays  of  the  minstrel  whom  we  have  thus  inadequately  but 
impartially,  **  when  found,  made  a  note  of." 
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THE  tJREAT  DESERT  t)F  SAHARA  * 

The  expedition  of  Messnu  Richardaon,  Bartb,  and  Overweg,  now  so 
sadly  broken  up  by  the  deaths  of  its  originator,  and  of  the  enterprising 
Dr.  Overw^,,  but  soon  to  be  stnengthenMl  by  the  accession  of  Dr.  Vo^^ 
and  his  English  companions,  was  undertaken  by  the  British  Govemmeiit, 
with  a  view  to  the  promotion  of  commerce,  by  way  of  the  Sahara,  or 
Great  Desert,  with  that  great  belt  of  populous  countiy  which  stretches 
across  Central  Afiica,  and  includes  the  kingdoms  of  Wadai,  Bumu, 
Sudan,  and  Timbuktu.  The  acquisition  of  geographical,  statistical,  and 
scientiiBc  information  was  looked  upon  as  subadiary  to  these  mun  objects 
— ^the  opening  of  commermal  relations,  and  the  conclusion  of  treaties  with 
the  native  powers,  being  justiy  looked  upon  as  a  first  step  towards  ulti- 
mately superseding  the  inhuman  traffic  carried  on  in  slaves  by  all  the 
powers  of  Central  Africa,  with  the  exception,  it  is  said  (but  we  scarcely 
know  if  upon  adequate  authority),  of  Timbuktu,  by  le^timate  com- 
merce* 

The  party  started  from  Tripoli,  with  that  Oriental  irregularity  which  is 
almost  unavoidable  where  many  are  concerned,  somewhere  about  the  dOth 
of  March,  1850,  but  the  disjointed  members  of  the  party  gathered  togetiier 
previous  to  the  transit  of  the  Tnpoline  Atlas,  where  the  laa^  straggling  wdl- 
wishers  sped  their  way  back,  leaving  the  caravan  to  pursue  its  steady  way 
onward.  The  heights  around  were  crowned  with  ruined  castles,  memen- 
toes of  the  past  dominion  of  the  Arabs.  There  were  also  a  few  villages, 
but  still  more  Troglodytes,  but  the  latter  soon  ceased.  The  countxy  was 
rocky,  dreary,  and  desolate,  with  here  and  there  patches  of  cultivation,  or 
a  bushy  Lentisk.  The  broken  columns  of  Roman  milestones  still  marked 
the  road.  *<  We  saluted,"  savs  Mr.  Richardson,  with  a  feeling  that  can 
be  best  appreciated  by  those  who  have  been  similarly  circumstanced,  *'  the 
memory  of  the  sublime  road-makers.'*  As  tiiey  got  on,  incessant  squabbles 
sprung  up  between  the  camel-drivers,  the  chaushes,  or  Turkish  guard,  the 
natives,  the  blacks,  and  the  blacks'  wives. 

Beyond  the  Atlas  the  aspect  of  the  country  may  be  compared  to  that 
of  an  archipelago,  witii  seas  of  various  breadths  dividing  the  oases  (wadis) 
like  islands.  Three  days  took  the  party  to  Castie  Gharivan,  at  the  foot 
of  the  Atlas  ;  three  more  to  Mizdan,  a  miserable  town,  with  crumbling 
towers ;  and  beyond  this  they  advanced  on  the  preliminary  desert, 
stretching  in  fr^nt  of  the'  great  plateau  of  the  Hamadah,  which  defends, 
like  a  wall  of  desolation,  the  approaches  of  Fazzan  from  the  north. 
Alreadyihe^  began  to  breathe  the  hot  air  with  difficulty  and  displeasure. 
In  the  Wadi  Taghijah,  where  they  next  arrived,  Dr.  Barth  discovered  a 
splendid  mausoleum  of  Roman- Christian  architecture.  The  water  was 
bitter  at  their  next  two  stations,  Amjam  and  Tabaniyah.  The  flies  they 
had  brought  with  them  from  Tripoli  also  teazed  them.  **  Men,"  says  Mr. 
Richardson,  ^  usually  carry  their  ^  black  cares*  along  with  them  in  this 
way."     Ghariya  Gharbiya,  or  the  Western  Ghariya,  to  diitingmsh  it 

*  Narrative  of  a  Mission  to  Central  Africa,  performed  in  the  years  1850-51, 
under  the  orders  and  at  the  expense  of  her  Majesty's  Government.  By  the  late 
James  Bkhardsoa.    S  vols.    Chapman  and  Hall. 
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frmnan  Eastern  Gbariya  some  six  hours  off,  a  heap  of  hnts  on  the  rite  of 
an  aodeot  Roman  ctty,  ma  the  last  station  before  advancing  on  liie 
dreaoed  desei^ 

Drs.  Barth  and  Orerweg,  no  doubt  not  to  cross  the  country  withont 
an  inrighfc  into  its  stmcture  and  natural  productions,  travelled  bj  dav  ; 
Mr.  Bichardaon  remained  behind  vnth  the  blacks,  to  follow  by  nignt 
**  The  name  of  desert — 4he  vraterless  desert,"  he  writes,  "  hangs  over 
the  horixon  and  suggests  the  most  gloomy  apprehensions.*'  ^^  I  shall  ever 
look  bade,*'  he  adds,  a  little  further  on,  ^'  to  tnat  solemn  night-march  over 
llie  desert,  vrhich  my  pen  fiuls  to  describe,  with  sentiments  of  pleasurable 
awe.*  Poor  fellow,  on  leaving  Tripoli,  he  had  bid  adieu  to  his  wife. 
^  How  many  things,"  he  wrote,  '*  that  were  thought  were  left  unsaid  on 
other  side !  It  will  be  pleasant  to  fill  up  all  blanks  when  we  talk  of  these 
days  after  a  safe  return  firom  this  arduous  undertaking."  Alas !  he  was 
destined  neither  to  look  back,  nor  to  talk  of  these  things  affain ;  lucky  it 
is  that  his  notes  have  been  spared,  to  console  alike  his  wife,  his  friends, 
and  his  countrymen. 

An  additional  solemnity  was  imparted  to  the  commencement  of  this 
ardnons  journey  by  the  feet  that  they  had  passed  the  last  pillar  erected 
hy  the  Romans.  Even  their  mighty  .power  seems  to  have  recoiled,  as 
well  it  might,  before  the  horrid  aspect  of  the  Hamadah.  This  redoubt- 
able desert  appears  to  be  a  plateau  or  upland  of  red  earth,  with  scattered 
pd>bles,  flints,  and  pieces  of  limestone,  about  fifteen  hundred  feet  above 
the  level  of  the  sea.  For  three  days  and  nights  the  party  continued 
traTclfing  over  this  elevated,  stony  desert,  Mr.  Ricbarason  by  night, 
^e  Germans  by  day.  At  times  the  cold  at  night  was  very  sharp.  Little 
mounds  here  and  there  marked  the  graves  of  children,  or  slaves,  who  had 
penriied  on  their  way  firom  inner  Afiica. 

On  the  Sukna  road,  followed  by  Ritchie  and  Lyon  in  1816,  and  by 
Ondney,  Denham,  and  Clapperton,  in  1822,  the  Hamadah  breaks  up 
into  the  so-called  '^  Black  Mountains,"  but  in  the  route  followed  on  this 
oecarion,  it  broke  up  in  clifiPs  of  limestone,  marles,  and  sandstone,  and  the 
teav^ers  descended  by  a  pass  through  these  to  the  sandy  wadi  or  valley 
of  Al  Hasi,  with  clumps  of  wild  palm,  green  copses,  and  the  majestic 
ediel-tree;  and  beyond,  to  the  south,  sandy  swells,  succeeded  by  "a 
desert  more  horrible  even  than  the  Hamadah,"  composed  of  sandstone 
roeki^  and  valleys  covered  with  pebble  and  loose  blocks.  Mr.  Richardson, 
who  had  just  been  congratulating  himself  upon  the  change  from  the 
^  eternal  limestone"  to  sandstone,  as  soon  got  tired  of  the  latter,  when 
unrelieved  by  vegetation,  or  blackened  by  ttil  weather  to  a  kind  of 
basaltic  hue. 

On  die  26th  of  April  the  expedition  reached  Idri,  a  miserable  Saharan 
town,  with  about  twenty-five  houses,  built  on  a  small  mound  of  yellow 
day  and  rock,  in  a  narrow  valley,  with  salt  and  water,  date-trees,  and 
some  cultivation.  This  is  the  usual  kind  of  oasis  in  the  desert ;  poor  as 
it  was  the  sight  cheered  the  travellers,  and  a  whitewashed  marabuts 
sanctuary  appeared  quite  monumental.  Here  they  were  visited  by  the 
Kaid  of  the  district,  with  about  thirty  Arab  horsemen.  Beyond  this  the 
country  became  stiH  more  sandy,  but  alternated  with  wadis  vnth  pafan 
groves,  and  had  here  and  there  pvtides  of  coarse  herbage,  scattered  like 
black  spots  on  the  bright  white  swciace.     Lizards  and  black  beetles-^tho 
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tiered  beetle  of  the  Egyptian^-^were  the  sole  iidiabitants  of  these  deeo^ 
late  porticos  of  the  Sahara ;  the  former  is  6<dd  to  chfuage  in  species  with; 
the  nature  of  the  country*  Here  and  there,  one  or  two  palms  pointed  out. 
the  'whereahout3  of  a  buried  well.  On  the  1st  of  May  they  trav^ed 
fourteen  hours  over  this  heavy  sand,  with  the  hot  wind  breathing  fiercely, 
upon  it.  In  such  cases  the  heat  and  swinging  motion  of  the  camel  pro- 
duced a  slight  dizziness,  and  the  outer  world  assumed  a  hazy  indistinct-- 
ness  of  outiine— something  like  dream  landscapes,  "  There  is,"  saya 
Mr.  R.,  ^^  a  desert-intoxication,  which  must  be  felt  to  be  i^preciated." 

At  length  the  white  line  of  clifi&  of  Murzuk  came  in  view,  and  after 
descending  into  the  valley,  which  stretches  like  a  green  belt  between  the 
sapd  and  the  mountains  beyond,  they  had  villages,  and  water,  and  culti- 
vation, for  the  remainder  of  the  journey  to  the  capital  of  Fazzan,  which, 
they  reached  after  a  journey  of  thirty-nine  days  from  Tripoli,  and  where 
they  were  hospitably  received  by  the  Pasha  and  the  British  consul — the 
Ottoman  flag  nying  on  the  castle  in  honour  of  their  arrival 

Fazzan  is  in  reality  nothing  but  a  portion  of  the  Sahara  in  which  fer- 
tile valleys  occur  more  frequently  than  in  the  other  portions.  The  popu- 
lation of  the  province  is  estimated  at  26,000  souls,  of  whom  2000  inhabit 
Murzuk.  Among  the  curiosities  of  the  province  are  sulphur  mines  and 
natron  lakes,  in  which  a  land  of  worm  or  moUusk  appear  at  certain  sea- 
sons of  the  year,  and  is  eaten  like  sardines  as  a  relish. 

The  party  remained  at  Murzuk  from  the  6th  of  May  till  the  12th  of 
June,  1860,  detained  partly  by  preparations  for  the  journey,  and  partly 
waiting  for  certain  camel  loads  which  had  still  to  come  up.  Few  inci- 
dents worth  recording  marked  this  long  period  of  detention.  Mr.* 
Richardson,  on  his  part,  seems  to  have  Wn  mainly  occupied  in  corre- 
spondence and  preparations,  relieved  by  walks  in  tne  country  and  inter- 
cnange  of  dinner-parties  with  the  Pasha,  the  military  commandant,  the 
consul,  and  the  Greek  doctor  Paniotti.  The  Germans,  wearied  with  the 
delay,  started  on  the  12th  of  June  with  a  caravan  of  Tanalkum  Tawariks, 
evidently  somewhat  to  Mr.  Richardson's  annoyance.  Mr.  Richardson 
himself  did  not  start  till  the  25th,  and  then  evidently  harassed  and  dis- 
comfited by  the  expenses  and  peculations  attendant  upon  laying  in  storea 
and  presents  for  his  distant  journey.  The  weather  was  found  to  be  much 
more  temperate  in  the  open  country  than  in  the  city.  The  Tawariks, 
however,  to  our  author's  dismay,  would  only  travel  by  day  and  encamp  by 
*night  Their  camels,  also,  went  straight  on  their  way,  and  were  not 
allowed  to  browse,  as  was  the  case  with  the  Arab  camels.  Mr.  Richardson 
came  up  with  the  rest  ofthe  party  on  the  2nd  of  July;  all  were  the  better 
for  the  bracing  air  of  the  aesert.  On  the  8th,  they  found  some  bas- 
reliefs,  supposed  to  be  Egyptian,  cut  in  the  naked  sandstone  rocks  in  a 
wadi  called  that  of  Talazaghi,*  and  on  the  7th,  they  came  to  a  pass  in 
the  sandstone  rock,  so  narrow  and  deep  as  to  appear  to  have  been  pur- 
posely cut  out.  Beyond  this  their  way  lay  over  the  stony  plain  of  Tahiti, 
or  Taeeta,  with  the  Ghat  mountains  in  view.  Before  entering  fairly  into 
the  ^*  Land  of  Demons,"  as  the  country  of  the  Ghat  Tawariks  is  called  by 
themselves,  they  had  to  get  through  another  pass,  called  Abu  Laghlagh^ 

*  The  Gennans  call  this  Wadi,  Felisjiureh.— "  Joum.  Bpy.  Geo.  Socn"  voL  xzi.» 
p.  133* 
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in  wilidft  wet9  sereral  timdstone  rocks  swinginfi^  or  resting  on  a  small 
base  Kke  a  piTOt ;  regular  rooking  or  ordeal  stones  of  archaeologists ! 
'  B^Fond  tnis  the  oountiy  changed  to  slate  marl,  as  Dr.  Orerweg  at 
once  detennmed,  and  not,  as  Ondney  and  Mr.  Richardson  had  previonslj 
deeeiihed,  sandstone,  and  the  hills  and  mountains  assumed  a  peculiar 
castle-Hke  and  battlemented  appearance.  High  over  all  rose  the  Kasr 
Jaovn,  or  Castle  of  the  Ginn  :  a  huge  square  mass  of  rodr,  said  to  he  a 
daj  in  circmt,  and  hristling  ivith  turret-pmnacles,  some  of  which  must  he. 
700  fiBrt  in  height 

Nothing  (says  Mr.  Richardson)  but  its  magnitude  can  contince  the  eye  at  a 
distance  that  it  is  not  a  work  raised  by  human  hands,  and  shattered  by  time 
or  warfiuv.  ItSTast  disrupted  walls  tower  gigantically  over  the  plain.  Here, 
as  in  another  Pandemonium,  the  spirits  of  the  desert  collect  from  places  dis* 
tant  thousands  of  miles,  for  the  purpose  of  debate  or  prayer.  It  is  a  mosque 
as  well  asa  baU  of  council,  and  a  thesaurus  to  boot,  for  unimaginable  treasures 
are  buried  in  its  caverns.  Poor  people  love  to  forge  wealthy  neighbours  for 
themselves.  No  Tuarick  will  venture  to  explore  these  Titanic  dwellings,  for, 
according  to  old  comp^act,  the  tribes  of  all  these  parts  have  agreed  to  abstain 
from  impertinent  curiosity,  on  condition  of  receiving  advice  and  assistance 
from  the  spirit-inhabitants  of  their  countr}*.  In  my  mrmer  visit  I  nearly  lost 
my  life  in  an  attempt  to  explore  it,  and  was  supposed  to  have  been  misled  by 
mocking-spirits :  little  did  I  think  that  this  superstition  was  about  to  receive 
another  confirmation. 

The  Germans  were  tempted  to  run  all  chances  to  examine  this  great 
natural  curiosity,  and  the  life  of  one  of  them — ^Dr.  Barth — was  all  but 
saecifioed  to  his  seal.  The  adventure  is  thus  related,  as  having  oocnrred 
on  the  16th  of  July  : 

The  Germans  had  determined  to  go  and  examine  the  Kasar,  and  were  about 
to  start  just  as  I  came  out  of  my  tent.  They  had  had  some  altercation  with 
Hateetah«  because,  partly  for  superstitious  reasons,  he  would  not  give  them  a 

5uide,  and  they  had  made  up  their  minds  to  undertake  the  exploration  alone, 
saw  Dr.  Bartn  going  off  somewhat  stiffly  by  himself ;  Dr.  Overweg  came  to 
where  I  was  standing,  and  asked  Amankee,  my  Soudan  servant,  about  the  well 
near  the  Kasar,  and  then  also  went  off.  He  said  to  me,  "  I  shall  boil  the 
water  on  the  highest  point,  and  then  go  along  the  top  to  the  other  end.**  He 
was  taking  some  points  of  the  Kasar  with  the  compass,  and  I  observed  to  him, 
**  Take  the  eastern  point."  Tlien  he  started.  Vusuf  called  out  after  him, 
"  Take  a  camel  with  you,  it  is  very  distant."  Distressed  at  seeing  them  go 
alone,  I  told  Amankee  that  if  he  would  follow  I  would  give  him  a  present. 
He  agreed,  upon  the  condition  tlmt  he  should  not  be  expected  to  ascend  the 
Kasar ;  for  he  feared  the  Janoon.  We  then  gave  him  dates,  biscuits,  and  a 
skin  of  water,  and  he  started  after  Dr.  Overweg^  I  confess  1  had  my  fears 
about  them.  On  arriving  near  the  well,  we  pitched  our  tent  near  an  immense 
spreading  old  ethel,  which  afforded  us  some  shade.  I  watched  the  changing 
aspect  of  the  Kasar  nearly  all  the  time  of  our  three  hours*  ride  ;  and  could  not 
help  thinking  that  the  more  it  was  examined  the  more  marvellous  did  it 
appear.  I  then  looked  out  to  recognise  the  place  where  I  was  lost  four  years 
ago,  and  at  last  I  thoueht  I  could  distinguish  the  locality.  The  dav  wore  on. 
It  blew  gales  of  hot  wmd.  No  Germans  appeared,  although  it  had  been  told 
them  that  we  should  only  stop  during  the  not  hours  of  the  day.  However,  I 
auticipated  that  they  would  not  arrive  before  sunset.  Hateetah  sent  word» 
that  as  there  was  little  water  he  should  not  move  on  till  to-morrow.  This  was 
good  news  for  the  Germans. 

At  last,  about  fi^  o'clock,  p.m..  Dr.  Overweg  appeared.  He  had  experi- 
.enced  great  thirst  and  latigue  ;  bu^  having  the  assbtance  of  Amaukee,  be  got 
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baek  safe.  He  at  once  confssaed  his  fears  for  Dr.  Both.  I  Wyui  to  ffdnk 
this  geodeman  wnat  ekher  hanre  gone  to  Ghi^  or  tbit  MBe  ^Dcldenft  Ind 
be£illeDUm.  Soon,  ipfeed,  we  began  to  haife  gk>a«y  apfiiehaniiodB,  —A  to 
talk  seriously  of  a  seaich.  The  Tuarieks  were  mat  ^mxf  civil,  «ad  Hafoetih. 
threw  all  the  responsibility  of  the  safety  of  wa§  fi&w-travellm  on  me.  Dr. 
Overweg  and  several  people  went  out  in  tearch  of  Dr.  Barth  just  before 
sunset. 

Night  dosed  in ;  no  appearanoe  of  our  friencl.  I  hoisted  a  lamp  on  the  top 
of  the  ethd,  and  made  huge  fires  as  ihe  sun  went  dowiT,  in  hopes  that  their 
glare  might  be  seen  at  a  distance  from  the  Kasar.  Our  servants  reCnmed 
without  Dr*  Overweg.  He  had  promised  to  be  back  by  sunset,  and  I  began 
to  fear  some  accident  had  be&llen  him  likewise. 

The  evening  grew  late,  and  Hateetah  came  to  me,  in  a  very  nervous  state, 
to  inquire  after  the  Germans.  I  endeavoured  to  compose  hun  by  telling  faim 
the  responsibility  was  on  us,  and  not  on  him.  Dr.  Overweg  returned  at  mid- 
night. He  bad  thrown  into  ^e  d^ert  various  pieces  of  paper,  on  which  was 
written  the  direction  of  our  encampment  from  the  Kasar.  We  were  very 
uneasy,  and  slept  little,  as  may  be  imagined ;  hut  before  we  retired  for  thie 
niffht  Hateetah  arranged  a  eeneral  search  for  the  morning. 

I^ezt  morning,  accordingly,  at  daybreak  (16th),  the  sairch  was  commenced, 
by  two  camds  scouring  tlie  environs  of  the  desert.  Dr.  Overw^  wen|  with 
one  of  the  parties,  but  returned  at  noon,  bringing  no  news  of  Dr.  Earth. 
Amankee  with]  his  party  had,  however,  seen  his  footsteps  towards  the  north. 
This  was  most  important,  as  it  directed  our  attention  that  way,  and  we 
thought  no  more  of  his  having  gone  to  Gh^t.  We  now  calculated  that  our 
companion  had  been  twenty-four  hours  without  a  drop  of  water,  a  gale  of  hot 
vrind  blowing  all  the  time!  Dr.  Overweg  proposed  to  me  tlmt  we  should 
offer  a  consi&rable  reward,  as  the  last  effort.  He  mentioned  twemtf,  bat  I 
increased  the  sum  to  fifty  dollars.  This  set  them  all  to  work,  and  a  T«arick 
with  a  maharee  volunteered  to  search.  I  found  it  necessary,  however,  to 
give  him  two  dollars  for  going,  besides  the  proffered  reward;  he  left  at 
two  p.M.^  and  all  the  people  were  sent  off  by  Hateetah  a  couple  of  hours 
after  hira. 

This  was  a  dreadfully  exciting  day.  I  confess  that  as  the  afternoon  wore 
on  I  had  given  up  nearly  all  hope,  and  continued  the  s^rch  merely  as  a 
matter  of  duty.  I'ew  will  be  able  to  imagine  the  anguish  of  losing  a  friend 
under  such  circumstances  in  the  wide  desert,  where  you  may  for  ever  remain 
uncertain  how  he  came  by  his  death,  Aether  by  the  spear  of  a  bandit,  the 
claws  of  a  wild  beast,  or  by  that  still  more  deadly  enemy,  thirst.  Just  before 
sunset  I  was  preparing  fresh  fires  as  a  last  resort,  when  I  saw  one  of  our 
blacks,  the  little  Mahadee,  running  eagerty  towards  the  encampment.  Good 
news  was  in  his  very  step.  I  hastened  to  meet  him.  He  brought  the  joj'ftil 
intelligence  that  Dr.  Earth  had  been  found,  still  alive,  and  even  able  to  speak  I 
The  Tuarick  whom  I  had  despatched,  in  scouring  the  country  with  his  ma- 
haree, had  found  him  about  eight  miles  from  the  camp,  lying  on  the  ground, 
unable  to  move.  For  twenty-four  hours  he  had  remained  in  the  same  position, 
perfectly  exhausted  with  heat  and  fatigue.  Our  fires  had  not  been  unmarked 
by  him,  but  they  only  served  to  %how  that  we  were  doing  our  best  to  find 
him.  He  could  not  move  a  step  towards  them.  On  seeing  his  deliverers,  he 
could  just  muster  strength  to  say,  "  Water,  water !"  He  bad  finished  Ae 
small  supply  he  had  taken  with  him  the  day  before  at  noon,  and  had  from  that 
time  suffered  the  most  horrible  tortures  from  thirst.  He  had  even  drunk  his 
own  blood !  Twenty-eight  hours  without  water  in  the  Sahara!  Our  people 
could  scarcely  at  first  credit  tliat  he  was  alive  ;  for  their  saying  is,  that  no  man 
can  live  more  than  twelve  hours  when  lost  in  the  desert  during  the  heats  of 
summer. 

Dr.  Barth  was  how  brought  back  to  the  camp.  He  had  still  a  Supply  of 
biscuit  and  dates  with  him ;  but  eating  only  aggravates  the  torture  of  thirst. 
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tfiiod kfittfr  io curly  onaiifihocBMioiiB.    We  ftmad ntm  v«iy  tis€fol in 
Mitoriiig  bk  beakb. 

The  dttcta^  >bemgaf  afoburt  cflnstitatien,  was  bapfnly  wseU  6nou|^  to 
noaat  bis  camel  tbe  next  di^r,  mH  tbe  day  after  the  paiW  rawhad  <%at» 
■itaatodoatbegparvf  a  lefty  Ul,  ivfaicb  efieriooks  it  fiom  tlM»  noith. 
QJMt  k>  winwubli I  iiall  town  wtb  crarnhKry  walle  and  a  eiagle  mmaroty 
and  aa  oada  of  only  a  few  mihs  extent — a  mere  ftation,  in  fiiet,  for  aan* 
iraai  an  ibev  way  to  Sodan.  Tbe  inbabitants  art  of  Moonab  caigu^ 
but  poiiluad  anduna^  resides  enticdy  in  the  hands  of  Asghar  Tawanka 
ii£4a  Sahara.  £«my  Tawarik  ooBsidenbinDelf  akind  of  chief  aaooBH 
pared  widi  tbe  poovar  citiaens  or  peasants,  and  is  eanly  known  by  kss 
wfappin^  the  k>wer  part  of  bis  face  in  a  rooffler.  What  between  Aiab 
fliaikbs  and  Tawazik  rovers,  tbe  party  w«ie  tremeodoasly  fleeced  dmingp 
tkair  fkmj  ofauiua  da;^  at  this  place.  As  to  a  oommercial  treaty  to  bawa 
been  conduded  at  tbe  bet  faeat  sok  or  maiiBet,  k  may  as  vdl  be  dapo* 
sited  among  tbe  aKsfaxres  of  tbe  *'  endbanted  pidace"  just  descnbed. 

Beyond  Ghat  all  was  new  country — ^vall^  naexplored,  deserts  an- 
afaiMted,  countries  which  no  Eoropean  bad  ever  surveyed.  Before  tbem, 
aemewbere  in  tbe  heart  of  the  Sahara,  raised  into  magnifioenoe,  Mr- 
baps,  by  the  mirage  of  report,  was  die  kiagdoia  of  Aheer,  or  Hahu^— 
fiainr  of  Ibn  &tirtah  and  Leo  A&icanns;  Air,  of  Dr.  Berth  and  OFcr- 
weg— of  which  nodunc^  was  reaUy  known.  The  party  traTelled  under  the 
gn^anoe  of  soaae  tracbng  TawarScs  of  the  Kailni  tribe.  The  soenexy, 
instartii^,  was  varied  by  aHemate  rode  and  scaorty  vegetation,  and  there 
was  some  animal  bfe  in  tbe  shi^  of  vabuies,  eagles,  crows,  and  cpuois. 
Aasea  £rom  Sudan  were  also  seen  feeding  about  in  droves.  Tbe  route 
ky  as  mnial  ovor  rocky  plateaus,  alternating  with  valley  a,  totally 
different  iiom  die  notions  hitherto  entertained  of  the  Great  Sahara, 
supposed  to  be  a  continuous  desert  or  level  expanse  of  sand.  Widi 
some  £ew  exceptions,  Mr.  Richardson  remarks,  ^'  die  Sahara  is  a  region 
covered  by  comparatrvely  low,  rocky  hills,  ficmning  vall^  here  and 
there,  animlied  with  trees,  and  herbage,  and  water ;  and  when  so,  alwim 
nhaUted.  At  times  the  rocks  assumed  fiuitasdc  forms,  bristling  up  like 
aiorest  of  innes,  or  rising  up  in  die  Ibrm  of  castles  and  houses,  and  even  of 
groups  of  boman  beings.  ''AU  this,"  says  Mr.  Ridmrdson,  '^  is  bUck  sand- 
stone—hideously  black,  malovdy,  unsociable,  savage-lookbg.  '  Tis  a  mere 
wfldorncsB  of  rode,  tbiown  in  heaps  about,  with  vaUe3rs,  or  trendies,  or 
crevice  through  which  tbe  caravan  slowly  i/mids."  Here  and  there, 
aand  these  rocks,  were  also  lakes  or  pools  of  water,  most  gratefbl  to  tbe 
eye.  On  die  Ist  of  August  they  passed,  to  the  delight  of  all,  from  a 
naadfltom.'!  region  to  (me  of  granite.  The  gramte  was  (^tten  decon^iesed 
in  the  shape  cf  cones,  or  rose  up  like  sngar-loa&,  sometimes  to  an 
altitude  of  many  hundred  feet.  On  this  great  expanse  everything  appears 
to  be  different  to  what  it  is  in  more  favoured  countries ;  somewing  Hke 
what  one  may  suppose  a  dried-up  bottom  of  the  sea  to  be,  only  withont 
its  prodocts,  and  the  results  here  wrae  the  effects  of  time,  not  of  onrrents 
of  water.  A  little  black  bird,  with  white  head  and  tail,  was  the  only 
bird  of  die  desert—''  The  Bird  of  the  Desert^  Mr.  Richardson  empbati- 
eaUyeaflsit. 

At  tbe  well  of  Falaziaz  diey  fonnd  some  dates  buried  in  die  smmI  tot^ 
them  by  die  Taaalkwms,    Had  a  Irandrod  caravans  passed,  no  one  (says 
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Mr.  Rtehardson)  would  have  toticbed  iheoi !  It  if  a  p<nnt  of  honoar  to^ 
steal  nothing  thus  confided  to  the  desert  We  suspect  some  of  ouar 
Arctic  travellers  are  not  half  so  partictdar  with  the  caches  or  depots  of 
provisions  entrusted  to  the  snow.  Beyond  this,  footmarks  of  wild  oxen 
and  mouflons  were  first  nodced ;  next  came  ibe  valley  of  Amkin — a  deep' 
hollow,  surrounded  by  rugg^  and  savage-looking  mountains — the 
grand^  desert  prospect  they  had  yet  seen.  This  deep  dell  abounded 
in  trees  and  grass.  Pleasant^  also,  was  '*  the  shadow  of  a  great  rock  in  a 
weary  land.**  Man  is  fond  of  change,  and  our  p&r^»  in  thdr  fHcogi^eas 
onward,  vexed  by  the  continued  exactions  of  the  l^wariks  by  repeated) 
and  incessant  threats  and  stories  of  dangers,  began  to  tire  of  the  granitia 
country,  which  seemed  so  picturesque  on  first  entenng  upon  it.  The 
amount  travelled  each  day  was  also  too  great  for  persons  not  trained  to 
camel  riding  and  to  an  African  climate,  and  Mr.  lUchardson,  especially,, 
appears  to  nave  got  frequently  ill  and  in  low  spirits.  On  the  17  th  of 
August  they  reached  *'  The  Seven  Wells,''  at  the  frontiw  of  the  kingdom, 
of  Hahir,  perfectly  exhausted. 

On  leavmg  the  kingdom  of  Ghat  for  that  of  Hahir,  the  caravan  wa» 
loined  by  three  Haghars,  or  Tawariks  of  the  west,  whose  presence  gave 
rise  to  no  small  amount  of  apprehension.  About  this  time  abundance  of 
herbage  and  trees,  combined  with  a  Sudan  atmosphere  and  indications 
of  rain,  to  show  Uuit  they  had  entered  a  new  climate,  and  with  it  the 
inhabited  districts  of  Hahir.  The  borderers  managed,  however,  to  fleece 
the  caravan  of  fifty  pounds  sterling  and  nine  camels.  A  little  further  on 
they  were  again  mulcted  in  the  sum  of  thiry-five  pounds.  Progress 
among  the  fanatic  predatory  Arab  Tawariks  on  the  frontier  was  alike 
expensive  and  difficult.  Altc^ther  it  cost  150/.  to  get  to  Marabutin*— 
the  holy  city,  the  city  of  marabuts,  or  saints — ^but  themselves,  also,  aa 
abominable  robbers  as  the  roving  tribes.  At  this  point  the  expedition 
was  joined  by  a  small  escort  sent  by  Sultan  An  Nur,*  ^'  the  Sultan  of 
Light,"  to  convey  them  in  safety  to  the  capital,  but  they  were  robbed 
even  by  their  own  escort.  Tin  Tellust,  the  mighty  capital  of  the  Hahir, 
consisted  of  a  mass  of  houses  and  huts,  about  a  hundred  and  fifty  in 
number,  situated  in  the  middle  of  the  valley,  with  trees  here  and  there 
interspersed.  The  potent  Sultan  An  Nur  lived  in  a  long  mud  shed,  his 
subjects  were  either  beggars  or  robbers,  and  there  were  no  provisions  in 
the  town.  The  expedition  might  have  starved  in  the  ci4>ital  of  Hahir, 
but  for  a  few  biscuits  and  a  little  maccaroni  brought  with  them! 

The  ex{>editaon  remained,  however,  nigh  two  long  months  at  thir 
miserable  city  of  the  desert.  During  that  time,  Dr.  Barth  made  an  in- 
teresting journey  to  Akadaz,  the  results  of  which  have  already  been 
published  in  the  journal  of  the  Royal  Geographical  Society.  It  is  very 
much  to  be  reeretted  that  the  editor  of  the  present  work  has  not  cor- 
rected Mr.  Richardson's  African  etymologies  after  those  of  Drs.  Barth 
and  Overweg,  or  the  latter  as  corrected  by  the  geographical  editor. 
Thus  Mr.  Richardson  writes  Tin  Tellust,  Tintalous  ;  Tarajik,  Tajetterai  ; 
Tawarik — which  is  the  plural  of  Tarki,  and  Uie  general  name  assumed  by^ 
the  Berbers  in  the  Sahara  Tuarick,  &c. 

Dr.  Barth  described  the  country  between  Tin  Tellust  and  Akadas  as 

*  The  Germans  call  him  the  Emir  el  Nur,  Sheikh  of  the  Selowis. 
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mmmtaiiioa^  basaltic  formations  taldog  the  place  of  granite ;  extrem^j 
-neh  in  daom-trees  (the  forked  pakn),  and  abounding  in  libns,  ^ild  boars, 
gueUeSy  and  ostridbes.  A  kind  of  ape,  about  the  sixe  of  a  small  boy, 
was  also  seen  squatting  in  crowds  on  the  lower  hills.  "  The  worthy 
doctor,*  says  Mr.  Richard4lf,  ^^  seems  to  have  been  too  much  occupiea 
in  oc^leeting  geographical  data  to  preserve  many  picturesque  fiftcts  by  the 
way."  As^if  geogn^hical  data  could  not  be  picturesque  in  themselves  1 
The  doctor  arriTed  at  Akadaz  in  time  to  be  present  at  the  investiture  of 
the  Saltan  Abd-el-Kadir.  Akadaz  is  the  gpreat  central  point  for  the 
commerce  of  all  this  part  of  the  interior  of  Africa ;  but  the  population 
has  dwindled  down  from  some  50,000  to  7000  or  8000,  only  700  houses 
being  inhabited.  The  appearance  of  the  town  is  now  that  of  an  almost 
rained  or  deserted  place. 

Soon  after  the  doctor^s  return  (Nov.  2nd)  an  attempt  was  made  to 
start  for  Damargu  ;  but,  as  Dr.  Barth  says  in  his  letter  to  Dr.  Beke, 
^  detained  like  prisoners,"  by  Shaikh  An  Nur,  they  only  got  half  an  hour's 
journey  from  'Hn  Tellust,  where  they  remained  encamped  till  the  12th 
of  December !  The  weather  was  luckily  cool,  at  times  overcast  with 
rain,  sometimes  foggy,  and  only  warm  at  mid-day.  Once  really  started^ 
thdr  route  lay  in  a  southerly  direction,  through  a  district  of  crystalline 
rocks  ;  ihe  -valleys  well  clad  with  trees  and  other  vegetation.  There 
was  also  an  abundant  animal  Hfe.  The  expedition  travelled  in  company 
with  one  of  An  Nur*s  salt  caravans.  As  they  advanced,  trees  became  so 
thick  as  to  deserve  the  name  of  forests,  to  which  the  daum-palm  im- 
XMffted  a  tropical  character.  At  Damargu  the  party  divided,  Dr.  Barth 
going  to  Kanu,  and  .Overweg  to  Mahidi,  while  Mr.  Richardson  pro- 
ceeded onwards  with  An  Nur  to  Zindar. 

On  the  13th  tiie  latter  reached,  to  his  infinite  delight,  the  frontiers  of 
Banm,  and  the  next  day  rode  into  Zindar,  a  large  negro  town  of  some 
10,000  inhabitants,  under  Sultan  Ibrahim.  Corn-stacks  and  field  grana- 
ries stood  in  the  open  country;  everywhere  improvement  was  visible. 
The  Sultan  and  his  people  were  not  only  friendly,  but  was  most  kind  and 
heritable ;  and  after  tiie  treatment  received  from  the  Tawariks,  ^'  the 
wortd,**  as  our  traveller  twice  records  in  his  journal,  "  seemed  turned 
upside  down.**  The  Sultan,  or  Shaikh  of  Zindar,  is  tributary  to  the 
l^iaikh,  or  Sultan  of  Kuka,  who  is  said  to  possess  100,000  cavalry.  The 
town  of  Mandi,  in  the  same  kingdom,  is  reported  to  be  twice  the  size  of 
Zindar,  and  both  cities  are  supported,  not  by  legitimate  commerce,  but 
by  ghazzias,  or  razzias,  carried  into  neighbouring  countries  in  pursuit  of 
slaves. 

Mr.  Bichardson  stopped  here  till  the  9th  of  February,  when  he  started, 
for  the  first  time,  on  tiie  Sahara  on  horseback ;  wate;  and  herbage  abound- 
ing in  Sudan.  The  country  also  produced  abundance  of  cotton,  tobacco, 
indigo,  pepper,  and  many  other  valuable  articles  of  trade.  K  Africa 
was  a  civilised  country,  tne  great  Central  Belt  would  be  one  of  the 
wealthiest  and  most  favoured  countries  in  the  world,  notwithstanding  its 
intotropical  position.  As  it  is,  it  is  a  mere  nursery  for  slaves  on  a  large 
scale.  Mr.  Richardson  had  a  strange  idiosyncrasy  for  getting  quickly 
weary  of  every  new  region  he  entered  upon.  He  had  not  travelled 
many  days  in  Sudan,  when  he  writes :  '^  I  am  afrmd  I  shall  soon  get  tired 
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xi  tfab  negro  popaktbo,  and  &Q8e  ^oftna  tSk  knft  aid  d  ptopbd  in:  tfi0 
aaine  maantfr.  On  the  14tk  he  reached  Qfoeu,  a  tonB  with  a  popiii»> 
lion  of  abonb  7000  eo«]%  nnder  a  negro  ralUm^  who  exhihited  andi 
bafharic  splendour.  On  die  19th  he  left  this  plane  for  Kda^  en  Lake 
Tsady  hy  a  move  dsMort  eonntry^  with  ocdAkxad  Ibreota  of  ^umi^  and 
valleys  wkh  water  and  aqoatio  Tegetatiott*  Aroand  the  Yillaeee  were 
oultiTarien  ef  wheats  eottofa,  and  pepper.  Mr.  Biehardaen  had  now 
renoonted  hia  cam^  and  felt  lose  hJ&gne.  Thn  wwithar  waa  eooL  at 
niffhty  bnt  Ae  son  bwat  fiercety  at  noon.  Then  great  diangea  appear 
to  nare  led  to  hia  £Ea»i  illness.  His  journal  oeaaaa  swldenly  on  the  saooad 
day^  journey  from  QcanL  It  appear^  freaa  Dr.  Bardi'a  aoeonn*  of  has 
deaths  that  he  got  (m  as  ftr  as  Ungnsctas  only  nz  daya^  j/Bnney  from 
Knka. 

I  DOW  shall  send  you  a  short  account  of  Mr.  Richaidsoni^  death,  as  fiir  as 
I  was  able  to  make  oat  the  cifcunistuices  from  his  servant.  Bfc  Richardson 
ia  said  to  have  left  Zinder  in  the  best  heakh,  thoagh  it  is  probable  that  he  fek 
atoul^  lery  weak  while  he  waa  tfaeie :  fbr»  aocoBding  to  the  man  whom  he 
hired  m  Zinder  as  bis  dragoounv  he  had»  while  tfaere»  a  dream  that  a  bird 
came  down  from  the  sky,  and  when  sitting  on  the  branch  of  a  tree,  the  branch 
broke  off  and  the  bird  fell  down  to  the  earth.  Mr.  Richardson  being  rerj 
much  affected  by  this  dream,  went  to  a  man  who  from  a  huee  book  ezpfadns 
to  the  people  their  dreams.  On  the  man^s  telling  him  that  nia  dream  meant 
death,  he  seems  really  to  have  anticipated  that  he  would  not  reach  the  pri»- 
cipal  object  of  bis  journey.  But,  nererthelessy  he  seemed  to  be  quite  wdJ, 
mounting  even  the  horse  which  the  Governor  of  Zinder  had  made  him  a 
present  o(  as  fiir  as  Minyo,  when  he  h^ged  the  governor  to jzive  him  a  camel, 
which  be  mounted  thenceforward.  He  felt  notoriously  ill  in  Kadalebria, 
eleven  or  twelve  days*  journey  from  here  (Kuka);  and  he  is  said  by  his 
servant  to  have  taken  different  kinds  of  medicines,  one  after  the  odier:  from 
which  you  may  conclude  that  he  dSd  not  know  himself  what  wns  his  ilfness. 
Mr.  Richardson  never  could  bear  the  sun,  and  the  sun  being  very  poweifol  at 
^hb  tiaoe  of  the  year,  it  must  have  affbcted  him  i«ry  onieh.  I  tfamk  thia  to  be 
the  diief  reason  of  his  death ;  at  least  he  seems  not  to  have  had  a  regular 
fever.  He  was  happy  to  reach  the  large  town  of  Rangarvia  after  a  journey 
of  three  short  days,  and  had  the  intention  of  returning  from  here  directly  to 
Tripoli,  without  touching  at  Kuka  and  the  low,  hot  plain  of  Bomou,  which 
he  was  affrightened  of  very  much.  He  ofibred  200  mahboubs  for  a  guide  to 
conduct  him  directly  to  the  road  to  Bilma ;  but  there  being  no  road  from 
here,  and  no  guide  having  been  founds  it  was  necoBsary  first  to  go  So  Kuka. 

life.  Bichar&on,  therefinre,  seems  to  have  taken  strona  medicines ;  in  cnaae^ 
qnence  of  wluch,  in  the  evening  of  the  third  d^  of  tneir  halt  at  Rangarvia, 
aifWr  bavins  taken  a  walk  through  the  town,  he  felt  well  enough  to  nx  his 
outset  for  the  next  morning.  But  this  day  being  rather  a  long  one,  and  the 
sun  being  very  powerful,  he  became  very  tired  and  unwell ;  and  the  more 
so  as,  notwithstanding  his  illness,  he  had  not  left  off  drinking  milk,  even  on 
his  camel,  mixing  some  brandj  with  it.  Having  recovered  a  little  durmg 
the  night,  he  moved  on  the  next  morning,  but  ordered  a  halt  about  noon,  on 
account  of  his  weakness.  Having  started  again  at  sanast^  they  encamped  at 
nadnigfat.  The  next  day,  after  a  short  jottmey»  they  reached  the  Wady  M^« 
take.  Mr.  Richardson  seemed  to  feel  much  better,  and  drank  milk  and  a 
little  jura,  besides  rice.  From  this  place,  on  the  last  day  of  Kebiasel-awel» 
*  the  caravan,  after  but  a  two-hours*  march,  reached  the  village  called  Unsu- 
rutua,  when  Mr.  Richardson  soon  felt  so  weak  that  he  anticipated  his  deaUi ; 
and  leaving  the  hut  Tuyere  he  was  established)  for  his  tent,  told  his  dragoman, 
Mahommcd  Bu  Saao,  that  he  would  die^    Being  consoled  by  han  that  ma  iB^ 
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ness  was  of  no  consequence,  he  assured  him  seyeral  times  that  he  had  no 
streneth  at  all ;  and  indeed  his  pulse  ceased  aUnost  tQ  beat.  He  b^an,  then, 
to  rub  his  feet  with  vine^r,  and  applied  the  same  sevend  times  to  his  head 
and  shoulders.  After  which,  in  the  absence  of  his  servants^  he  poured  water 
abo  over  himself;  so  that,  when  they  returned  after  a  few  moments,  diey 
found  him  quite  wet.  To  counteract  the  bad  effect  of  this  proceeding,  they 
began  to  rub  him  with  a  little  oil.  In  the  evening  he  took  a  little  food,  ajod 
tmd  to  sleep ;  but  notwithstanding  that  he  seems  to  have  taken  soasethi^  to 
bring^  cm  sleep,  he  threw  himself  restless  from  one  side  to  the  other,  calung 
ins  wife  several  times  by  her  name.  After  having  walked  out  of  his  tent  with 
tbe  assistance  of  his  servant,  he  ordered  tea,  ^d  remained  restless  on  his  bed. 
WfaM  It  was  pest  midnight,  his  M  dragoman,  Tusuf  Moknee,  who  watched 
SI  his  tent,  mid»  some  coH^  in  order  to  ke^  himself  awake ;  upon  which 
Mr.  Bkbaidsoo  demaaded  a  cup  of  coffee  for  ^mself :  but  his  hand  being  so 
weak  that  he  could  scarcely  raise  the  cup,  he  said  to  Moknee :  "  Tergamemk> 
U^r — ^  Your  office  as  dragoman  is  finWhed)"  and  repeated  .severS  times^ 
with  a  broken  voice,  ^  Forza  ma/uhe^  forxa  mqfitihe  te-kouT^ — ^I  hava  no 
strvngtb,  I  have  no  strength,  I  tell  you,*'  at  the  same  time  laying  Mahommed's 
band  <m  his  shoulder.  Feeline  death  approaching,  he  got  up  in  a  sitting  pos- 
tmen bciog  supported  by  Muiommed,  and  soon  expired,  after  three  times 
deep  breathmg.  H«  was  entir^  worn  out,  and  died  quietly,  about  twa 
after  Mkinighl,  Tuesday*  4th  Mardi  (Jumed«l^we)),  withaut  tba  kait 
•tnig^ 

The  aooooni  here  given  of  Mr.  BiebardKnx  hsving  yery  probably  hi 
has  eortieme  aaziety  over-dosed  hmisdf,  meets  vnth  some  corroboration  m 
Ae  fiMrt  of  hk  reeord^i^  hmumlf  as  having  administered  two  ounces  of 
adts  to  an  umrtimate  native  vrho  appealed  to  him  for  mescal 
Bt.  il  is  evident  that  the  dimate  had  &  very  depressing  effect 
B,  and  thai,  oombiBed  with  fiitigue  and  anxiety,  was  enough  to 
low  Bervons  fever.  To  idl  who  feel  interested  in  travel  and 
J  Ae  joamBl  he  has  left  behind  him  will  ever  be  referred  to  as 
a  work  of  infinite  hiterest  The  eountries  to  which  he  penetrated  were 
J  new — ^in  great  part  untrodden  by  foot  o£  finropeans;,  and 
:  o£  to  the  present  as  sandy  deserts  and  rockj  w3demesses.  The 
teteDy  difieaent  aspeets  of  thii4;8,  the  now  wild  picturesque  regions 
peopU  by  equally  vrild  predatory  Tawmks ;  the  more  fertile  wooded 
aiM  wataied  regions,  frequented  by  the  lion,  the  ^rsffe^  the  wild  ox,^  the 
oalndiy  the  guinea  fowl,  and  a  hundred  other  remarkable  forms  of  animal 
life;  nd  h^y,  Ae  fertile  ikh,  and  populous  territory  of  the  nc^  Sultans 
cldtAoA  and  Bumu,  are  all  successively  brought  before  us  with  a  lively, 
giifhic  pen,  eroeeially  l^^dtous  in  conveying  pleasing  and  distinct 
ins  of  VMBse  mkfmt,  strange^  littie  known,  and  wondrous  countries. 
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It  wfts  a  very  considerable  time  after  Mr.  Ailsa's  departme,  which, 
not  haying  been  announced  previously,  came  upon  the  village  of  Ebury 
like  an  electric  shock,  ere  the  steeple-cbase  raided  from  its  every-day 
thoughts.  Indeed,  it  left  behind  it  consequences  to  last  as  a  memorial ; 
rendering  it,  to  the  inhabitants,  a  sort  of  national  event  to  date  from,  such 
as  William  of  Normandy  conquering  England,  the  rebellion  of  Cromwell, 
or  the  murder  of  Percival. 

To  the  astonishment  of  all,  Tom  Hardwick  did  not  die.  He  lay  for 
many,  many  months,  we  may  almost  say  ^ears,  in  agony,  and  partially 
recovered  to  remtun  a  shattered,  helpless  cnpple.  In  this  suffering  state 
he  continued,  looking  for  no  improvement  on  this  side  the  grave,  to 
whatever  period  his  life  might  be  prolonged.  On  fine  days  he  was 
placed  in  a  hand-carriage,  and  drawn  about  the  village— *the  once 
brilliant  Tom — virhat  a  cmmge!  His  old  friends  and  associates  would 
caU  in  at  his  lodgings,  or  walk  by  his  side  as  he  was  drawn  about, 
relating  all  the  scraps  of  news  they  could  pick  up,  to  cheer  his  spirits. 
Emily  Bell  would  often  join  him,  though  without  hope  of  flirting — all 
idea  of  which  for  him,  poor  fellow,  was  at  an  end  for  ever.  Neither  did 
Emily  herself  seem  to  pursue  the  amusement  so  strenuously  as  before. 
Whether  it  was  the  sudden  departure  of  James  Ailsa  that  affected  her 
spirits,  or  the  accident  to  Tom,  or  that  the  Ebury  beaux  were  growing 
shy  of  her,  could  not  be  decided,  but  from  about  the  time  of  the  steeple- 
ckase,  the  village  saw  very  little  of  Enuly's  flirtations. 

Now  it  is  very  probable  that  what  has  further  to  be  related  d  James 
Ailsa,  will  appear  too  romantic  to  be  true.  The  reader  may  say,  it  will 
do  for  fiction :  not  for  real  life.  But  let  him  not  continue  in  his  unbelief. 
This  tale  is  one  of  real  life ;  one  that  was  enacted  not  very  long  ago ; 
and  there  are  many  living  who  could  testify  to  it :  othermse,  it  never 
would  have  been  penned.  Barren  of  event  the  general  reader  may  deem 
it ;  devoid,  perhaps,  of  interest  It  would  have  been  easy  to  embdlish  it 
with  incidents  that  never  occurred,  rendering  it  far  more  interesting  as  a 
story,  but  the  strict  truth  would  not  then  have  been  adhered  to.  Every 
word  in  it  is  fact,  even  to  that  sinfrd  vrish  of  James  Ailsa's,  as  his  rival 
rode  past  him  on  the  morning  of  the  steeple-chase,  and  its  startling 
fulfilment.  The  writer  felt  this  explanation  to  be  necessary,  if  only  in 
apology  for  a  tale  that  has  so  little  of  event  to  recommend  it 

Closely  following  upon  Ailsa's  departure  from  Ebury,  Mr.  Winninton 
received  a  certain  appUcation  from  Sir  John  Gaunt  Sir  John  was  the 
lord  of  the  manor  of  Ebury,  and  the  adjacent  lands.  He  vras  the  owner 
of  a  large  estate  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  had  also  become  the 
proprietor,  by  purchase,  of  no  inconsiderable  portion  of  the  village  of 
Ebury,  the  house  occupied  by  the  Bells  forming  part  of  it  Sir  John 
Gaunt  was  a  widower,  and  had  recently  lost  his  only  child,  a  young  man 
in  the  first  bloom  of  life.  He  had  come  of  age  but  the  year  before,  which 
had  been  celebrated  by  rejoicings  far  and  near — they  little  thought  how 
soon  his  course  would  be  run.     Sir  John  had  long  been  in  ill  health,  and 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


A  Turn  in  the  Leaf  of  Life.  9S 

the  grief  caused  by  his  son's  death  augmented  his  disorder.  His  physicians 
ordered  him  to  seek  change  of  scene  in  travel ;  and  the  purport  of  his 
application  to  Mr.  Winninton,  who  was  an  old  6iend  cf  his,  was  to 
inquire  if  he  knew  any  medical  man  who  would  accompany  him  as 
traT^ling  companion,  and  medical  attendant. 

Mr.  Winninton  at  once  thought  of  James  Ailsa :  he  greatly  esteemed 
and  respected  him,  and  he  knew  that  he  could  most  conscientiously 
recommend  him  to  Sir  John  Gaunt,  as  being  in  every  way  qualified  for 
the  post  The  old  surgeon  felt  indignant  at  the  treatment  Ailsa  had 
received  in  Ebury :  perhims  he  saw  no  objection  to  the  writing  of  love- 
ktters :  perhaps  he  thought  the  whole  of  the  blame  lay  with  Miss  Bell, 
who  had  certainly  b^^n  the  flirtation  herself,  and  had  drawn  AUsa  on« 
If  they  must  have  been  separated,  arched  the  doctor  one  day  to  a  whole 
coodave  of  village  gossips,  it  might  have  been  accomplished  Hndly  and 
quietly,  without  all  that  publicity  and  holding-forth  of  Ailsa  to  general 
contempt.  Had  they  spoken  to  nim,  he  could  have  told  them  traits  in 
Aika's  character  which  might  compensate  for  more  substantial  quahfica- 
tioos  possessed  by  others  who  were  held  in  hifl^h  fiEivour.  Not  that  he 
wodd  have  had  them  marry  off-hand,  confident  of  living  upon  air 
or  practice  to  come — no  such  thing.  But  they  were  both  young, 
and  might  have  waited.  Ailsa  was  a  clever  man  in  his  profession,  and 
hadyears  before  him. 

However,  Mr.  Winninton  spoke  in  Ailsa's  fiEivour  to  Sir  John  Gaunt, 
who  accepted  the  recommendation ;  and,  all  preliminaries  being  arranged, 
tfiey  le£i  England  toeeUier. 

The  steeple-chase  killed  one  person,  eventually,  if  not  at  the  moment* 
Poor  old  Squire  Hardwick,  broken-hearted  at  the  accident  to  his  fiEivourite 
son,  was  in  less  than  six  months  afterwards  laid  in  his  grave.  There  was 
little  provision  left  for  Tom :  the  estates  were  entailed  upon  the  eldest  son^ 
and  the  portion  settled  on  the  younger  children  was  but  small.  The 
squire  scraped  together  what  he  could  for  his  unfortunate  son,  which  was 
not  mndi,  his  reign  having  been  too  profuse  and  liberal  to  leave  many  re- 
sources at  his  command,  and  with  his  dying  breath  left  him  to  the  care  of 
his  hdr.  And  that  heir,  so  fiur  as  real  assistance  went^  neglected  Uie  in- 
junction. 

Mr.  Francis  Hardwick,  now  the  squire,  took  up  his  residence  at  the 
Hall.  Mary  remained  there  as  its  mistress,  for  her  brother  was  un- 
married. It  was  yet  to  be  seen  what  sort  of  a  life  he  would  lead,  whether 
a  roistering,  tuming-night-into-day  one,  as  his  father  and  Tom  had  doni^ 
or  one  of  a  more  rational  description.  Not  a  great  deal  was  known  in 
the  village  of  Mr.  Frank  Hardwick's  character  and  pursuits,  for  he  had 
been  seldom  at  Ebury  since  he  grew  to  man's  estate.  It  was  rumoured 
that  he  was  close-handed ;  but  if  so,  quoth  the  village  gossips,  he  was  not 
a  true  Hardwick. 

Ebuiy  returned  to  its  usual  quietness — doubly  quiet  now  that  Mr.  Tom 
Hardwick's  freiUcs  couM  not  enliven  it — and  for  a  long  time  nothing 
oeconed  worthy  of  note.  It  did  at  last,  however.  Mr.  Bell  got  specu- 
kdiiff  with  his  money,  and — as  a  natural  sequence— turned  it  mto  ducks 
tnd  drakes.  Ebuiy  awoke  one  fine  morning  to  find  that  Mr.  Bell  was 
rmaed :  nothine  remained,  it  was  understood,  but  the  income  of  Mrs.; 
Bdl— a  mere  [nttance.     This  sort  of  misfortune  usually  brings  a  houae* 
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holdtoAclfaoaxyjaditdidBO'mdiihML    Thqr  sold  off  thdri 
•ad  departed  for  Loadon. 

For  soiae  years  afterwards  little  was  heard  of  ihem,  bat  at  that  period 
Sir.  Wiiminton,  having  a  yaoaacy  for  an  appcentice^  wrote  to  Mrs.  Bell, 
and  offered,  widi  a  kindness  of  heart  that  did  him  hononr,  to  take  her 
youngest  son  without  premionb^an  offer  which  was  most  thankfidlj 
accepted.  So  the  lad  arrived  at  Eboiy— «a  tall  young  shaver  of  fonrteeo; 
with  a  capacioas  forehead,  and  lanky  black  hair. 

And  now  for  James  Ailsa  again — ^for  you  don't  suppose  his  going 
abroad  with  Sir  John  Gaunt  was  the  wonderful  thing  I  had  to  teU  yon 
about  him.  He  and  'Sir  John  remained  on  the  Continent  for  many 
years,  the  latter  growing  wonderfully  attached  to  him.  The  first  preju- 
dice he  took  in  fovour  of  Ailsa  was  a  resemblance  he  saw,  or  £uu»ed  he 
saw,  in  his  peison  and  manners  to  his  deceased  son.  But  i^iart  irwxi  this, 
wbem  he  became  thoroughly  acquainted  with  Ailsa»  it  was  impossiUe  for 
him  to  be  otherwise  than  attached  to  him. 

Sir  John  struggled  on  with  his  malady;  sometimes  he  would  be 
better,  sometimes  not ;  gradually,  however,  growing  worse  upon  the 
whole  ;  and  at  length  he  returned  to  Englanid — to  die.  Ailsa  remained 
with  him  to  the  last — to  part  with  him  now  would  have  beei  to  Sir  John 
almost  like  partii^  with  ufe.  But  that  dread  moment  was  not  long  in 
coming  for  him. 

When  Sir  John  Gannt's  will  was  opened,  it  was  found  he  had  left  most 
substantial  proof  of  his  r^ard  for  Ailsa.  All  his  property  in  the  village 
of  Ebury,  consisting  of  houses  and  land,  was  bequeathed  to  him,  widi  a 
ocmsiderable  sum  in  money,  and  other  property  of  value. 

Now  hsace  was  a  strange  thing.  That  young  man,  the  hnmUe  assis- 
tant to  the  country  surgeon,  had  been  thrust  from  the  village  but  seven 
years  before,  despised  by  its  aristocrats,  contemptuondy  rejeeted  by  the 
Bells,  and  trampled  down,  as  ooe  deserving  the  quintessence  of  seom,  by 
Mi.  Tom  Hardwiek.  Yet  now  he  returned  to  them  a  rich  man,  a  landed 
proprietor,  an  equal  to  all  round  about,  be  they  whom  they  might.  Yoa 
will  agree  with  me  in  saying  that  it  was  passing  strange. 

It  was  like  a  dream  to  Ebury,  or  one  of  those  electric  shocks  talked  of 
before,  when  the  house  formerly  occupied  by  the  Bells  was  put  into  orna- 
mental repair,  preparatory  to  James  Ailsa's  taking  up  his  residence  there. 
All  the  village  flocked  to  see  the  fomiture  before  its  owner's  arrival,  hoax 
the  squire's  newly-married  lady  to  good  Miss  Winnint<Hi's  cook,  who  had 
grown  old  in  her  service.  Ailsa  had  chosen  it  in  London  and  sent  it 
down  :  plain  and  unobtrusive  it  proved  to  be,  to  the  intense  disappcnnt- 
mentof  the  gapinsf  visitors,  but  with  a  quiet  degance  pervading  the 
whole.  Many  conjectures  had  been  hazarded,  wh^  the  news  of  Ailaa's 
fortune  firat  reached  f^ury,  as  to  how  he  would  dispose  of  himself  and 
his  wealth,  and  where  he  would  make  his  future  residence,  the  bets  bein^ 
fifiy  to  one  against  Ebury.  It  was  thought  by  many  tfaAt  he  had  had 
CBMWigh  of  the  place.     The  question  was  finally  set  at  rest  by  his  arrival. 

He  was  little  altered,  looking  scarcely,  if  any,  older ;  his  pale  oom- 
aleauon  was  somewhat  browned  by  travel,  and  his  manners  were  unaasom* 
mg  and  gentlemanly  as  usual,  x^ot  a  whit  of  assumption  or  selfKWoae^ 
qaence  Imd  his  gooa  fortune  brought  him. 
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IL 

te  the  8itting-TOom  of  a  small,  eonfiaed  leaideaee  on  the  ontekirtB  of 
Loadop^  sat  Mrs.  Bell  with  her  thzee  daughter!.  The  once  confinned 
iavalid,  sinoe  ahe  had  been  roused  thnmgh  poverty  to  exertion,  had 
l«guned  her  health,  and  was  looking  better  than  when  fomeily  known 
to  the  leader.  She  was  in  widow's  weeds,  indicating  that  her  hudiand 
had  left  this  wodd  for  another;  bat,  &om  &e  coloured  dresses  of  her 
chUdran,  it  might  he  infaned  the  event  had  not  been  a  recent  one. 
Hmst  attiie  bore  the  marks  of  gentility,  though  differing  widely  firom 
the  handsome,  £owing  robes  they  had  once  worn. 

It  was  the  dndc  of  ev^ung ;  and  Emily  was  seated  on  a  low  stool,  hdd<* 
ing  a  letter  m  her  hand,  wmdi  ^  looked  over  by  firelight,  sometimes 
lajoag  it  on  her  1^  as  if  in  thonght,  and  then  again  recmring  to  it 

« I  do  think  1  should  like  to  go,  mamma,*'  she  said  at  length. 
«  PoJly,  be  cpnet" 

«  Bead  the  letter  to  us  ag^  Emily,"  said  Mrs.  Bell  <<  I  only 
skimmed  the  heads  of  it  when  it  came  this  morning,  I  was  so  busy  with 
the  pudding,  and  I  have  had  no  time  to  locdc  at  it  since.  Polly,  my  dear, 
you  heard  your  sister  tell  you  to  be  quiet  Don't  dance  i^ot,  but  sit 
down  and  listen." 

Erailj  stirred  the  fire  into  a  blaze,  and  began  to  read : 

'^  Deab  Mamma, 
^  I  really  dui  not  think  it  could  have  been  five  months  since  I  wrote, 
tin  your  letter  came  to  remind  me  last  week,  and  I  am  qmte  ashamed 
Bot  i/o  have  answered  your  two  last,  and  Miss  Winninton  is  veiy  angry 
about  it  too ;  bat  indeed,  dear  mamma,  I  have  been  very  busy  lately. 
Mr.  Winninton  says  I  get  on  very  well.  I  bled  a  person  the  other  day : 
it  was  that  barber's  man  round  tiie  comer ;  he  who  had  used  to  be  always 
drinking,  you  know.  He  fell  down  in  a  fit  okjse  by  our  door,  and  they 
btoii^t  lum  in  to  the  surgery.  Mr.  Winninton  and  Mr.  Tuok  were 
out,  and  1  tried  the  lancet,  ana  used  it  famously,  and  saved  the  man's 
lifii.  Iti's  reckoned,  I  can  assure  you,  a  great  feather  in  my  cap,  down 
hero.  Tm  goii^  into  tooth-drawing  next ;  but  that  requires  miucle  and 
nerve,  and  Mr.  Tuck  says  I  am  deficient  in  both  at  present  Mr.  and 
Ifiss  Wimdnton  are  so  kind :  what  do  you  think  they  did,  mamma? 
Becaose  my  best  cbthes  were  getting  shabW,  they  have  had  a  ne^^  suit 
made  fiv  me  as  a  psesent-nm^  beauties !  Mt  I  think  the  trousers  were 
made  out  <^  some  of  Mr.  Winninton's  old  ones,  for  he  used  to  wear  a 
pur  just  like  tiiem— gr^  stripes.  I  have  got  a  message  for  you  from 
Miss  Winninton — won  t  it  maJte  Emily  dance  !  She  sends  her  respects 
or  love  or  something  of  that,  and  she  says  dbe  wants  to  ask  you  a  fevour. 
It  18  diat  you  will  send  Emily  to  Ebury  to  visit  her  fiur  two  or  three 
months.  She  says  tiie  pleasant  spring-time  is  coming  on,  and  she  would 
fike  her  to  oome  mmiediately.  She  begs  you  to  excuse  her  writing  her- 
sd^  because  her  eyes  are  so  much  dinuner  than  they  were,  but  you  are 
to  write  back  to  her  in  a  wedc  at  fiirthest,  and  say  which  day  Emily  will 
bs  witii  us.  And  Mr.  Winninton  says  I  am  to  tell  you  Emily  shall  be 
weQ  taken  care  of,  and  that  he  will  take  no  excuse.    Do  let  her  coaa, 
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^*  And  now  I  have  got  some  news  to  tell  you.  Do  you  remember  Mr. 
Ailsa,  who,  when  I  was  a  little  boy,  was  a  partner  or  asdstant  of  Mr. 
Winninton's,  and  went  traTelling  afterwards  with  Sir  John  Gaunt  ?  Well, 
Sir  John  Craunt  is  dead,  and  he  has  left  a  fortune  to  Mr.  Ailsa^  money 
and  houses,  and  all  sorts  of  things.  He  left  him  a  carriage  and  a  pair 
of  hones — they  are  bays,  so  tall ! — and  lots  of  plate  and  books.  Mr. 
Tuck  says  if  it  were  mm  he  should  sell  the  musty  old  books,  and  he 
should  buy  a  second  pair  of  bays  to  match  the  others,  and  drive  four-in- 
hand.  He  thinks  Mr.  Ailsa  would  look  first-rate  with  the  ribbons  in  his 
hands,  and  four  blood  horses  before  him.  And  our  old  house  is  left  to 
him,  mamma,  and  Mr.  Ailsa  is  come  back  here,  and  lives  at  it.  It  is 
done  up  beautifully,  and  he  has  made  great  improvements.  I  Hke  Mr. 
Ailsa  so  much :  he  gave  me  half  a  sovereign  on  Easter  Monday  because 
it  was  a  holiday.  He  does  not  forget,  you  see,  that  boys  like  to  have  some 
tin  in  their  pockets  on  a  holiday. 

"  I  hope  Emily  will  come :  I  am  sure  she  will  find  me  grown.  And 
tell  her  if  she  should  want  to  be  bled  while  she's  here,  I  can  do  it  for  her, 
and  I  know  Mr.  Tuck  will  take  out  her  teeth  for  nothing.  Good-by, 
dear  mamma;  give  my  love  to  all  at  home,  particularly  to  Poll,  and  be- 
lieve me  to  remain,  / 

"  Your  affectionate  son, 

"  Edwabd  Bell. 

"  P.S. — I  forgot  to  say  that  poor  Tom  Hardwick  told  me  to  remem- 
ber him  to  you  whenever  I  wrote.  He  is  very  weU,  considering,  and  is 
often  going  about  in  his  chair. 

"  P.S.  «ie  2nd. — I  fear  you  will  think  me  a  very  slovenly  writer  witb 
my  postscripts,  but  I  must  tell  you  I  had  a  ride  on  Mr«  Ailsa's  saddle- 
horse  yesterday.  He  knows  I  am  a  good  rider,  so  trusted  me  on  him. 
It's  a  splendid  animal,  high-spirited  and  quite  thorough-bred,  but  very 
gentle,  and  coal-black.  Mr.  Tuck  says,  when  he  is  established  he  shall 
buy  just  such  another :  but  he  has  not  done  walking  the  hospitals  yet.*' 

«  What  a  ridiculous  letter  Ned  does  write !"  exclaimed  Miss  Margaret 
Bell,  vexed  that  she  was  not  its  subject  ^^  Polly,  you'll  set  youisdf  on 
fire." 

*^  1  do  not  think  it  a  ridiculous  letter  at  all,*^  answered  Mrs.  Bell ; 
"  few  boys  of  fift;een  could  write  a  better.  But  we  must  deliberate  upon 
its  contents,  so  fer  as  they  regard  this  invitation  to  Emily.  If  we  can 
only  manage  the  expense,  I  should  like  her  much  to  accept  it." 

"  Would  the  expense  be  very  much,  winmtwn  ?"  asked  Emily. 

*^  We  will  discuss  the  matter  to-night,  my  dear,"  answered  Mrs.  BeU, 
as  she  withdrew  with  the  troublesome  PoUy. 

*^  I  daresay  that  ancient  simpleton,  Miss  Winninton,  has  some  romantic 
notions  about  bringmg  you  and  your  old  lover,  Jem  Ailsa,  together,''  ex- 
clumed  Margaret,  who  generally  managed  to  pick  up  a  ftmd  of  notions 
herself,  romantic  and  shrowd  also. 

<<  Don't  talk  so  ridiculously,"  retorted  Emily. 

^  It  is  very  odd  though  about  Ailsa;  but  we  must  not  take  all  for 
goq»el  that  Ned  writei.*^ 
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**  I  wonder  how  he  and  poor  Tom  Hardwick  hit  it  off  together  now,** 
mused  Emilj,  with  a  half  smile. 

"  Yoa  may  well  say  *poor'  Tom  Hardwick,"  ohserved  Marnret^  who 
really  w&s  in  a  very  ill  humour ;  '*  he  is  poor  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 
How  strangely  he  and  Ailsa  seem  to  have  changed  posidons." 

«<That  acddent  was  a  wretched  misfortune  n>r  him.  I  wonder, 
Margaret)  if  he  would  have  ever  married.'' 

<' Harried? — no!*'  returned  Miss  Margvet ;  <<  it  is  absurd  to  think  of 
it  How  could  he,  poor  as  he  is — ^how  ccnild  he  have  ever  thought  of  a 
wife?  After  the  squire  died,  his  income  scarcely  allowed  him  to  keep 
the  man-senrant  who  waited  on  him." 

**  He  must  have  entered  into  some  means  of  getting  money/'  said 
EmiW ;  ^*  some  profession." 

*^  Not  he,"  answered  Margaret  ''  He  would  have  entered  into  debt, 
and  so  into  a  prison,  perhaps ;  that's  all  that  Mr.  Tom  Hardwick  would 
have  entered  into.  Nonsense  I  It  was  a  strange  delusion  with  some  of 
yoa  flirting  girls  to  suppose  that  Tom  Hardwick  would  ever  marry." 

Emily  sighed.  The  heart  alone  knoweth  its  own  bitterness.  For  this 
man  she  haa  given  up  James  Ailsa. 

HI. 

It  was  late  on  a  fine  spring  day,  when  the  stage  coach  that  conveyed 
the  passengers  £rom  the  railway  station  to  Ebury,  arrived  at  the  village. 
Mr.  Winninton  and  Edward  Bell  stepped  up  before  it  had  well  stoppe^- 
for  EmOy  Bell  sat  there. 

"Edward,"  cried  Mr.  Winninton,  "you  stay  and  see  to  the  luggage — 
onty  two  boxes  you  say,  my  dear.  My  sister  is  all  impatience  to  receive 
yoa,  Emily ;  take  my  old  arm,  child." 

The  bustling  surgeon  stepped  forwards  briskly,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
he  was  thundering  at  his  door,  and  his  sister  flying  to  open  it. 

But  we  will  pass  over  the  meeting,  and  all  the  gossip  of  the  evening. 
Emil;^  was  never  tired  of  inquiring  after  old  friends,  or  of  listeniiM^  to 
the  tisUnry  of  the  many  changes  that  time  had  brought  to  Ebuiy.  Tney 
kept  tdlme  her  about  James  Ailsa :  although  to  that  subject  she  an- 
sufered  litUe:  but  she  did  ask  about  the  improvements  he  had  been 
making  in  the  house  and  grounds. 

'*  You  will  have  an  opportunity  of  judging  for  yourself  to-nu»row 
evemng,  Emily,"  observed  Miss  Winninton,  "  for  we  are  going  to  take 
teathoe." 

''fiot  am  I  invited?"  cried  Emily,  the  colour  rushing  into  her  feuse  at 
the  recollection  of  how  they  had  last  parted. 

"No,  no,"  laughed  Miss  Winninton,  "  we  did  not  tell  him  you  were 
coming:  we  mean  to  give  him  a  surprise." 

But  was  it  alone  owing  to  the  anticipated  "  surprise"  that  Emily  felt  a 
tremor  stealing  over  her,  when  they  .entered  Mr.  Ailsa's  grounds  the 
following  evening?  He  saw  their  approach  firom  the  wmdow,  and 
stepped  out  to  meet  them. 

"A  youne  friend  of  ours,  whom  we  have  taken  the  liberty  of  bring 
ing,**  cried  we  surgeon. 

It  was  nearly  tmlight,  yet  James  Ailsa  recognised  her  as  instantly  as 
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if  Mmj  had  hstn  mder  ii»  8W1  at  aoondftv.  Tbere  was  naMybamss- 
ment  yisible  on  his  fiice ;  the  slightest  posnUe  flah  roae  fi)r  a  moiiMoii^ 
and  than  left  his  features  pale  and  placia  as  b^)fe.  He  held  oat  Jns  hand 
to  her,  with  his  own  sweet  smiley  and  welcomed  her  to  his  home. 

**  I  thought  yoa  were  to  bring  Edward  with  you  ^boB  eyening,''  ASaa 
lemaiked,  as  they  sat  down  to  tea»  whidi  Mss  Winmnton  made. 

**  No,"  answered  the  surgeon,  ^  Ned  is  at  home.  He  remains  to  nm 
up  for  me  in  case  I  diould  be  iranted.  Do  you  know,  Ailsa,  I  am  link- 
ing of  givin?  up  my  profession." 

*'  The  fact  is,  I  am  growing  too  old  to  do  justiee  to  my  patients.  Some 
whoought  to  reoeiTe  a  visit  from  me  twice  a  day,  get  but  one;  for,  what 
with  old  age  and  the  rheumatism,  there  are  times  when  my  legs  tnQ  not 
nm  over  so  much  g^und  as  formeny. ' 

**  Why  not  take  an  assistant  ?— or  partner  ?* 

^  I  would  take  a  partner  to-mOTiow^  James,  bat  the  diffioalty  Hea  ia 
finding  one  to  my  mind.  Had  fortune  not  placed  you  above  it,  I  shoidd 
have  tried  hard  to  get  you.  Had  you  bat  come  bade  a  poorman,  AilsaT' 

^*  I  will  become  your  partner  if  you  wish  it,''  obeerrea  Ailsa,  quietly 

"  I  was  speaking  seriously,**  returned  the  surgeon. 

<^  So  am  I,''  simled  Ailsa.  *'  I  wish  to  resume  my  profession,  and 
would  rather  do  so  in  Ebuiy  than  anywhere  else.  But  I  never  diould 
have  set  up  in  opposition,  you  know.*' 

^^  Tou  are  rich  enough  to  lead  an  idle  life,**  observed  Mr.  Winnnton  ; 
^  why  worry  yourself  with  your  profession  ?  R  has  its  own  labour  and 
cares,  remember,  James ;  more  than  some  others." 

^  WeD,  I  am  not  so  rich  as  people  make  me  out;  and  a  medical  man 
is  never  the  worse  for  some  private  income,  especiaUy  in  a  nei^dxnr- 
hood  where  the  poor  abound. 

"  Ay,  ay,"  interrupted  the  surgeon,  "  it  is  not  only  mescal  aid  diat 
is  wanted  there.  And  for  years  after  I  first  began  practice,  1  had  not 
this  other  aid  to  give :  I  could  scarcely  make  bo&  ends  meet  at  home, 
James,  even  for  our  own  limited  expenses.** 

<*  Again,"  resumed  Ailsa^  *'  with  respect  to  my  bdng  aUe  to  lead  an 
idle  life,  so  for  as  means  go,  perhaps  I  am  ;  but  none  of  us  were  sent 
into  the  worid  that  we  might  bask  awinr  our  days  in  indolence — borying 
our  talent  in  the  earth :  and  they  who  do  so  most  render  up  their  aooount 
at  the  last.  I  must  employ  my  time ;  I  wM  employ  it ;  and  I  do  not 
see  that  I  can  do  so  in  a  more  useful  manner  than  in  following  die  pro- 
fession I  was  brought  up  to ;  so  I  have  resolved  to  pursue  it** 

^'  Then,  my  lad,**  cried  die  old  surgeon,  rising,  and  shakins^  him  by 
the  hand,  '^  you  are  my  partner  from  tms  hour,  and  may  God  blew  you ! 
Your  sentiments  do  you  honour :  never  part  with  them,  James.  I  wish 
some  of  those  I  know  possessed  the  like.*' 

^  I  am  pleased  to  hear,"  observed  IMlss  Winmnton^—''  to  go  firom  one 
flidgeot  to  another— that  Maiy  Hardwiek  has  relinqaished  that  idea  of 
hen  about  going  out  as  a  governess." 

*^  Going  out  as  a  governess !"  echoed  Emily. 

"  Ay,  Emily,  you  may  stare,"  returned  the  smgeon,  ^  but  Maiy  Hard* 
wick,  the  only  daughter  of  the  proud  old  House  of  Haxdwieky  had 
thoughts  o£  becoming  a  go'vernees.'^ 
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<<I  wiU  tell  you,  Enu^,"  ptmaei  Mr.  \¥iimmtoii«  <<  You  know  tiutl 
■Dfte  bgr  £Uber*fi  death  sne  hat  kapt  houaa  for  her  hrothar  at  the  Hall : 
and  aha  has  been  in  the  hahit»  year  by  year,  of  handing  oyer  her  own 
SDalliiieoina  toekeoQt  that  of  her  brotoer  Tom.  Now  uiesqaire's  new 
wUek  ar^gvilar  akinflinty  Emily,  and  ^e  makes  him  wone  than  he  would 
be;  and  he  told  Mary  at  Chnabnas  last,  that  now  she  was  rdeased  from 
her  iioable  with  hb  housekeeping  malta^  he  should  not  oontinne  to  pay 
berpenonal  bills,  and- that  she  must  disoontinue  that  extrayaeant  prac- 
tioe  of  giving  her  own  money  to  Tom.  This  set  Miss  Hardwiok  think<^ 
ing— no  yery  {feasant  thoi^hts  yon  may  be  sure.  To  withdraw  her 
income  from  Tom,  she  was  resolved  not  to  do ;  and  she  oousulted  me— 
poor  hnmble  old  apothecary  Winninton-*about  seekinfip  a  situation  as 
govoness.  The  squire  would  have  been  up  in  arms,  no  doubt,  if  he  had 
bisfim  it;  and  Mary  cried  bitterly— for  she  1ms  a  toush  of  the  family 
pods  70U  know." 

''And  is  she  going?"  inquired  Emily. 

^No,"  replied  Mr.  Winninton :  ^  and  now  oomes  a  bit  of  romance,  Emily. 
A  certain  sum  has  recently  been  paid  into  the  funds  in  Mr.  Tom  Hard- 
wick's  namei,  the  interest  of  which  will  nearly  double  his  own  income, 
fi  was  done  in  a  mysterious  manner ;  nobody  knows  by  whom  or  through 
^hom ;  but  it  is  a  godsend  to  Tom,  who,  poor  fellow,  has  had  to  pmob 
hiflMslf  at  times,  and  will  render  the  rest  of  his  days  comfortable.  So 
now,  you  aee^  Mary  has  no  soruplo  in  withdrawing  from  him  her  own 
moaey." 

*'  I  wonder  Miss  Hardwiok  has  never  married,'*  mused  Emily. 

^  Why,  my  dear,'*  returned  Miss  Winninton,  ''  I  do  not  think  Mftry 
is  angle  for  want  of  offers,  and  she  has  plenty  of  time  before  her  yet. 
It  is  well  known  that  she  refused  Lord  Chiselem  for  cme ;  and  Earl 
Dnnnely's  heart,  it  is  said,  was  set  upon  the  match.'' 

^  It  would  have  been  a  sjdendid  alliance  for  her,"  remarked  Emily. 

^  In  point  of  rank  and  fortune,"  added  Ailsa.  "  But  his  mind  is 
little  suited  to  hers,  although  it  may  be  to  her  brother  Tom's.  Sfiss 
Haidwidc's  intelleot  would  purchase  a  doaen  such  as  the  visoount's." 

"  Who  can  have  paid  the  money  to  assist  Tom  ?"  wondered  Emily. 

^  That  is  a  problem,  perhaps  never  to  be  solved,"  answered  the  sur- 
g^eon.  "  I  can  assure  you,  Eimly,  half  the  village  would  give  their  eara 
to  know." 

So  they  sat  talldng.  When  they  were  about  to  leave  for  the  night, 
James  accompanied  them  to  the  nall*door,  and  there  gave  his  arm  to 
Emilj,  meaning  to  walk  with  them  as  far  as  the  gates.  It  was  a  warm 
nii^  calm  and  stilL  The  moon,  nearly  at  the  full,  was  riding  alone 
die  heavens,  steeping  the  garden  before  them  in  light.  They  had 
ma  \niL  a  few  paoes^  when  Miss  Winninton  tun^  back  to  the 
nouai^  remembering  that  she  had  left  her  omi  behind.  The  surgeen 
bOowedh^. 

They  disappeared  within  the  hall,  and  Aika  and  his  companion  turned 
«d  watted  £ar  them.  They  had  accidentally  halted  on  the  very  spot^ 
iMrfamaath  Aa  self *same  trees  where  diey  had  latt  stood  together — toat 
teaqr»  tempestnons  night,  vphen  Ailsa  stole,  almost  likea  thie^  into  the 
graald%.to  obtain  onawoBd  from  bar;  to  say  teaweU,  it  might  haivia 
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been  for  ever.  How  widely  different  was  that  meeting  from  this,  and 
how  changed  were  their  rdative  positions !  He  had  asked  her  then  to 
g^ve  him  a  hope ;  to  let  him  believe  that  he  mig^t  return  and  claim  her 
when  he  should^  have  acquired  the  means  to  justify  it.  And  what  had 
been  her  answer  ?  Not  an  absolute  refusal^  it  is  true,  but  a  fretful  ob- 
servation on  the  long  period  he  required  her  to  look  forward  to,  and  a 
slighting  mention  of  his  chimerical  visions.  Yet  that  time,  so  fondly 
pictured  to  himself  had  indeed  come. 

'<  How  rapidly  the  years  have  passed !''  exclaimed  Emily,  mote  ia 
accordance  with  her  own  thoughts,  than  in  remark  to  him. 

"  Since  we  last  met  here,"  he  replied  quickly.     "  They  have  indeed.** 

Ah,  he  was  thinking  of  it  then,  even  as  she  was. 

"  He  told  me  then,''  was  her  next  thought,  *^  that  he  should  strive  to 
root  me  out  of  his  heart.    Did  ho  so  strive  ? — and  did  he  succeed  ?" 

^*  Seven  years !"  observed  Ailsa,  ''  seven  long  years  I  Had  we  known 
then  that  seven  years  would  be  the  term  of— of  (he  seemed  to  hesitate 
for  a  word) — '*  our  separation — I  mean  that  would  elapse  before  we  met 
again,  we  should  have  thought  it  interminable ;  yet  what  is  it  in  the 
retrospect?" 

<<  What  indeed  !'*  she  answered.    *'  It  seems  but  like  a  dream." 

^*  And  it  has  left  littie  mark  upon  us.  You,  Einily,  are  scarcely,  if  at 
all,  changed ;  and  people  tell  me  I  am  not" 

AUsa  stooped  and  plucked  some  violets,  several  of  which  grew  at  the 
£bot  of  the  trees  close  by,  and  gave  them  to  her.  ^'  You  are  fond  of  the 
perfume  of  violets,  I  remember :  these  are  very  sweet  ones.  I  wonder," 
he  observ^,  musingly,  "  if  they  are  the  old  roots." 

'<  You  do  not,  then,  quite  forfi^t  all  our  old  thoughts  and  feelings,  our 
likes  and  dislikes,"  she  siud,  wit£  apparent  calmness,  but  with  a  beating 
heart. 

"  Not  quite,"  he  quietiy  replied. 

'^  How  stupid  of  you  both  to  stand  stock  still !"  broke  out  the  suimon, 
advancing  with  Miss  Winninton ;  '*  I  told  you  to  walk  on.  And  you 
without  your  hat,  James !" 

'^  What  a  lovelv  night  it  is  I"  exclaimed  Emily  to  Ailsa.  **  Everything 
seems  so  still,  so  mil  of  peace." 

*'  Yes,"  he  replied,  '*  it  serves  for  a  contrast  to  the  one  when  we  were 
last  here  together.     The  elements  were  jarring  enough  then." 

"  Ah,  tiiat  was  a  wretched  night  You  took  no  cold,  I  hope,  James  ? 
I  thought  at  the  time  you  inevitobly  would." 

"  Took— what  did  you  say  ?"     He  seemed  lost  in  thought 

"  No  cold." 

^<  Cold  ?  Oh  no,  I  think  not  If  I  did,  I  don't  remember  it  now ;  and 
I  am  sure  did  not  heed  it  then." 

Ailsa  wished  them  good  night  when  they  reached  the  gates,  and 
turned  to  retrace  his  steps  in-doors.  <'  The  mght  is  beautiful  indeed,  as 
she  said,"  he  repeated  to  himself  "  and  is  a  contrast  to  thai  one.  They 
seem  a  type  of  my  fortunes :  tiien,  they  were  as  the  weather,  Uack, 
4tonny,  and  apparentiy  without  hope ;  now,  they  are  bright  as  this  lovely 
-scene.  Oh,  tne  misery,  the  misery  of  that  night !  And  yet,  anguish  as 
7it  was  to  me,  all  that  dark .  period  of  my  existence,  I  would  afterwards 
ihave  given  all  my  opening  prospects  to  uve  it  over  again— to  exchange 
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for  it  the  terrible  apathy  to  all  human  thbgs  whieh  alone  it  left  me. 
Why,  why  should  we  be  in  such  haste  to  love  ? — why  hasten  to  wear  away 
the  fresh  green  of  the  tree  of  life  only  that  we  may  sear  it  for  ever  ? 

**  She  is  altered  for  the  better/'  he  resuqied,  after  a  while,  '<fbr  she  is 
mere  quiet  and  subdued.  I  do  not  think  she  would  flirt  so  much  now," 
he  continued,  with  a  melancholy  smile,  *^  even  with  Mr.  Tom  Hardwick, 
were  be  the  gay  gallant  he  used  to  be.  Fallen  circumstances  and  seven 
years  have  wonced  their  traces  upon  her  mind,  though  they  may  have 
spared  her  countenance.  And  for  me  ? — the  romance  of  life  has  passed : 
I  must  see  what  I  can  make  of  the  reality.*' 

**  Are  Mr.  Ailsa  and  Tom  Hardwick  ftiends  now  ?**  inquired  Emily,  as 
Aey  walked  home,  putting  the  question  with  all  the  indifference  she 
eoiud  muster. 

"Very  good  friends  indeed,"  answered  the  surgeon.  ''Ailsa  often 
calls  at  his  lodgings,  and  chats  with  him,  to  pass  away  one  of  Us  many 
weary  hours.     Poor  Tom  !  they  hang  heavily  upon  his  hands.'* 

Fifty  times  that  night  did  Emily  ask  herself  if  Ailsa  still  loved  her. 
He  had  met  her  cordially ;  he  had  voluntarily  given  her  his  arm  to  the 
outer  gates,  and  had  conversed  with  her,  though  slightly,  upon  former 
days ;  he  had  nlucked  violets  for  her,  remembering  that  she  was  partial 
to  them— in  all  this,  was  there,  or  was  there  not,  a  lurking  sentiment  of 
love  ?     **  Hme  alone  must  prove,"  sighed  Emily. 

But  time  seemed  to  prove  nothing.  Eight  or  ten  weeks  elapsed  from 
die  period  of  Emily's  arrival,  and  things  remamed  just  as  they  were  then. 
Scarcely  a  day  passed  but  she  saw  Ailsa ;  at  their  own  house,  or  his,  or 
perhaps  at  some  evening  party  in  the  neighbourhood.  His  manner  to  her 
was  always  friendly,  but  he  had  not  again  alluded  to  bygone  days.  Emily 
had  been  to  the  Hall,  and  was  introduced  to  its  new  mistress.  She  did 
not  Hke  her ;  few  did ;  but  sweet  Mary  Hardwick,  kind  and  lady-like 
as  ever,  served  to  compensate  for  the  austere  character  of  her  sister- 
in-law. 

They  were  invited  to  the  Hall,  to  one  of  their  formal,  grand  dinner- 
parties ;  when  the  sideboards  groaned  with  plate,  and  the  servants  were 
so  numerous  that  they  trod  on  each  other's  heels.  Emily  could  not  help 
dunking  how  much  better  it  would  be,  if  some  of  the  silver  and  domestics 
had  been  disposed  o^  and  the  proceeds  applied  to  enlarge  Tom's  income : 
if  he  did  not  want  it  now,  he  had  wanted  it  But  near  in  some  matters 
as  the  squire  was,  it  would  have  broken  his  heart  to  diminish  the  old 
baronial  state,  which  custom,  and  their  own  ideas,  had  rendered  indispen- 
sable to  the  head  of  the  House  of  Hardwick.  Neither  would  Tom  himself 
have  permitted  it  She  observed  that  Ailsa  seemed  to  be  a  favoured  and 
frequent  visitor  at  the  HalL 

IV. 

The  weeks  passed  on.  And  now  the  village  began  to  be  alive  with 
die  talk  of  a  rusticyi^  to  be  given  by  no  less  a  person  than  James  Ailsa : 
a  sort  of  house-warming,  he  called  it  to  Miss  Winninton.  And  when 
the  dav  arrived,  and  the  visitors  assembled,  it  was  seen  that  he  had 
exerted  himself  to  the  utmost  in  prepariug  schemes  for  their  amusement 

In  the  h^irt  of  no  youn^  lady  present  were  tnore  busy  thoughts  at 
work  than  in  diat  of  Emily  Bell.     It  had  been  rumoured  that  James 
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AasB  was  ftbovfc  to  ohooao  a  mS^    WonU  Ao  bo  his  iimmi    The 
admAm  to  the  surnuae  was  of  toa  w«igh1y  a  moawit  to  her  to  be  idly 

Eewed.  at  She  Wed  Ailsa  now.  FoKnerly»  when  her  attsntioa  had 
BQ  distracted  by  others,  she  bved  him  in  hop  own&duon,  and  pediaps 
ahnott  as  much  as  she  was  oapable  of  loying  any  ob&  But  theUst  throe 
OB  fear  months,  when  she  had  been  led  into  daily  oontact  with  bioft — 
listened  to  his  Yoioe,  leaned  upon  his  aim— had  faroiight>  indeed^  a  paaaiaa 
to  her  heart  deeper  than  of  old.  Yet  Ailsa  had  not  now  striymi  to  plant 
it  there :  not  a  word  or  a  look  had  escaped  Imn  that  might  not  luupe 
been  given  to  old  Miss  Winnintcm,  or  any  other  inaooessiUe  lady. 

Danemg  on  the  lawn  was  one  of  the  amusements  of  the  day»  Ailaa 
had  stood  up  but  twice,  once  with  Sifiss  Hardwick,  the  aeoond  time  with 
Emily.  Was  it  for  the  abstract  pleasure  of  dancing  with  her  that  he  had 
smg^  her  out  fw  the  honour,  when  so  many  were  present^  who^  hxnn 
ihmr  rank  and  position,  mifht  be  looked  up<m  as  having  a  better  right  to 
it ;  or  was  he  anxious  to  ^w  to  the  wcoid  that  he  £d  not  sli^t  one 
whe^  it  was  pretty  generally  believed,  had  onoe  held  the  first  place  in  hia 
heart? 

The  evening  was  growing  dusk^  and  the  sound  of  the  music  and 
dancing  was  still  heard,  but  Ailsa  was  not  joining  in  it.  He  was  walking 
in  a. distant  part  of  the  pounds— 4he  reader  may  see  him  there,  with  a 
young  lady  by  his  side,  and  may  listen  to  what  he  is  saying. 

^  When,  Iwy,  are  my  days  of  probation  to  end  ?  They  have  endured 
these  several  weeks,  and  had  I  not  guessed  the  reason  of  their  bong  iox*- 
posed»  I  should  have  IxMne  them  less  patiently." 

She  looked  up  quickly ;  and  as  she  met  his  eyes  fixed  upon  hers,  and 
saw  ^e  half  saucy,  half  tender  smile  upon  his  countenance,  some  of  the 
proud  Hardwick  blood  rushed  to  her  fjEuse. 

"James,"  she  fidtered,  "  what  do  you  mean?" 

^*  Before  you  cave  the  irrevocable  promise  to  be  mine  "  he  said,  gliding^ 
his  arm  round  her  waist,  <<  you  were  willing  to  ascertain  if  any  remaina 
of  my  love  hr  Miss  Bell  still  lingered,  or  if  it  would  break  out  again. 
Yon  need  not  have  doubted  me^  Mary." 

^  Ftkj  forgive  me,"  she  said»  bursting  into  tears. 

^  My  dear  love^  there  is  nothing  to  forgive,"  he  answered.  '^  Had  yon 
but  givmi  me  a  hint^  I  should  have  spdcen  then  as  I  am  about  to  qieak. 
now;  as  I  always  intended  to  speak  before  we  married*  Now  listoi.to 
me^  Mary,"  and  he  drew  her  cloew  to  him  as  they  walked.  ''  You.  aua* 
pect  that  I  once  loved  Emily  BelL  I  did  indeed  love  her;  God  alone 
knows  how  passionately;  and  He  alone  can  tell  the  Utter  anguish  that 
overwhdmed  me  when  I  awoke  to  reality.  Life  and  its  events;  the 
world  and  its  hopes  and  cares ;  the  present,  past»  fiitoie — i^l  was  to  me  a 
blank  ;  a  long,  dark,  dreamy  blank  it  seems  to  me  now  when  I  look  back 
i^n  it.  But  I  struggled  hard  to  overcome  this,  I  struggled  hard  to  for- 
get hw,  and  I  succeeded  m  time  ;  and  so  effiactually,  that  no  traoe  of  lore 
or  liking  for  her  is  left..  I  look  at  her  now,  and  can  scarcely  believe^ahe 
ir  iite  ^  I  was  once  so  in£iitnated  with :  so  our  fodings  ohange.  I  tdl. 
yoir  tlw^"  he  proceeded,  ^  for  you  have  a  right  now  to  knowievery  hidden 
thought,  and  foehng  of  mine:  but  believe  me,  Mary,  you  wilLnot  fiokL 
that  Tonr  husband  will  thariah  you  less^  bneanoeyou  warn  not  his  first 
hmJ ' 
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'^I  w>  DoliflfVQi  yovsr  dit^iiikiiponcu 

'*I  cannot  pronnse  to  loye  youy"  he  xenrnwdf  ^widi^  the  atme  in* 
teitod  pMBiOB  tiiBt  I  boie  for  nei^  aeither  -would  it  be  well  for  either  of 
m,  Mary;  for,  rely  noon  it,  that  dream  of  Heaven  ia  only  meant  fortfae 
ihort  ranonee  o£  earqr  lifo :  it  eonld  not  long  sarfire  maniagte  and  its 
lealitiefl.  And  where  such  loye  does  fall,  and  end,  as  end  it  mnsl^  it 
ahattemahnoat  mito  deatk" 

^  You  left  Ebnry,  I  belieye,  because  some  one  interfered  between  yon  7* 
auBBdMiaaBndifick* 

^  Ys&  I  blew  then  that  sh*  did  not  retom  my  low.  I  had  sns* 
peeted  it  at  times,  but  I  only  knew  it  the  Tery  night  before — ^the  one  pre- 
fading  the  ste^le-ohaae.  And  if  she  had  giyen  me,  ^tat  nighty  foot  one 
void  of  hope,  one  word  of  bye,  MarT?  I  ^ould  haye  returned  now  to 
daim  her :  and  we  sfaodd  never  haye  been  to  eadb  other  bntas  strangeiB, 
At  that  intarfiew  the  conyiotton  was  fiaroed  upon  me  thai  for  me  she 
OHedHtde ;  and  in  faet  that  she  was  a  heardess  girL" 

'^I  ahyays  thought— but  betiere  me.  Jamas,  I  say  iXoB  in  no  spirit^oC 
zindrjr^— tnst  she  was  not  worthy  of  you.'' 

^Ithink  ao  now,  Mary;  or  rather*— for  yon  will  say  thai  adminion 
stvoura  of  egregious  yanity-'— I  Ihink  she  was  yery  unmited  to  me." 

**  It  was  whispered  at  tne  time,  that  it  waa  my  brother  T<Hn  who  in- 
tenered  between  yon,  and  caused  the  separation. ' 

<<  Yon  shall  know  as  much  of  the  matter  one  day  as  I  do^^unless,"  he 
proceeded  in  a  tone  of  inexpressible  tenderness,  ^'  mdess  you  will  foar  to 
oomign  your  happiness — that  of  a  whole  life,  Mary — to  the  keepii^  o£ 
ODs^  who  has-been  held  enough  to  make  the  haflordons  oon&snon,  that  he 
camot  love  yon  as  he  omse  loyed  anoAar  P' 

But  Aika  knew  the  qoestion  to  be  mneeessary,  as  he  spoka 

''  James,"  resumed  Miss  Hardwiok,  after  a  pause,  ^you  say  we  are  to 
liare  no  secrets  from  each  othez^ — whkh  I  trust  we  never  shall  have— but 
I  tfank  yon  have  stall  kept  one  from  me.  The  unknown  benefoctor  of 
mj  brother  Tom ;  who  has  made  the  remainder  of  his  days  easy ;  that 
uHBd  waa*— yon* 

Ailsa  remained  silent ;  but  the  tell-tale  blood  rushed  to  hie  faoe. 

^  Am  I  not  light  ?    You  will  surely  trust  me**' 

**  Yon  are  right,  Maiy,"  he  replied.  ^*  But  let  not  a  word,  so  loag'  as 
ve.'OOKi  Mudl  bseathe^  evnc  pass  your  lips. 

^It  shall  be  as  you  wish,  she  aaicL  '^  I  wish  I  oonld^  in  his  name^ 
Aaak  yon  for  it  as  I  01^^" 

^  Yon  can  do  that  by  never  mentioning  the  subjeot." 

''What  could  have  been  your  motive  ?"  ^e  oontinoed.  ''It  is  rare 
ibat  one  confers  such  benefit  on  an  enennr,  and  in  that  light  i  believe  you 
CBBftregaBded  Tom,  pcchapa  with  oansa 

*^rhada  molitMt,'^ r^liiad  Ai]s%  solemnly,  ''but  I  shall  never  explain 
it  to  you  in  aUitfr  details." 

"  Some  time,''  was  her  remark.  "  There  must  come  a  day  for  foil 
omfidence  between-us." 

^  la  all  else^  I^fosy,  but  not^  in  this ;  even  when,  yon  shall'  be  ray  wife. 
But  I  will  give  you  the  outline  at  once,  and  then  let  it  drop  betweaft  ua 
ioaeme.    Ithou^ill  of  yonrhrofthtt;  I  witked  him  iU ;  and  though 
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it  is  quite  impossible  mj  sinful  wish  could  hare  brought  the  evil  upon 
him,  yet — ^but — ^that  is  all,  Mary." 

<<  But  Tom  did  not  know  you  wished  lum  ill;''  persisted  Miss  Hard 
wick,  surprised  at  Ailsa's  abruptness. 

«  No  hunum  being  heard  it  or  knew  it :  it  lay  between  mysdf  and 
God." 

*'  How  seriously  you  speak,  James  T  she  exclaimed,  looking  eameatly 
at  him. 

"  My  loye,  let  us  forget  the  subject :  it  is  extremely  painful  to  me." 
He  turned  as  he  spoke,  and  they  proceeded  in  the  direction  of  the  figlits 
and  crowd. 

They  were  b^^ning  to  let  off  the  fireworks,  when  Ailsa  ran  into  the 
house  to  see  that  none  of  his  guests  remained  in-doors,  but  in  the  Uttie 
room  opening  to  the  greenhouse  he  found  Miss  Winninton. 

^'  Make  haste  and  come  with  me,"  he  said;  <'I  will  get  you  a  place.** 

^<  I  would  not  stir  out  for  all  the  fireworks  in  the  three  kmgdomg, 
James,  and  you  into  the  bargain,"  rejoined  the  old  lady.  ^'  No  standing 
in  the  night  air  for  me,  since  I  had  tne  rheumatic  fever.  I  shall  remain 
where  I  am.  But  one  word,  James,  before  you  go.  What  is  this  report 
that  is  being  whispered  ?     People  say  you  are  about  to  marry." 

^'  And  for  once  people  say  right." 

**  Upon  whom  has  your  choice  &llen  ?    Upon  Emily  ?" 

«  No.     Miss  Hardwick." 

Miss  'Winninton  fell  back  in  her  chair,  and  clasped  her  hands.  ''  Oh, 
James  1" 

*^  Are  you  displeased  at  my  choice-— do  you  not  approve  it  ?" 

''  I  have  no  right  to  be  displeased  at  it,  and  few  could  disapprove  of 
Maiy  Hardwick.  But — I  must  speak  out,  James — I  thought  you  were 
once  so  fervently  attached  to  Emily  Bell." 

<<  So  I  was :  passionately  attached  to  her," 

*^  And  I  deemed,  if  any  one's  love  could  have  withstood  the  shocks  of 
time,  it  was  yours." 

**  Time  did  not  change  my  love,"  he  answered,  with  a  shade  of  agita- 
tion in  his  voice ;  *^  she  changed  it'* 

*<  Alas  I  I  have  sometimes  feared  so.  And  my  little  dream  of  romance 
is  over." 

^<  It  is.  But  my  dear,  long-tried  Mend,  I  have  seen  and  thanked  you 
for  it  You  thought  to  serve  two  hearts  by  bringing  her  hither ;  to  unite 
those  upon  whom  the  ban  of  separation  had  been  forced.  Had  that  sepa- 
ration alone  stood  between  them  you  would  have  been  rewarded ;  but  I 
am  not  the  less  grateful  for  the  kindness." 

"  You  have  no  love  left  for  her  then  ?" 

**  None :  or  worse  than  none.  There  is  not  a  young  lady  here  to-night, 
that  I  would  not  choose  for  my  wife  in  preference  to  her.    I  do  not  know 
why  this  feeling  should  be :  I  only  know  that  it  exists,  and  I  cannot 
avoid  or  mitigate  it" 
.    ^<  Do  you  think  she  has  so  completely  forgotten  you  ?' 

^  *<  How  can  you  doubt  it  ?    The  task  for  her  could  never  have  been  a 
difficult  one." 

Ailsa  left  by  one  door,  and  Miss  Winninton  pushed  open  the  odier. 
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wludi  was  ajar.   But  in  passiiig  into  the  greenhouse,  she  almost  stumbled 
orer  Emily. 

<'  Why— Emily !  How  came  you  here  ?  Did  you  hear  my  conyersation 
with  James  Ailsa?"         ^ 

She  burst  into  tears,  and  threw  herself  into  the  old  lady*s  arms  as  she 
spoke.  '*  I  heard  it  all — all ;  but  not  intentionally.  I  came  into  the 
greenhoase,  and  some  one,  when  I  would  have  gone  out,  had  ^tened  the 
do(ff  upon  me ;  Ned,  perhaps,  for  mischief.  1  could  not  come  out  this 
way  and  betray  to  you  both  that  I  was  here." 

*^  My  poor  girl  i  breathed  Miss  Winnintou,  for  she  saw  how  deeply 
EmOy's  feelings  had  been  shaken. 

"  Oh,  that  wicked  propensity  for  flirtation !"  exclaimed  the  excited  girl ; 
'^had  I  never  given  way  to  it,  and  neglected  him,  whom  I  really  loved, 
for  others,  how  different  it  would  have  been  now !" 

^'  Ah,  my  dear,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  always  blamed  you.  Few  persons 
haye  the  opportunity  given  them  of  attaching  a  heart  such  as  Ailsa's. 
Bat  you  were  •  attracted,  girl-like,  by  the  gay  plumage  of  Mr.  Tom 
Haidwick,  and  other  such  worthless  butterflies.  Let  it  be  a  warning 
to  you,  my  child.'* 

*^  The  warning  has  come  too  late,"  sighed  Emily,  wiping  the  drops  of 
perspiration  from  her  brow.  '<  Would  I  had  never  returned  here,  for 
it  has  taken  away  all  my  hope  in  life." 

"You  must  not  take  things  too  much  to  heart,"  cried  Miss  Winninton, 
using,  unconsciously,  almost  the  very  words  that  had  once  been  uttered 
by  Emily  to  Ailsa. 

^'Thm's  a  bright  firework!"  exclaimed  Emily,  raising  her  hands  to 
her  tonples.     *'  I  shall  go  and  see  them." 

As  she  quitted  the  hall  door,  she  encountered  Ailsa.  He  expressed 
bis  surprise  that  she  was  not  where  every  one  else  was,  and  turned  to 
conduct  her. 

**  I  went  into  the  house  to  see  Miss  Winninton,"  panted  Emily  :  '^  her 
cold  is  bad,  and  she  will  not  come  out'* 

^  How  did  you  go  in  then  ?  I  have  been  standing  here,  and  did  not 
see  yon." 

"  I  went  through  the  greenhouse,  but  some  one  locked  it  after  me,  so 
I  could  not  return  that  way." 

^  I  fastened  the  greenhouse,"  he  said.  <<  Upon  seeing  the  door  open, 
I  thought  it  safer,  lest  some  sparks  should  get  in  and  injure  the  plants. 
But  m!t  is  not  very  recently.     You  must  have  been  in  some  time, 

Thar  eyes  met,  and,  fi>r  a  moment,  neither  withdrew  the  gaze.  He 
law  that  ma  conversation  with  Miss  Winninton  had  been  heard,  and  she 
fdt  that  he  saw  it.  She  released  his  arm,  and  murmuring  something 
sboot  the  fireworks,  darted  away,  like  a  fawn,  across  the  grass.  Had  she 
stood  one  minute  longer,  she  would  have  fallen  into  hysterics,  and  sobbed 
upon  his  bosom,  as  she  had  done  that  stormy,  never-to-be-forgotten 
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Tsx  di^  came  at  bst  on  whidi  Emily  im  to  depart  from  Ebmy. 
Had  she  followed  her  own  inelinations,  she  wouul  have  left  wben  she  first 
heard  of  James  Ailsa's  engagement ;  but  Miss  Winmnton  wonld  not  per- 
mit this.  It  was  somewhat  singuhor,  though  quHe  ^  result  of  acddbot, 
that  her  deportare  was  fixed  for  the  same  day  as  the  marriage. 

**  Farewdl,  finrewell,  dear  Miss  Winnintcm,  she  said,  die  tean  nmimig 
down  her  cheeks,  '^  and  thank  yon  for  all  your  kindness.'' 

<<  Take  care  how  you  get  in,  Emily,"  exclaimed  the  surgeon,  «s  Ibey 
reached  the  coach ;  ^'  another  step.  Oh,  yon  need  not^laugh,  Mr.  Edward : 
y<>^u>g  l^gB  make  %ht  of  such  matters,  but  old  ones  Hke  mine  know  that 
a  bnnse  on  the  shin-bone  is  easier  got  than  cored.  You  are  sure  you 
have  everything,  my  dear  ?  Don't  forget  that  you  have  promised  us 
another  visit  next  summer:  we  shall  not  £bu1  to  claim  it.** 

She  shook  hands  with  Mr.  Winninton,  and  bent  down  to  kiss  her 
brother. 

"  Be  a  good  boy,  Edward,"  she  whispered,  ^and  do  all  you  can  to 
serve  Mr.  and  Miss  Winninton,  in  return  for  their  great  kindness  to  you." 

<^  I  will,  Emily,  I  will  indeed,"  answered  the  boy :  ^  you  may  tell 
mamma  so." 

*^  All  right,"  cried  Mr.  Winninton,  as  he  closed  the  door  wiib  a  bang. 
And  the  coach  rolled  onwards. 

Emily  remained  lost  in  thought  ^  they  came  near  to  the  Hall,  when, 
aware  of  the  festivities  which  had  that  morning  taken  place,  she  l^med 
forward  and  looked  from  the  window. 

They  were  dose  upon  the  lodge  gates,  when  the  coach  took  a  sudden 
swerve,  to  give  place  to  a  chariot-and-ibur  which  was  bowling  durou^h 
them,  on  its  way  from  the  HalL  It  contained  James  Ailsa  and  his  bride. 

Before  Emily  was  prepared  for  this,  or  could  bring  back  her  advanced 
head,  her  glance  had  encountered  theirs.  She  bowed  to  them,  quite  un- 
conscious at  the  moment  what  she  did,  and  they  both  returned  it.  A 
crimson  blush  overspread  Mary's  £&ce,  but  his  remained  perfectly  calm. 
It  needed  not  this  to  convince  Emily  how  completely  he  had  forgotten 
her. 

It  was  but  a  momentary  meeting.  Almost  as  Emily  looked,  the  car- 
riage had  passed,  leavmg  but  its  cloud  of  dust  behind.  The  stage 
coachman,  after  an  admiring  eye  g^ven  to  the  lost  equipage,  whipped  up 
his  hors€»9  to  gun  the  station  in  time  for  the  half-past  two  o'clock  tndn, 
and  Emily  Bell,  sinking  into  the  darkest  comer  of  the  empty  coach, 
sobbed  bitterly. 
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HIGH  PBX8SUBE  8TBAM-B0ATS— CINCIIQTATI. 

By  J.  W,  BjacGisTON,  Esq. 

Thi  weather  has  suddeDly  become  so  cold,  though  the  sun  shines 
btigfatlj,  that  the  snow  drifted  in  the  furrows  of  the  fields  sets  it  at  de- 
fiance. I  have  as  afaruptlj  skipped  from  within  thirty  miles  of  Boston 
to  ihe  station  of  the  Great  Western  Bailway  in  Philadelphia ;  and  while 
the  moles  are  putting  to  the  cars  to  run  them  out  High-street  westward 
o?er  the  Schuylkill  (where  the  ei^^ines  are  waiting  on  the  opposite 
bank),  take  my  seat,  after  tryiog  in  vain  to  soften  the  rigidity  of  the 
baj^age  man,  who  had  seized  on  my  small  carpet-bag,  and  innsted  on 
its  keeping  my  trunk  company.  Tins  dodge  I  might  have  dodged  by 
sot  letting  it  out  of  my  hand  at  all  while  pa^g  my  fiBire  (eleven  doUars 
to  Pittsburgh  but  I  am  for  ever  (all  througn  a  long  life  I)  making  mis- 
takes, whioa  I  find  out  when  it  is  too  late. 

Many  younger  citiaens  were  up  to  this,  and  took  their  bags  slily 
inside,  in  spite  of  there  being  no  room  contemplated  anywhere,  above  or 
below,  for  anything  larger  than  a  monstrous  retkule,  or  lady's  caipet- 
big,idiich  are,  in  the  States,  made  very  pretty— of  velvety  silk,  embossed 
leraer,  &c.,  and  in  veiy  gay,  bright  patterns.  The  engines  put  to^ 
away  we  go  to  the  west — our  traek  at  starting,  along  the  right  Dank  of 
the  Sdiuylldll,  striking  off  at  the  upper  ferry — opposite  Pratt's  and  the 
waterwoiks.  A  little  above,  I  got  a  glimpse  of  SotUude,  the  seat  of 
General  Cadwallador,  where  once,  far  back,  *^  in  life's  young  dream,"  I 
passed  many  a  day  of  pure  delight  with  a  revered  friend,  who  then  owned 
sod  gave  its  aptuK^Nnate  name  to  this  sweet  spot.  Gone  is  that  friend, 
and  my  beloved  *^  Solitude"  has  grown  a  large  house— the  scene  below 
on  the  river  quite  changed — ^no  harm  in  the  useful  world — but— one 
grows  more  and  more  solitaiy  in  the  busy  hum  of  men — new  faces,  new 
generations !  The  old  covered  wonderful  wooden  bridge,  of  from  three 
to  four  hundred  feet  gptai  from  shore  to  shore,  is  gone  too— -replaced  by 
the  nresent  iron  suspension  <nie ;  the  former  only  recollected,  it  may  be, 
by  rae  dd,  and  never  heard  of  by  the  youi^  I 

And  how  do  one's  remaining  years  fly  by  at  railroad  pace !  To  put 
on  the  break  a  little  I  am  now  in  these  very  cars — to  throw  a  few  novel 
iaddents  into  the  passing  year's  monotony! — ^not  to  stagnate  near 
Hyde  Park— no,  not  willingly  in  a  Belgravia  ;  not  in  a  Pimlioo 
Palace.  Enough — ^I  have  got  for  my  sins  into  the  too  close  vicinity  of 
a  bunch  of  fast  gents,  who  are  (dewing  the  weed,  <<  etcatera"  as  Lady 
£.  S.  Wortley  says,  with  a  vigour  which  makes  one  shudder. 

Twenty  mues  through  a  tolerably  well-cultivated  country,  the  woods 
snd  cleanngs  more  or  less  frequent,  brings  us  to  the  *'  Great  VaUef/," 
•cnrn  which,  at  Bowning's  Town,  runs  tl^  Brand^wine  Creek,  famous  in 
tbeold  war  fer  a  fierce  battle—^  present,  for  tummg  the  water-wheels  of 
innumerable  grist  mills  alongits  course  and  at  Wilmington ;  where  it 

Cthe  D&wave  (passing  Westchester  on  its  way),  running  through 
&1  woods  and  glens— <»fiten  as  a  boy,  barefooted,  with  my  trousers 
Meed  up,  have  I  passed  the  day  bobbing  for  eels,  in  spots  whece  it 
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rashes  over  its  rocky  bed  in  the  frtthets.  These  torrents  of  nun,  the 
brief  accompaniment  of  the  awful  thunder-gosts  of  American  summers, 
making  its  clear  stream  muddy,  and  sweeping  the  eels  down  from  the 
more  level  banks  :  in  body  of  water  it  equals  the  Isis  at  Oxford. 

This  finely-cultivated  valley  was  settled  by  the  Germans  :  they  are 
the  chief  people  to  this  day,  and  their  fsuins  the  pattern  farms  to  the 
whole  state.  The  economy  of  these  farms,  in  a  double  sense,  would  be 
well  to  follow  in  some  tmngs  even  in  England — ^particularly  in  their 
»mple  bams,  large  enough  to  contain  their  whole  crops  under  one  roof^ 
avoiding  our  more  clumsy,  inefficient  stacks.  Under  all  this  vast  mass  of 
wheat,  oats,  barley,  rye,  on  one  side  of  the  bam  floor,  and  hay  and  straw 
on  the  other,  all  ^heir  numerous  cattle  tfre  warmly  housed  in  winter,  and 
coolly  in  the  hot  summers,  when  wanted.  Indian  com  cribs  run  along 
and  overhang  the  south  side  of  every  bam,  bursting  with  its  eolden 
plenty,  and  loved  of  all  four-legged  and  two-legged  animals — including 
roan.  Oh,  sweet,  beneficent,  pure,  wholesome  grain !  how  does  one  bless 
God  for  sending  it  on  earth — a  standing  miracle  of  thy  care  and  good- 
ness !  with  the  cocoa-nut  palm  for  the  hotter  climes,  conspicuous. 

I  wish  we  would  take  to  it  more  in  England ;  it  is  so  very  good,  so 
very  plentiful  and  cheap,  so  very  sweet  and  nutritious ;  of  this  was  the 
unleavened  bread !  it  is  made  in  a  minute.  As  mush  (the  polenta  of 
Italy),  it  is  eaten  all  over  America ;  and  how  superior  to  oaten  porridge. 
It  is  made,  too,  into  cakes,  bread,  pies,  in  infinite  variety.  Horses  and 
cattle  like  nothing  so  well ;  ground  rough  and  mixed  with  cut  straw,  or 
thrown  in  their  cribs  in  the  cob.  The  grain  is  the  &vourite  food  of  the 
feathered  creation  ;  ground  and  mixed  in  cold  water  it  fattens  poultry, 
pigs,  &c.,  quicker  than  any  other  grain. 

The  meal,  if  kiln  dried,  keeps  very  well,  and  we  might  have  it  in  any 
quantity ;  but^  with  ourselves,  the  difficulty  is  to  create  a  taste  for  it !  I 
brought  some  home  with  me,  and  I  insist  on  having  a  little  mmk  now 
and  then  (cut  in  slices,  when  cold,  and  fiied^  for  breakfast ;  but  alas ! 
one  or  two  men  I  have  tried  it  on,  have  but  d — d  it  with  iaint  praise  I 
Need  one  wonder  at  the  Swiss  or  Prussians  preferring  their  own  coarse 
black  bread.     But  I  shall  never  get  out  of  the  '^  Great  Valley." 

We  skirted  its  southern  hilly  borders  of  woods.  I  looked  for  Fan- 
stock's  Tavern  (the  General  Paoli),  a  serious,  steady,  thrifty  man,  ffrown 
rich  more  by  his  fine  flEirm  than  his  brandy,  wine,  or  cyder.  I  saw  him— 
his  thin  placid  &ce  and  kind  greeting— m  my  mind*s  eye,  for  he,  nay, 
his  very  children  (daughters)  are  gone,  and  the  funny  old  ostler,  who 
used  to  ^ve  my  pony  jin  a  bite  of  hay,  gone.  I  was  rather  glad  that  we 
flew  by,  and  cut  short  reminiscent  dreamy  repinings.  All  this  country 
is  either  High  or  Low  Dutch — at  least  their  descendants — and  Dutch  or 
German  is  their  domestic  vernacular.  Tliey  used  to  speak  English  un- 
willingly and  badly. 

On  a  railway  one  can  see  very  little  of  a  country,  but  it  struck  me 
there  was  less  neatness  in  the  ham%  and  fanning  than  formerly,  and  cer- 
tainly, in  the  whole  leneth  and  breadth  of  this  valley  (ten  or  twelve 
miles  by  five  or  six),  the  homesteads  are  not  more  numerous,  nor  any  of 
the  surrounding  woods  more  cleared:  but  these  very  woods  have  become 
more  valuable.  The  surrounding  hills,  too^  being  of  limestone,  is  one 
source  of  wealth,  to  build  and  to  bum  for  lime,  used  ererywhwe  as  n 
manure. 
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I  find  a  great  difference  in  the  comfort  of  the  cars  ;  this  set  is  very 
shabby  and  bad.  The  stove  in  the  middle  only  heats  the  few  passengers 
in  its  Ticinity,  while  all  the  rest  may  freeze,  as  the  doors  and  windows 
are  constantly  thrown  open  by  the  conductors  or  passengers,  who  amuse 
themselres  travelling  backwards  and  forwards  through  all  the  string  of 
cars,  goesipmg. 

Lancaster,  sixty  miles  from  Philadelphia,  is  a  fine  large  thri^ng 
town — slow  and  sure,  quite  German,  witn  a  good  many  Quakers.     The 
cooDtry  round  it  pleasmgly  undulated,  and  very  highly  cultivated ;  if  . 
an3rthing,  rather  too  mu3i  cleared  of  wood,  though  coal  begins  to  be 
used  as  a  cheaper  fuel  in  all  American  towns  already. 

Hereabouts,  and  elsewhere,  I  have  observed  attempts  at  cotton 
hcUmeSj  encouraged  by  the  high  tariffs,  to  shut  England  out,  but  they 
Tardy  succeed ;  many  are  shut  up.  Even  at  Lowell  it  languishes.  The 
reason  is  obvious  enough — ^hanas  are  not  to  be  had  except  at  great 
wages,  and  even  then  it  is  very  difiicult  to  keep  up  an  essential  sub- 
ordination. Still  on  the  whole  they  do  increase,  particularly  their  iron- 
works and  foundries  for  stoves  and  steam-engines,  for  which  there  is  a 
C(»i8tant  great  demand. 

An  apology  for  a  turnpike-road  runs  from  Philadelphia  to  Lancaster, 
on  whicn  forty  years  ago  were  seen  the  Conostoga  waggons,  of  eight 
horses  each,  two  abreast,  famous  for  their  size  and  the  careful  economy 
of  the  teams  and  their  appointments.     These  waggons  8upj)li€tt3Ee^i9^^v 
terior  of  the  state  as  far  as  Harrisburg,  the  capital,  on  theJ^q(iihailni(/./N 
bat,  like  ourselves,  the  railways  have  upset  all  the  old  sl^v^xouv^atices.     >*    > 
I  looked  in  vain  for  a  Conostoga  waggon,  though  I  dare  ^ajl  ihc^y  ^«-^  *     / 
exist  on  those  tracks  of  this  vast  state,  remote  from  the  rail  way  AtstioM^;  .n^/ 
on  their  rough  primitive  roads,  and  through  hundreds  or  mifes  jOf  ^(jti^x 
▼iigin  forests.  ^  --  --^ 

Some  distance  beyond  Lancaster,  the  railway  skirting  or  running 
through  a  wild  woody  country,  we  suddenly  came  upon  the  steep  banks 
of  a  considerable  river,  and  crossed  a  very  bold  and  feeble  wooden  bridge, 
evidently  not  a  bit  stronger  than  could  be  helped,  with  no  sort  of  rail  or 
parapet-— all  nothing,  when  one  s^ts  used  to  it.  We  passed  many  such 
oeyond  the  capital,  approaching  the  spurs  of  the  mountains. 

The  view  across  the  river  to  the  westward,  coming  in  on  the  Susque- 
hanna, is  beautiful — a  grand  smiling  valley,  in  which  Harrisburg  rejoices. 
One  cannot  imagine  a  finer  site ;  but  even  here  I  overheard  conversa- 
tioDs  about  unhealthiness !  One  is  puzzled  to  account  for  this  mysterious 
miasma,  which  seems  to  take  possession  of  all  the  finest,  most  habitable 
spots ;  and  yet  here  is  a  bold,  rocky,  very  open  country  :  hills  and  dales 
m  profiision  on  every  side — rocks  of  limestone  and  slate  breaking  out  on 
the  banks,  the  woods,  and  in  the  very  meadows. 

We  remained  but  a  few  minutes  in  the  suburbs  of  the  town  at  the 
station  to  change  carriages  (for  a  better  set),  so  that  I  saw  little  of  it. 
It  is  a  large  place,  but  not  increasing  rapidly.  The  governor  and  as- 
sembly of  any  one  state  seem  to  have  very  little  influence  in  any  of  the 
small  quiet  United  States  seats  of  government  Since  this  railway, 
however,  they  are  going  ahead ;  and  paper,  iron,  and  tin  factories  in- 
cfcase — if  I  can  at  all  judge  by  the  various  tall  chimneys  I  saw 
smoking. 
Maif — TOL.  xcYm.  no.  ccclxxxix.  i 
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NcHrthward,  amon^  these  romantic  hills,  on  the  upper  branches  of  this 
noble  stream,  lies  Campbell*s  "  Wyoming."  One  might  look  in  vain 
for  such  a  spot  as  he  has  drawn  it ;  indeed,  for  the  essential  truth  and 
vigour  of  such  tales,  the  poet  should  himself  have  walked  these  woods 
and  have  witnessed  the  lives  of  the  Indians  and  the  primitive  settlers. 

Before  I  quit  this  part  of  the  state,  a  word  d  propos  of  the 
excellent  economy  of  their  bams,  their  farm-yards,  where  their  cattle 
luxuriate  in  the  severe  winters  in  the  sun  up  to  their  knees  in  stDMiv 
with  fodder  scattered  about  for  their  mid-day *s  amusement — that  is,  tlie 
toppings  and  strippings  of  the  corn-stalks,  which  growing  from  eight  t^ 
twelve  feet  high,  sends  out  its  beautiful  and  vigorous  leaves  by  the  yard ; 
these  and  the  stalk,  when  dried,  form  excellent  food— indeed,  the  stalk 
when  in  its  full  sap  and  vigour  is  as  juicy  and  as  sweet  as  the  sugar-oan^ 
which  it  a  good  deal  resembles,  and  not  a  doubt  would  make  sugar  pro- 
fitably, if  the  com  itself  were  not  still  better  and  more  solidly  profitnitkw 
This  is  called  fodder  when  dried,  and  in  the  south  is  more  relied  on  to 
feed  their  cattle,  where  erass  and  hay  is  more  scarce. 

Thus  on  the  sunny  side  of  these  immense  stone  bams  is  the  waxxa 
parlour,  in  common  for  the  whole  farm  stock :  cattle,  horses,  sheep,  pigs, 
and  poultr}',  all  in  a  state  of  delightful  familiarity  ;  the  cocks  and  bens 
perched  on  the  cows'  backs  occasionally,  or  feeding  under  their  feet,  all 
enjoying  themselves.  One  might  ind^d  call  it  a  really  '*  happy  fiuniiy,** 
had  not  that  pleasant  designation  become  so  odious  from  the  specimens  in 
a  wire  cage  which  still  takes  up  its  stand  at  our  National  Gallery ! 

But  there  is  a  broadcast  plenty,  a  freeness  from  want  or  hunger  boA 
for  man  and  beast,  which  makes  up  the  chief  charm  of  this  country  US^ 
which  joined  to  a  wise  pmdence,  albeit  quite  animal,  and  excessively 
dull,  in -doors  and  out,  makes  great  part  of  Pennsylvania  a  good  eom* 
pound  Dutch  and  Quaker  Arcadia.  P^ot  but  that  they  have  their  gt^ 
"  frolics"  occasionallv  :  their  "  quiltings,"  their  "  apple^butter  stirrings^*' 
and  ^'  com-husking  frolics,  in  autunm  and  winter,  when  all  the  valley 
or  neighbourhoods  meet  for  five  miles  round,  and  feast  and  laugh,  and 
*'  bestow  their  tediousnesses,''  and  '<  don't  go  home  till  morning."  Qa 
these  occasions  occur  those  ''bundlings"  we  have  heard  o£ 

But  what  is  most  to  be  admired  in  the  true  American  farming,  is  the 
perfect  knowledge  of  grandfather,  father,  and  sons  (for  hired  servants  are 
very  rare)  of  what  they  have  to  do  ;  and  it  is  done  in  the  very  best 
way,  whether  with  the  axe,  the  plough,  the  hoe,  or  the  scythe.  They 
have,  too,  a  spice  of  the  Swiss  in  their  sharp  thrift,  and  as  good  sholi 
with  the  rifle  ;  and  go  beyond  them  in  riches  of  every  kind,  and  a  c<m- 
sequent  bluntness  of  manner  not  particularly  eng^aging  to  us  strangops* 

In  the  country  parts  of  America  churches  are  rare ;  all  the  world  are 
Dissenters  of  some  shade  or  other ;  they  ride  miles  of  a  Sunday  to  their 
meeting-houses,  where  may  be  seen,  perhaps,  fifW  horses,  hitched  to  the 
trees  or  fences ;  and  a  dozen  or  two  of  their  light  carts  or  waggons,  all 
taking  care  of  themselves  outside,  while  the  congregation,  if  Quaker^ 
are  silently  waiting  (covered)  for  the  spirit  to  move  some  one ;  if  Ger- 
man or  mixed,  a  Lutheran  or  Calvinist  extempore  service  ;  but  there  as 
no  sort  of  acrimony  of  sect ;  out  of  the  fDur  walls  nobody  talks  of  beliefs^ 
no  matter  what  it  is.  Often  there  is  a  great  mixture  of  creeds  under  one 
roof,  as  a  matter  of  convenience.     Even  the  Quakers  have  grown  Um 
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TigicL  The  rims  of  their  hats  shnok  perceptU>ly,  and  buttons  abound. 
Here  (and  it  really  is  refreshing)  gentility  is  unknown,  unheard  of;  the 
poorest  creature,  if  hired,  eats  at  the  same  table,  and  is  quite  on  a 
(familiar  footise  at  once,  from  the  wilds  of  Coonemara,  our  own  street- 
sweepers,  or  the  oi^gan^'boy  of  Savoy — ^if  any  such  should  have  the  lode 
-or  the  address  to  find  his  way  over-*and  persevere  out  of  the  sea^board 
eitiss,  into  the  interior :  all  I  now  say  holds  good  more  or  lees  in  all  the 
Dortiiem  partly-deared  states,  ^hen  from  the  vastness  of  the  space ;  and, 
iiioagh  America  has  a  grand  total  of  near  25,000,000,  still  the  country 
popiilation  is  very  thinly  scattered,  and  hands  and  labour  always  welcoHie. 

Then  a^^ain,  while  the  men  are  in  the  fields  or  woods,  the  women 
itteod  to  tiie  household  concerns,  milk  the  cows  (no  man  evw  does), 
attend  to  their  perfect  dairies,  which  are  always  over  pure  springs, 
and  caUed  **  sprtng-kouaes.*'  No  matter  how  rich,  there  is  seldom  or 
ei«r  a  hired  maid ;  and  if  there  is,  ten  to  one  she  instantly  merges  into 
iMie  of  themselves,  or  becomes  diortly  ^eir  8ister-in4«w.  In  all  this 
peifect  eoonomy,  perfsct  plenty,  and  progress  to  well-being  and  wealth, 
there  is  bat  one  neglect — there  is  no  garden,  beyond  a  few  poorly-raised 
^FCgetaUes,  though  eadi  fiirm  has  a  m^e  orchard  of  apples,  peaches,  and 
ehories  ;  hut  the  men  have  no  idea  of,  or  time  for,  horticulture.  Pota- 
toes are  fine,  and  in  great  plenty ;  but  few  turnips,  or  beans,  or  peas, 
and  never  in  their  fields :  there  are  very  few  sheep,  fewer  pastures  ;  no 
downs  or  commons  of  any  kind,  on  this  side  of  those  rolling  prairies  of 
the  for  west ;  thence,  apart  ham  the  grandeur  of  their  woods  and  rivers, 
American  scenery  is  very  formal,  indeed  ugly  wherever  settlers  meddle 
with  it»  firom  the  constant  post  and  rail  divisions  of  the  fields,  or  by  still 
vglier  worm  fences,  and,  in  the  newer  £Eirms,  the  stamps  of  trees ;  the 
absmee  of  anything  like  a  park,  or  a  lawn,  or  a  flower-garden,  at  or 
■ear  their  houses,  which,  in  turn,  are  much  inferior  to  their  bams  in 
«be,  ofien  in  good  looks  and  construction;  the  richest  fanners,  perhaps, 
hfing  in  a  small  log  or  frame-house,  whUe  his  bam  is  of  stone,  towering 
two  stories  above  his  very  humble  roof ;  a  sensible  proud  humility ;  fer 
an  his  ridies  are  comprised  in  the  grand  bam  and  farm-jard,  and  there 
is  wisely  concentred  all  his  care,  industry,  and  attention. 

As  to  mind,  the  amenities,  accompliishments,  and  elegancies  of  life, 
they  wodd  only  enfeeble,  and  do  mischief  here  ;  and  who  expects  it  ? 
In  o«r  dear  old  England  we  are  eaten  up  by  gentility— -enfeebled  by  it 
— bored  by  it :  we  are  so  excessively  genteel,  that  we  are  forced  to  be 
mde  to  each  other  ;  and  can  by  no  accident  ever  be  natural  and  sincere 
(in  or  oat  of  the  country),  so  much  afraid  are  we  of  each  other's  hair- 
iphttmg  pretensions  to  caste  and  feshion !  I  have,  of  coune,  the  highest 
respeet  and  consideration  for  our  ^^  ten  thousand'*  small  pretenders  at  th^ 
beds  of  the  ton,  expectant ;  but  what  is  one  to  aay  of  our  really  great 
pemde  in  high  places,  who  guide  us,  and  their  very  feshionable  followers 
and  creatures,  who,  to  a  man,  are  so  very  good-for-nothingly  exquisite,  that 
they  disdain  to  do  their  official  duties  decently,  or  condescend  to  be  suffi- 
ciently vulgar  to  know,  or  be  at  all  alive  to,  anythmg  that  is  going  on 
about  them  in  the  world,  beyond  the  trifling  West-end  exclusive  circle  ? 
Birt  how  pains-taking  and  truly  industrious  in  their  trifling!— 'in  the 
riuipe  or  speed  of  a  horse — ^in  the  importance  of  a  particular  dub,  the 
Opera,  0r  Frrach  play,  or  French  dishr-^r  the  sublime  impossibility  of 
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a  ball  at  the  Palace !  Oh,  EngUu^d  !  Oh,  my  country !  what  are  yoor 
ghips  like — what,  your  sailors — your  poor  fishermen  and  your  shores  ?— > 
irhat  of  our  one  river,  and  of  our  one  city,  flooded  with  idle  luxuiy,  dirt, 
and  ten  thousand  conflic^g  abuses  and  abominations? — but,  hold! — ^I 
am  offered  some  indifferent  apples,  at  six  cents  a  piece,  at  tlie  statbn. 

Seven  or  eight  miles  beyond  Harrisburg  we  come  to  the  spurs  of  the 
hills  closing  in,  and  cross  the  Susquehanna  towards  the  Alleghany  moun- 
tains along  the  track  of  the  Juniata  river ;  one  of  its  romantic  tributaries* 

We  now  ascend  along  the  valley  on  its  right  bank,  and  pass  through 
a  string  of  new  towns,  with  many  odd  names,  all  going  more  or  less 
ahead ;  these  names  are  not  of  much  moment ;  but  there  was  RockviUe, 
Cove,  Duncannon,  Aqueduct,  Miller's  Town,  Tuscarora,  Mexico,  Miflin, 
Lewistown,  M'Vey,  Newton  Hamilton,  Hans  Valley,  Mill  Credc,  and 
Huntingdon,  the  most  connderable,  and  a  large  town. 

As  we  proceed,  our  inclines  grow  more  and  more  elevated — the  hilh 
on  each  side  swelling  into  mountains — sometimes  the  railway  crossing 
rapid  deep  creeks  rushing  to  the  river  far  below  us  in  the  glen,  over 
viaduct  bridge  very  boldly  thrown  across — the  scenery  all  along  beauti- 
ful— growing  more  wild  and  grand  in  forest  and  steep  valleys  and  goms 
every  ten  miles ;  our  course  often  skirting  the  slope  of  the  hills  with 
abrupt  precipices  above  and  below  us.  It  went  often  to  my  heart  to  see 
the  noble  pmes  on  each  side  felled  (many  wantonly !),  and  laying  feUed 
in  their  pride,  and  rotting — in  every  stage  t>f  decomposition — some  again 
but  lately  cut  in  all  their  green  glories — would  *^  make  a  mast  for  some 
tall  admiral's  ship !" 

After  all,  man  destroys  more  than  he  creates !  Look  at  these  giants  of  the 
forest !  and  look  at  hb  little  miserable  frame-houses  made  of  some  few  of 
them  he  has  sawed,  and  tacked  up  in  their  villages  on  the  river  banks ! — but 
night  shuts  out  this  horrid  awful  destruction,  and  these  glorious  wilds  to- 
gether— ^and  in  due  time  we  arrive  at  Holidaysburg,  on  a  branch  of  the 
Spruce  river  and  Beaver  Dam  Creek — itself  a  fine  large  stream  of  per- 
haps ten  thousand-horse  power.  I  forgot  to  say  that  we  crossed  and  re- 
crossed  the  Juniata  more. than  once  on  our  way ;  and  finally,  beyond 
Huntingdon,  to  the  right  bank,  striking  into  the  steeper  narrow  valley 
of  the  Spruce  Creek. 

One  may  imagine  the  peculiar  beauties  of  this  kind  of  wild  forest  and 
mountain  scenery  in  summer,  when  these  cool  shades  and  retreats  are  so 
grateful — but  we  had  nothing  but  snow  and  ice  for  it — the  cold  most 
bitter — ^we  all  sat  latterly  in  a  torpid  state,  except  the  few  thawed  indi- 
viduals piled  on  each  other  round  the  stove. 

At  a  junction  station-house  and  hotel,  a  mile  beyond  Holidaysburg 
(a  gprowing  town),  we  were  to  sup  and  sleep  ;  to  be  shifted  next  morn- 
ing to  the  cars  of  the  next  following  train. 

Too  happy  to  warm  our  fingers  and  toes,  or  for  any  sort  of  change,  I 
was  quite  insensible  to  having  gained  nothing  by  being  a  day  in  advance, 
except  a  very  scrambling  Backwood  sort  of  supper  (it  was  past  mid- 
night), and  a  three  hours'  attempt  to  sleep  in  a  very  frigid  bed,  which  de- 
^^  my  puny  efforts,  laughed  at  my  miseries  (^  la  Dickens),  and  handed 
me  over  without  concern  to  the  tender  mercies  of  the  man  and  lantern 
at  four  o'clock — ^in  midnight  darkness — ^to  dress  and  get  up  a  provisionary 
i^petite  for  very  tough  bee&teaks,  mountain  and  torrent  stale  breacl^ 
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and  8ome  pure  Mocha — ^into  which  the  torrent  had  surely  hroken,  hefoie 
it  boiled  and  filled  our  cups  at  five  o  clock — when  the  passengers  just 
arriTed  helped  us  to  "  do  justice  to  the  meal.''  Now,  to  sup  at  one  and 
breakfast  at  five  is  not  at  all  a  bad  contrivance— for  the  tavern-keepers ! 
— so,  having  paid  my  dollar  and  a  half*  for  this  pleasing  arrangement, 
and  comfortable  lodging — I  once  more  ascended  the  cars ;  and  after  a 
pleasant  search  (all  the  seats  occupied  within  33  deg.  of  Fahrenheit^  or 
any  heat),  I  made  a  lodgement,  in  the  comfortable  draught  of  the  door  ; 
tiuty,  it  was  Hobson's  choice ;  and  never  shall  I  forget  the  ascent  and 
descent  of  the  Alleghanies !  the  weather  each  twelve  hours  growing  more 
intensely  cold.  It  was  the  middle  of  December,  and  perfectly  natural ; 
bat  still  people  would  insist  on  the  extreme  mildness  of  the  winters  for 
these  last  twelve  years  all  over  America !  and  that  there  would  be  no 
frost  and  snow  to  signify  before  Christmas  certainly;  pendant  icicles 
everywhere  commented  on  the  impertinence. 

Our  way  lay  up  the  pass  of  the  Spruce  Creek  by  the  steep  mountain 
nde — precipices  to  the  right — ^but  thick  woods  and  noble  trees  would 
eatch  the  cars  if  they  went  o£P  the  rail ;  so  we  couldn't  fall  far,  and  our 
pace  upwards  was  not  too  swift,  perhaps  twelve  or  fifteen  miles  an  hour. 
At  one  spot  we  came  to  a  stand- still ;  overhung  by  a  crag  of  most 
superb  slates  in  such  exuberance  breaking  themselves  out,  a  few  tons  had 
just  shot  down  across  our  way,  and  local  navvies  were  clearing  them  off  for 
us — a  thousand  tons,  loosened,  threatened  us  over  head — this  was  an 
escape  we  were  not  a  bit  thankful  for,  but  grumbled  at  the  stoppage  ; 
for  my  part,  I  tried  to  calculate  what  such  a  hill  of  noble  slate  slabs 
would  be  worth  at  one  of  our  artificial  stone-yards  on  the  New-road, 
Marylebone  !  but  it  was  impossible.  Near  me  sat  a  most  pretty,  pre- 
ooeioas,  independent  young  lady,  who  kept  up  a  loud  incessant  gabble 
(going  home  from  some  large  l>oarding-school,  highly  finished,  with  her 
brother)  vrith  a  Pittsburg  practitioner,  just  introduced.  Good  Heavens ! 
what  stuff  did  these  two  talk  ;  but  the  only  singular  part  of  it  was  the 
scandal,  of  who  and  who  were  courting — ^who  pretty  and  ugly — mixed 
with  the  grave  disquisition  of  trite  mundane  things !  Politics,  and  finally 
pills  ;  where  the  brother  ventured  to  cut  in.  The  Pittsburg  man,  who 
was  absurdly  gallant  (though  a  married  man),  being  a  great  philosopher^ 
dedaring  aloud,  that  it  was  essential  to  humbug  ms  patients  very  often, 
and  give  them  bread  pills* 

All  this  vras  really  only  remarkable  from  its  crudeness,  its  excessive 
affectation,  and  in  the  girl,  unbecoming  forwardness  and  boldness. 

We  are  always  talking  of  American  domestic  manners ;  differing,  after 
all,  little  firom  our  own,  except  in  this  loud,  bold,  unbecoming  affecta- 
tion in  all  the  genteel  world  of  their  cities.  So,  too,  it  already  besets 
their  country  towns,  and  one  is  stunned  by  it,  and  made  sick  up  the  in- 
clined planes  of  this  grand  ridge  of  "  blue  mountains  !"  Not  the  cold, 
the  snow,  these  noble  pines,  these  virgin  solitudes,  can  stop  it !  We  had 
arrived  at  the  first  engine-house ;  the  locomotives  taken  off,  and  endless 
r(^»e8  winding  up  sharp  inclines  through  these  beautiful  woods.  Some 
of  us  got  out,  and  walked  along  or  ran  up  ahead,  to  get  unbenumbed. 
The  doctor  and  the  young  lady,  still  talking  for  a  wager — and  for  the 
amuisement  of  a  considerable  circle  round  the  stove. 

I  should  observe,  that  long  prior  to  this  recent  railway,  a  canal  on  oup 
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4r«ok  travGraed  this  state  to  the  west,  aod  climbs  these  monntaiiis  not  hr 
r&om  us  on  the  opposite  side  of  this  pass,  to  Pittsburg. 

These  inolines  (I  think  in  all  six  engine-stations,  three  on  each  side) 
are  very  tedious.  In  the  summer  the  ramble  across  on  foot,  no  matter 
how  slow  (about  a  walking  pace),  would  have  been  delightful ;  but  now 
the  cold  was  too  great — we  were  forced  back  into  the  cars  out  of  the 
Gutting  winds.  At  length  we  got  down  on  the  western  side,  and  were 
once  more  taken  on  by  the  locomotive. 

As  in  all  mountain  passes,  fine  dashing  streams  rise  and  rush  down  on 
both  sides.  So  here  we  lefb  the  Spruce  river  on  the  east  side,  and  the* 
Loyalhanna  on  the  west  rashes  under  our  crossing  viaduct— a  tributary 
to  the  Monongahela. 

In  a  wild  spot  (Lockport  ?)  on  the  western  side,  we  at  length  came, 
towards  sunset,  to  the  provisional  board-shed  terminus,  still  forty  miles 
short  of  Pittsburg;  and  here  we  all  scrambled  out,  and  scrambled  into  half 
-a  dozen  four-horsed  stages,  drawn  up  waiting  for  us.  It  snowed  at  inter- 
Tals,  the  cold  intense,  and  I  really  pitied  some  of  the  women  and  chil- 
dren— bewildered  at  the  '*  depot"  among  the  baggage,  and  under  the 
horses'  feet.  All  in  confusion  worse  confused — everybody  sauve  qui 
peuty  rushing  to  the  stages,  in  or  out  of  turn  ;  the  fear  being,  among  the 
more  knowing,  that  the  lag-lasts  would  have  to  ride  outside. 

We  all  know  what  an  American  stage  is  !  Inside  or  out,  they  are 
the  most  stupid,  detestable  contrivances  ever  imagined.  Inside  I  thought 
I  should havebeen frozen,  though  padced  close  on  each  other ;  they  hold 
nine,  but  eleven  got  in,  and  the  leathern  curtains  only  mock  you  with  the 
idea  of  warmth  or  shelter  from  the  cutting  blast  My  teeth  chattered,  my 
limbs  trembled ;  millions  of  deaths  occur  with  ten  times  less  sufiTexing 
than  that  of  this  wretched  pui^tory  of  twenty-eight  miles.  As  to  our 
luggage,  it  might  come  on,  or  be  pitched  into  the  Loyalhanna,  which 
was  meandering  somewhere  about,  getting  frozen  like  ourselves.  But 
what  must  have  been  the  feelings  (or  no  feelings)  of  the  drivers,  and  a 
few  stray  unfortunates  who  had  to  sit  outside  during  that  abominaUe 
drive !  The  jolting,  though  enough  to  dislocate  one's  limbs,  was  a  kind 
of  pleasure — and  yet,  oh !  outside  I  could  hear  them  laughing !  pulling 
up  at  various  wayside  taverns  for  a  dram — ay,  it  couldn't  be  too  strong  I 
And  the  horses,  always  good  and  fast,  tore  us  along  with  glee,  thinking, 
poor  things,  of  their  stable  and  their  com.  I'm  not  sure,  but  think  the 
same  set  took  us  a  full  trot  the  whole  distance. 

I  instinctively  ran  fbr  it,  and  got  into  the  last  twelve  mile  rail-cam 
along  the  right  bank  of  the  Monongahela  down  to  Pittsbuig,  where  we 
arrived  near  midnight  in  a  torpid  state.  But  what  I  suffered  from  cold 
furUier  down  the  Ohio  this  winter  makes  all  this  mild  initiation  a  mere 
matter  of  moonshine.  An  hour  in  a  fierce  snow-storm,  hunting  out  our 
bags  and  baggage,  and  a  mile  lide  in  an  open  omnibus,  for  twenty-five 
oents,  to  the  Monongahela  Hotel,  was  yet  not  the  <<  deeper  still"  reserved 
for  my  crude  inexperience— -I  was  now  a  mummy,  but  I  had  yet  to  be 
unrolled. 

Well,  this  large  soot-begrimed  (worse  than  London),  black,  brick  town, 
was  now  clethed  in  a  pure  white  frozen  mantle;  indeed,  natives  and  pas- 
sengers were  equally  astonished  at  this  extreme  and  sudden  severity* 
Stoves, were  red  hot  (coals  are  here  jusc  as  at  Newcastle,  and  the  town  is 
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a.  eosrser  Birmingham) — ^but,  how  ever  resolve  to  mount  the  long  cold 
MRidors,  and  seek  one's  ioy  bedroom! — Well,  all  suflferings,  great  and 
mall,  have  their  pleasures — by  the  contrast  of  intennission.  I  was  alive 
and  lireljr  next  morning,  and  rambled  about  the  town  in  the  snow. 

FHtsbuig  is  in  a  most  beautiful  situation  at  the  confluence  of  the 
Monoogahela  and  Alleghany  rivers,  on  a  flat  peninsula,  under  the  fine 
pietiiresque  hills  of  the  Monongahela  on  the  east  side ;  to  the  west,  in 
Ohio,  all  is  comparatively  flat  near  the  town,  though  distant  hills  appear; 
waidj  altogether,  it  is  a  charming  country.  Both  these  rivers  are  large, 
and  navigable  a  long  way  upwards,  and  form  at  the  point  at  the  south 
end  of  the  streets  of  the  suburbs — the  great  Ohio.  Large  handsome 
bridges,  on  the  iron  suspension  plan,  cross  both  rivers  to  the  centre  of 
Ihe  town;  while  on  the  east  side,  on  the  Monongahela,  some  forty  or  fifty 
€Hdo  steamers  lay  at  the  wide  sloping  strand,  with  their  noses  on  shore ; 
no  need  of  anchors,  or  particular  wharves.  Nor  is  the  west  side  of  the 
town  without  its  boats  on  the  Alleghany  river. 

"Die  whole  town  is  an  iron  one ;  up  and  down  every  street  the  largest 
warehouses  are  fiUed  with  thousands  of  iron-cast  stoves  of  every  possible 
fain  (and  in  execrable  bad  taste  as  to  ornament),  the  pavements  are 
«Dcumbered  by  them,  and  pots,  pans,  boilers,  ploughshares,  and  all  the 
asefiil  fJEunily  of  hardware  is  in  coarse  profusion — ^for  as  yet  they  have  not 
aome  to  the  more  delicate  branches  of  knives,  scissors,  razors,  and  highly- 
pc^sbed  things ;  but  steel  tools  are  excellent,  and  of  handy  forms  and 
variety,  exceeding  our  ingenuity — axes,  chisels,  hammerb*,  saws,  planes, 
riees,  files,  rabbets,  &c,  and  I  could  have  loaded  myself  with  varieties  and 
improvements,  which  our  more  stupid  mechanics  and.  tradesmen  never 
bare  hit  on  yet!  Those  ingenious  contrivances  extend  to  farming  imple- 
ments, and  useful  novelties  of  other  descriptions.  Our  hardware  people 
flkould  travel !  so  should  our  stupid  tailors  and  shoemakers,  whom  I  have 
watched  not  advancing  one  single  step  in  forty  years !  Even  in  harness 
tiiey  beat  us — in  wood,  in  leather,  in  iron.  In  the  purely  ornamental 
Aey  may  sin  against  simplicity  and  good  taste  more  than  our  tradesmen 
—but  not  mach*~while  it  is  made  up  for  by  their  practical,  useful,  handy, 
ingenious  contrivances,  which  in  England,  from  father  to  son,  is  never 
«reamt  of! 

Who  but  must  be  aware  of  this,  crossing  from  the  Boulvarts,  or  Rue 
de  lUvol],  to  Regent-street,  or  £rom  Boston  to  Piccadilly  ?  It  is  not 
what  one  may  see  shine  in  a  few  families  among  us — a  few  shops,  a  few 
things,  very  exquisite  in  their  way — but  what  is  diffused  throughout  the 
land,  and  in  everybody's  hands,  making  the  million  intelligent ! 

I  was  very  proud  of  our  superb  show  at  our  half  of  our  World's  Fair ; 
Bat  diina,  plate,  glass,  jewell^,  pianos,  silks,  and,  ten  thousand  super- 
ftwiis  elegancies  in  which  the  French  rival  us  (often  beat  us),  should  not 
aet aside  the  more  valuable  and  useful!  in  things  of  daily  use,  that  we 
want  every  minute;  we,  too,  who  pride  ourselves  oa  the  practical  and 
meMl 

Pittsburg  is  already  a  large  and  populous  city,  of  an  immense  trade  in 
mm,  doing  business  on  a  great  scale,  full  of  foundries  (many  on  the 
opposite  shore,  under  the  steep  hills),  casting  and  manufacturing  steam- 
boat boilers,  funnels,  and  machinery,  for  all  tlie  thousands  of  steam-boats 
on  all  ^ese  great  western  waters  (the  otlier  chief  manufactories  being  at 
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Vnieeling^y  Louisville,  and  Cindooati),  the  demand  increasing  ererj 
year.  Perhaps  this  one  branch  (and  mill  cog-wheels)  may  be  considered 
as  of  the  most  consequence ;  and  it  is  brought  to  great  perfection  ia 
high-pressure  engines,  with  which  all  the  boats  are  fitted — open  on  the 
main  deck,  the  great  cabin  fore  and  aft  variously  divided  in  saloons,  state 
cabins,  &c.,  being  supported  before  the  paddle-boxes  on  stanchions — ^ail 
open  on  deck — the  centre  up  to  the  axle  of  the  wheels  occupied  by  the 
furnaces,  boilers,  cylinders,  and  pistons,  which  work  horizontally  (nearly )» 
with  double-hinged  arms,  direct  to  the  axle  behind  the  boilers,  which^ 
ranged  in  pairs,  of  cylinder-shape,  too,  of  perhaps  seven  feet  diameter, 
and  twenty- five  feet  length,  are  placed  horizontally  on  a  brickwork 
platform  on  the  deck. 

All  the  boats  have  two  great  funnels  over  the  fire-g^tes.  Coal  (which 
is  in  the  cheapest  abundance,  cropping  out  in  many  spots  along  the  Ohio^ 
and  requiring  hardly  more  labour  to  get  at  than  a  common  stone  quarry 
at  the  water-side)  is  burned  all  down  the  river,  and  would  be  continueo,. 
as  much  the  better  fuel  and  more  economical,  up  and  down  the  Missta- 
sippi,  but  that  they  cannot  afford  to  take  up  so  much  of  their  freight 
with  it,  having  other  deck  cargo ;  and  even  on  the  Ohio,  rather  put  in  at 
various  coal  dep6ts  as  they  come  up  and  down,  than  encumber  their 
decks  with  it  too  much  at  a  time. 

These  immense  boats  draw  astonishingly  little  water— loaded  to  the 
''^  guards^  that  is  almost  level  with  the  deck  itself,  only  from  four  to  five 
feet — with  perhaps  fifteen  hundred  or  two  thousand  tons,  and  towering 
on  the  water  twenty  feet  high,  perhaps  sixty  broad,  and  two  hundred 
feet  long.  All  carry  passengers  as  well  as  cargo.  Their  tables,  saloons^ 
servants,  state  cabins,  &c.,  are  much  in  the  same  way  as  on  the  eastern 
sea-board. 

One  of  these  fine  boats,  ready  to  start,  I  watched  from  the  parlour- 
window  of  the  hotel,  sorely  perplexed  whether  to  go  on  board  at  onoe,  or 
run  the  risk  of  the  river  closing  entirely  by  remaining  a  day  longer ;  for 
already  I  saw,  when  on  the  north  side  of  the  town,  the  Alleghany  riv«r 
filled  with  floating  ice,  though  the  Monongahela  (the  larger,  and  coming 
from  the  south)  was  as  yet  free ;  indeed,  the  thing  was  so  very  rare  that 
nobody  would  believe  the  river  below  could  be  closed ;  however,  the 
intense  cold  ought  to  have  made  them  suspect  it ;  besides,  at  hotels  they 
are  never  anxious  to  get  you  away,  so  I  suffered  this  boat,  the  mail,  to 
depart,  not  without  doubts  as  to  the  morrow,  which  certain  recollected 
sage  maxims  reinforced  very  uncomfortably. 

In  ordinary  weather  many  boats  come  and  go  every  day,  and  there  is 
no  sort  of  difficulty  about  a  passage ;  in  such  weather,  still  snowing,  and 
freezing  great  guns,  walking  about  was  not  pleasant,  and  to  observe 
minutely,  difficult  The  entrance  of  a  canal  in  the  north-east  suburb, 
and  its  locks,  gates,  &c.,  in  ruins,  might  be  traced  to  railroads  casting 
their. shadows  before  (for  us  English-Pennsylvania  stockholders !),  and 
beyond  them,  on  the  more  elevated  banks,  I  could  see  where  all  the  town, 
came  from,  in  the  still  busy  and  extensive  brick-yards,  kilns,  &p. 

There  is  not  an  essential  thing  that  nature  has  not  provided  them  with 
here  in  a  rich  abundance  on  the  spot.  Thus  do  the  Americaifs  every- 
where start  with  unheard-of  advantages,  and  all  the  painfully,  expen* 
lively,  and  slowly  acquired  knowledge  of  England  and  of  Europe.     K  I 
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wonder  at  alJ,  I  begin  to  wonder  rather  at  the  many  foults,  evils,  and 
igDonmoes  they  have  perpetuated  among'  themselves,  with  no  possible 
good  reason  or  excuse.  But  I  must  be  off ;  it  is  too  cold  to  moralise ;  and» 
the  boat  is  about  to  start  (next  day),  the  ice  floes  and  flakes  increased, 
•o  that  the  report  comes  that  ereat  difficulty  is  found  in  ascending  the 
mer  &om  below  at  all ;  and  wnen  we  got  below  the  town,  fairly  in  the 
Obio^  we  found  it  full  of  ice  grating  harshly  at  our  sides,  and,  though 
not  yet  packed  much,  looking  rathw  ominous ;  far  as  the  eye  could  catch 
down  the  reaches,  a  devious  serpentine  course  starting  for  the  first  sixty 
miles  in  a  north-west  direction,  wandering  away  ^m  the  point  we  Mm 
at— the  south  and  Cincinnati — which  is,  by  the  river,  distant  Ave  hun- 
dred miles,  but»  as  the  crow  flies,  only  about  three  himdred.  The  current 
ronning  three  or  four  miles  an  hour,  and  our  speed,  in  spite  of  having  to 
cut  lJux>u£^h  the  thickening  detached  ice,  about  ten  miles. 

The  boat's  stem  is  iron-shod,  with  plates  of  iron  to  guard  the  bows,  and 
yet  there  is  some  danger  of  the  ice  cutting  through  !  The  captain,  a 
good-natared,  jolly  fellow,  with  a  very  red  face,  has  a  hard  time  of  it ;  up 
night  and  day,  though  he  has  a  pilot ;  for  the  river  has  many  shoals  in 
the  middle,  near  the  shores,  and  often  shifting,  so  that  it  requires  all 
their  intimacy  with  every  ^reach,  every  landmark,  and  turn  (when  one 
bank  has  to  be  crossed  over  to  or  left),  to  avoid  grounding. 

The  excessive  severity  of  the  cold,  felt  more  and  more  away  from  any 
shelter,  makes  keeping  the  deck  a  duty  only  possible  to  strong  men 
inured  to  a  very  rough  life. 

The  roughest  Kentuckians  and  severe  'Kansas  colts  on  board  couldn't 
stand  it,  even  for  a  walk  on  the  roof-deck,  or  round  the  guards,  but  kept 
snug  in  the  fore  smoking-cabin  round  the  red-hot  stove  ;  the  windows  in 
front  crowded  by  those  who  preferred  looking  down  the  river. 

This  fore  cabm  is  directly  over  the  boilers,  and  I  confess  I  never  felt 
quite  easy  there,  though  I  got  pretty  well  hardened  to  it  before  I  got 
down  to  New  Orleans.  When  there  is  a  blow  up,  it  is  this  fore  part 
and  its  contents  that  suffers ;  the  saloon  more  behind,  particularly  the 
ladies'  end  at  the  stem,  almost  always  escaping ;  but,  in  spite  of  the 
terrific  accounts  which  often  reach  us  in  England  of  these  blowings  up, 
it  is  remarkable  how  little  notice  or  fear  it  creates  among  those  who  are 
used  to  it.  They  never  seem  to  give  it  a  thought ;  to  enjoy  their  cigars, 
two-thirds  of  the  men  were  constantly  crammed  over  this  crater  of  their 
Boating  Vesuvius,  some  never  stirring  night  or  day,  except  to  eat  and 
visit  the  barber's  shovj  for  ten  and  twenty-five  cent  drams  at  the  bar,  or 
have  their  beards  tnmmed.  In  this  **  shop'*  all  the  men  wash  of  a 
mornmg,  gratis ;  two  or  three  basins  and  a  jack-towel  or  two  serves  ex- 
cellently well  for  seventy  or  a  hundred — but  there  all  luxury  ends  unpaid 
for,  extra.  Fast  gents  get  their  boots  polished  at  the  rate  of  ten  cents 
the  pair,  which,  too,  is  ^e  expected  fee  for  lifting  your  portmanteau  into 
jour  particular  state  room  when  put  on  board,  and  again  when  put  out 
on  d^k ;  in  short,  all  down  to  the  south,  and  along  the  slave  margin,  a 
copper  cent  is  never  touched  or  heard  of ;  nothing  less,  for  the  least 
thmg,  than  silver — the  fivepenny-bit  or  piccayune,  and  the  dime  or  tea 
cent  piece ;  even  in  the  markets  the  cheapest  vegetables,  &c.,  are  put 
into  piccm/une  or  dime  tiny  heaps  or  bunches.  If  a  beggar  should  accost 
70a  (and  such  things  are,  though  rare),  you  cannot  offer  less  than  silver, 
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and  you  mi^  make  it  the  Irish  <'  tmpenny,  good  look  to  jos,^  indKrat* 
hmg  thought  at  all  too  generoM.  In  all  my  long  journey  I  found  no 
Vie  whatorer  for  a  few  loose  eeois  I  happened  to  haye  about  me  when  I 
kft  Philadelphia,  so  I  threw  them  into  my  trunk  to  await  my  return  to 
the  northern  states  ;  indeed,  I  felt  ashamed  of  than,  though  a  handsome 
emn,  and  bad  some  horrid  thoughts  of  committing  ihera  to  the  deep  in 
die  Mississippi,  slily  at  night ;  fer  the  bare  possession  of  them  (unless  I 
could  have  pretended  as  a  curiosity,  and  passed  myself  off  as  a  curiooff 
virtuoso  and  numismatic  philosopher)  implied  danger  of  losing  caste; 
most  especially  with  all  the  Uncle  Toms. 

Oor  meals  were  included  in  our  very  moderate  fitre  (six  doUars  to  Cin* 
enmati)  ;  but  after  dinner,  and  after  our  ioed  muddy  water  (no  wine  or 
beer  by  any  chance  whatever,  or  any  kind  of  spirit  out  of  the  harbors 
shop  and  bar),  the  darky  waiters  brought  us  indbSerent  apples,  for  privato 
amusement,  at  a  piccayune  a  pieee. 

By  day,  and  round  the  saloon  stores,  even  with  Hie  thermometer  at 
aero,  we  did  pretty  well ;  but  the  nights  were  one  long  waking  spell  o£ 
f^eesing  misery,  the  icy  blast  whistling  through  in  a  thorough  dniught-^ 
it  rivalled  the  intense  suffering  in  the  stage.  Meantime^  as  we  literaUy 
ploughed  our  way  down,  the  ice  grew  more  and  more  solid,  in  some 
places  closing  across  the  river,  and  then  came  a  tremendous  grinding  as 
we  bored  through  it,  the  wheels  sending  great  blocks  and  masses  of  the 
woe  on  the  guard  at  the  opening  behind  the  paddle-boxes,  mixed  with 
logs,  limbs,  and  roots  of  trees,  which  had  to  be  cleared  off  every  now  and 
then.  I  more  than  once  wondered  such  logs,  and  sudi  thick,  ponderous 
pieces  of  ice,  did  not  break  the  wheels  to  pieces. 

We  stopped  at  several  towns  going  along,  to  land  or  take  off  pas* 
sengers.  It  is  wonderful  how  handy  these  boats  are,  and  how  weH 
handled.  Taking  the  requisite  sweep  of  the  river,  they  round  to,  and 
gently  put  their  bows  to  the  clay  bank,  when  a  thick  plank  is  put  out» 
people  go  and  oome,  and  we  are  off.  In  this  way  we  got  coal  on  board, 
the  second  night,  at  an  active,  increasing  place,  and  great  coaling  dep6t 
in  Ohio,  Pomeroy.  Here  we  met  the  Pttt^mrg^  fellow-steamer,  coaling, 
too,  on  her  way  up,  giving  us  no  great  hopes  of  reaching  Cincinnati— and 
her  chances  of  reaching  Pittsburg  were  still  more  slender ;  in  &ct,  she 
dkln't — frozen  in  fast,  nfty  miles  below  it. 

Ours  was  a  capital  boat,  the  Keystone  State^  Captain  Stone,  a  clever 
^ow,  and,  as  I  have  said,  wide  awake,  freezing  on  tne  roof  at  the  whed- 
house  night  and  day,  or  we  should  have  been  caught,  die  thermometer 
seven  degrees  below  zero,  out  of  tiie  wind.  But  I  anticipate,  Pomeroy 
being  a]k>ut  half-way,  and  opposite  Kentucky.  Both  banks  are  studded 
all  the  way  down  with  thriving  towns  and  \411ages^  idl  interesting  enough 
in  their  abrupt  history. 

But  what  I  most  regretted  was,  not  seeing  this  iioUe  river,  its  beauti- 
fnl  banks  and  woods  in  all  their  charms,  at  any  season  but  this,  All  is. 
now  one  monotonous  white ;  not  a  leaf;  the  few  houses  and  farms  hardly 
&oemible ;  not  a  thing  moving ;  the  cattle  all  undw  cover,  and  man  at 
his  fireside.  But  what  can  stop  a  Yankee  pedlar,  and  his  two-horse  light 
waggon  ? — and  lo !  we  saw  one  creeping  along  a  track  through  a  wood, 
on  bis  way  to  the  various  out-of-sight  farms  and  villages. 

Charming  conical  wooded  hills  skirt  the  phio  its  whole  length-^the. 
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stiie  of  Ohio  on  ihe  right,  and  Virginia  on  tba  Mt;  socoeeding  P^msyl** 
Tania  on  the  bend  where  the  river,  in  its  tortucos  Tagwaw,  fmn  oiio» 
nore  to  the  souUi. 

We  pass  under  a  cnrioiislj  bold  iron  Bn8pen8ion4)ridge  at  WheeHng, 
wkere  the  Virginia  bank  is  niuob  higher  than  on  the  Ohio  side  ;  so,  to 
avoid  trouble  and  expense,  the  bridge  is  made  slanting- *'  dicular,"  de^ 
Mending  into  Ohio  state,  and  meant  to. allow  of  the  tallest  steamer  fiinnds 
to  pass  under  dose  to  the  Virginian  side.  It  was  a  very  dose  shave  with 
Wf  and  is  still  too  low  for  some  of  the  larger  boats.  There  is  some 
grambling^  about  this  mistake.  *'  The  long  and  the  short  of  it  is,"  says 
tke  skipper,  '*  they  must  cut  their  funnels-  shorter."  Of  course,  the  bridge 
Isoks  very  ugly,  but  is,  I  suppose,  as  good  as  if  («  a  level ;  but  the  'cu^ 
azehitect  surely  forgot  about  the  rising  and  falling  of  the  river  many  feet ! 
and  only  calculated  the  frequency  of  the  boats  being  forced  to  get  new 
fimnels — they  are  so  soon  burnt  out  I  Apropos,  the  ei^>en8e  of  these  boats 
in  this  cheap  country  is  enormous ;  a  meditun*sised  one  from  Pittsburg 
to  New  Orieans  (and  I  am  not  sure  if  back  again)  costs  her  owner  in 
wages,  wear  and  tear,  coals  and  wood,  wharf  dues,  &c.,  five  thousand 
Ulais !  One  may  judge  how  profitable  the  frdghts  must  be  to  make 
ai^ibiog  out  of  it,  redioning  passengers  and  all,  numerous  as  they 
abiaysare. 

Kentucky  (looking,  I  often- think,  more  inviting  dian  the  Ohio  side) 
oeceeds  Virginia,  on  our  left,  all  the  rest  of  the  way  to  Cincinnati) 
^vhich  city  we  reached,  happily,  on  the  third  day  at  noon  ;  and  well  we 
might  be  glad  of  it,  for  the  last  twenty-four  houra  our  boat  has  been 
omi  cutting  through  the  solid  ice,  hard  enough  to  have  borne  a  horse, 
afieo  obliging  us  to  ease  the  engine,  to  back,  to  manoeuvre,  and  go  at  it 
sgaiD,  at  Uie  risk  of  cutting  through  the  bows  entirely,  for  they  were  found 
yery  near  it !  half  the  wheel  floats  broken,  and  the  boat  much  damaged 
sloDg  the  water-line :  in  a  word,  we  had  not  long  taken  om:  place  among 
the  other  steamers  at  the  strand  in  fit>nt  of  the  city,  befbro  the  whole 
were  frozen  in  immovable ;  but  not  before  one  or  two  of  the  outsiders 
ware  crushed. 

AfW  all  we  have  heard  of  this  famous  western  city,  I  am  utterly  dis* 
appointed  in  itself^  and  in  its  looks,  firom  the  river.  But  it  is  too  exces- 
sively cold  to  look  at  anything ;  a  few  hack  carriages  trotted  down,  and 
I  jomped  into  one,  as  the  shortest  way  to  find  a  hotel  and  shelter  of 
*MQe  kind.  I  really  thought  my  fingers  and  toes  would  be  froaen  before 
we  got  to  the  Broadway  Hotel  dose  by,  in  the  Broadway-street  Never 
was  anything  more  dismal :  the  sun  shining  brilliantly,  not  a  dond,  and 
Bet  a  soul  in  the  streets — indeed,  for  a  day  or  two,  nobody  went  out  of 
'mes  not  forced  to,  and  then  at  a  full  rmii  All  iike  hotels  and  boarding* 
houKs  full  of  travellers^  unable  to  get  dtber  up  or  down,  pcrtioularlv,  it 
^^  said,  great  numbers  of  gamblers  and  scamping  loafers,  who  make  a 
19^  thing  of  gdng  up  and  down  these  rivers  in  the  steam-boats.  Thus 
P^t  up  here,  and  renaered  deqrarate  by  their  honest  ezpensesy  they  wsfe 
*H^en  of  as  very  unwdccnne  customers  ;  and  not  a  few  of  them,  if  one 
Qi^iit  judge  by  thdr  queer  exteriors,  had  taken  up  their  quarters  at  this 
*ttne  hotel ;  but  as  I  never  play  cards,  and  don*t  mean  to  walk  out  at 
'^t,  nor  day  either,  with  the  thermometer  bdow  zero  ten  or  twelve 
degrees,  I  need  care  nothing  about  them.     Still  there  was  the  universal 
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printed  caation  on  my  door  abont  keepbg  one's  bedroom  door  locked^ 
and  nobody  accountable  for  robberies. 

The  usual  discomforts  of  American  hotels  are  nothing  in  summer,  bat 
here  I  hare  them  in  full  force.  I  should  much  prefer  a  stable,  eyen 
without  straw  (and  with  a  stove),  to  the  sitting-room  in  thu  hotel ;  one 
of  the  best  here,  and  only  second  to  Burnet's,  which  is  an  immense  pile, 
but  in  an  out-of-the-way  street,  while  this  is  in  the  centre  of  all  the 
stir  and  fashion  of  the  town,  and  pretty  close  to  the  river — but,  indeed, 
the  stove  is  surrounded  by  a  rough  lot,  with  all  their  amenities  and  damp 
accompaniments.  To  read,  or  write,  or  converse,  all  equally  impossible^ 
so  I  wtJk  from  one  room  to  another,  look  in  at  the  barber's  and  bar- 
room, and  out  at  the  windows ;  a  desperate  Kentuckian  rides  daringly 
down  the  street,  and  some  boys  have  established  a  slide  on  the  pave- 
ment. 

Cincinnati  is  considered  the  queen  of  the  Ohio,  the  wonder  of  the 
American  medium  western  world,  and  it  is  a  large  brick-built  city,  of  a 
hundred  and  sixty  thousand  souls,  not  badly  placed  below  some  nice  bilk 
on  an  elevated  flat,  where  the  river  (here,  and  all  along,  about  half  a  mile 
wide)  makes  a  bold  bend  opposite  the  Licking  river,  in  Kentucky,  which 
has  its  large  town  of  Covmgton  on  one  side,  and  Newton  on  the  other, 
skirted  by  very  picturesque  wooded  hills  behind  them ;  I  think  it  much 
the  prettiest  side  of  the  two,  for  the  city  people  here  won't  let  their 
nearest  hills  alone,  but  are  cutting  into  them,  roads,  levels,  brick-yards, 
&c.,  so  that  already  they  are  ugly  in  bare  clay  and  earth  feices,  and  their 
fine  woods  already  cut  down. 

The  streets  are  wide,  but  except  this  Broadway,  not  wide  enoufi;'h, 
and  crossed,  as  usual,  at  right  angles ;  a  canal,  which  runs  up  the  valley 
of  Mill  Creek,  skirts  the  northern  suburb,  the  locks  opening  on  the 
river. 

There  are  a  good  many  handsome  churches,  meeting-houses,  halls, 
hotels,  assembly-rooms,  asylums,  and  other  public  buildings,  including  a 
theatre;  some  of  the  private  houses  are  very  handsome,  and  all  are  on  a 
large  scale,  and  at  high  rents,  with  the  usual  proportion  of  frame-houses 
at  the  extremities  of  the  older  streets,  which  are  planted  with  trees  (the 
plane-tree,  horse-chesnut,  locust,  and  maple).  In  the  suburbs  are  a  good 
many  manufactories,  and  the  smoke  as  dense  nearly  as  in  London ;  some, 
however,  shut  up,  others  in  ruins ;  showing  a  constant  change  even  io 
comparatively  recent  speculations.  In  Third-street,  and  near  the  Broad- 
way, I  saw  what  was  Mrs.  Trollope's  baxaar  (always  a  failure)  ;  it  has 
been  long  since  occupied  as  an  occasional  lecture-room,  and  divided  off 
into  an  apothecary's  shop,  and  other  stores.  The  ^ade  is  still  com- 
paratively handsome,  in  the  modem  Grothic,  in  spite  of  the  immense 
brick  buildings,  as  hotels  and  stores,  which  have  since  sprung  up  each 
side  of  it.  She  left  it,  I  dare  say,  the  largest  building  in  the  street ;  but 
even  Mrs.  TroUope  is  forgotten — ^few  recollect  who  built  it,  or  for  what 
purpose ;  and  no  attempt  at  a  bazaar  succeeded  it 

This  is  the  season  of  balls.  The  Firemen  and  Germans  are  adver- 
tising d  fenvi.  Other  amusements  seem  scarce,  even  when  the  weather 
relaxes  a  little.  The  town  is  badly  lit;  and  even  the  men  are  afraid  to 
go  out  at  night,  except  in  parties  and  armed.  Several  citizens  are  men- 
tioned in  the  papers  as  missing  most  mysteriously ! 
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Our  eremng  lounge  for  idlers  (and  the  whole  town  is  now  forced  to 
be  idle)  is  the  evening  auction  marts,  where  every  conceivable  thing  is 
•old — if  it  comes  up  to  the  price  expected !  Books,  pictures  for  £Birmer8 
and  log-bouses,  clothing,  &c  I  do  not  go,  nor  to  the  theatre.  Shut 
up  m  this  way  one  finds  some  other  amusement.  The  place  is  full  of 
French  bag's-men,  or  adventurers,  up  from  New  Orleans,  or  down  fresh 
from  PariB.  Here  is  one  who  has  been  here  some  time  with  a  venture 
of  pictures  for  thb  market;  but  they  won't  sell,  and  he  is  forced  to  try  it 
on  by  the  hammer.  Every  night  when  he  returns  from  the  sale  he  is 
lood  in  bad  English,  interlarded  with  French,  against  *'Dis  stupide 
peoples,  good  for  nutting  but  make  de  pig  and  de  dollare !  dis  8acr6 
rorkopolis !  Veil,  sare,  nevare  was  some  peoples  like  dis  stupide !  what 
is,  but  canaille !" 

Some  one  slily  said  : 

''Do  yoa  go  armed,  mounseer?  there's  a  lot  of  queer  chaps  about; 
they  might  upset  you,  and  borrow  your  porte  monnoie !" 

At  this  the  Frenchman  looked  fierce. 

"  Vat  is  upset  ?  Sail  borrou.  I  nevare  am  fraid  of  chap  yet,  bri- 
gand !     I  sail  knock  him  wid  dis  poignard !" 

"  Ay,  but  what  if  five  or  six  tnp  up  your  heels  ?" 

''My  heel!  Ah!  let  come  five,  six — I  knock  him  all,  au  diable; 
Bicre  canaille  V* 

On  the  third  day,  now  near  Christmas,  the  streets  begin  to  show 
some  ngns  of  life,  as  the  wind  is  less  fierce.  I  walked  down  to  the 
strand  or  water-side,  where  all  the  river  steamers  lay  touching  the  shore. 
There  are  no  stone  or  planked  wharves,  or  slips  of  any  kind,  at  any  of  the 
Ohio  or  Mississippi  towns — they  are  unnecessary. 

I  counted  about  thirty-five  of  these  great  steamers,  all  frozen  in  as 
&8t  as  if  set  in  so  much  granite ;  one  was  broken  in  two,  and  several 
more  or  less  damaged  by  the  surging  of  the  drifting  blocks  of  ice  before 
they  finally  closed  completely  across ;  under  this  rugged  mass  (not  unlike 
the  Alpine  glaciers)  the  river  rushes  on  its  way,  eager  to  dash  the 
•uperincumbent  stratum  into  fragments  once  more,  on  the  first  symptoms 
of  a  Uiaw.  Thousands  of  people  are  already  on  the  ice,  waggons,  carts, 
tracks,  and  men  on  horseback,  crossing  to  Covington  and  Kentucky,  all 
the  more  eagerly  on  business,  as  everything  has  been  suspended  between 
the  two  shores,  and  there  is  generally  an  active  intercourse  between  the 
towns. 

I,  too,  walked  over  to  Kentucky  among  the  crowd,  the  sun  shining 
brightly ;  and  meant  to  have  looked  at  Covington  (a  town  of  three  or 
fcur  thousand  inhabitants,  called  a  city),  and  I  might  have  crossed  the 
ice  at  the  mouth  of  the  Licking  river,  where  three  or  four  steamers  were 
hotea  in,  and  had  a  closer  look  at  Newton,  a  smaller  town,  with  a  good 
many  steam-fiorges,  foundries,  and  manufactories,  but  I  found  the  cold 
too  much  for  me ;  and  everything  six  inches  deep  in  snow  was  not  at  all 
iavitmg  for  an  excursion,  so  I  turned  about,  and  retraced  my  steps  over 
the  ruffged  river,  forced  up  into  all  sorts  of  irregular  fantastic  hummocks 
sod  ridges,  maridng  the  process  of  the  whirling  floes  uniting,  after  being 
pKvioosly  forced  upon  each  other. 

Two  or  three  huts  and  liquor-shops  were  quickly  set  up  on  the  river  as 
knises  of  call,  where  they  had  stoves  to  warm  the  fingers  of  their  cus- 
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tomers ;  for  a  few  moments  I  watched  various  horsemen  coaxing  tlieir 
hones  down  the  banks,  and  across  the  ugly  ice-barriers,  or  slippery  open 
interrals;  other  parties  with  loads  of  provisions  on  sledges;  others  with 
carts  and  waffgons,  loaded  in  various  ways,  drawn  by  Hiales,  and  forced 
over  blocks  of  ice  and  h<^es,  enough  to  breidc  their  sledge-ronners  or  die 
legs  of  their  animals;  but  they  stepped  at  nothing,  as  if  their  very  lives 
d^iended  on  getting  their  load  across. 

This  exeit^  and  desperate  exerdon  on  emergences,  I  think  it  is,  whidi 
18  BO  remarkable— far  beyond  our  own  sleepy  hhred  capability;  certainly 
brought  more  constantly  into  play  aU  over  America.  They  will  have  no 
difficulties,  or  instantly  scmie  new  energetic  mode  of  getting  over  tbeoL 
In  this  way  one  Rentuddan  had  a  loi^  contention  with  his  horse,  whidi 
over  and  over  refused  to  enter  the  ice.  /  should  have  alighted,  and  kd 
him  on,  but  he  persisted,  and  finally  rode  him  on  over  a  very  ugly  place, 
where  some  of  the  ice  had  been  broken  at  the  edge;  certainly  at  the  risk, 
had  the  horse  slipped,  of  breaking  his  own  neck. 

The  whole  scene,  though  comfortless  and  desolate  enough,  looking  up 
the  rim  on  both  sides,  the  hills,  trees,  steamers,  the  city  itself  and  all 
the  country  round,  clothed  in  one  daziling  white,  had  a  novelty  sod 
grandeur  in  it  sufficiently  interesting,  had  I  not  been  so  very  cold ;  so  I 
ffegained  the  streets,  along  the  sonny  side  of  the  shope  and  warehouses, 
wmch  face  the  strand. 

This  same  wide  strand  is  paved,  and  on  ordinary  occasions  is  full  of 
barrels,  boxes,  cases,  carts,  and  long-bodied  drays  expressly  for  carrying 
floor  barrels,  hackney  coaches,  and  crowds  of  people ;  with  a  constant 
loading  and  unloading  of  the  nnmeroua  steamers,  arrivals  and  departures. 
Even  now  it  is  lively  enough,  for  half  the  town  are  out  to  see  or  go  oa 
the  river. 

All  the  stores  on  this  river  face  have  a  sec<md-hand,  slop  appearanee, 
or  of  a  low  peddling  order,  set  out  in  glass  cases  ;  a  great  mixture  of  the 
gaudy  and  superfluous  in  the  watch  and  trinket  way  (Frraich  wares);  or, 
if  useful,  in  clothing,  tods,  fire-arms  (very  much  after  the  fashion  of 
Peter  Pindar's  raeors),  said  to  be  cheap,  and  sure  to  be  good  for  no^g; 
with  bold  touters  at  each  shop-door  ready  to  pounce  on  their  victim^ 
should  he  venture  to  look  at  anything.  This  excessive  attention  is  pei^ 
hi^  riiaipened  by  the  cold,  and  consequent  sladmess  of  trade.  But  ia 
all  the  hotels  and  stores  one  hears  nothing  but  this  lament  over  the 
slackness  of  trade.  Here  the  great  staples  are  in  hog's  flesh  (thenoe 
"Poricopolis"),  flour,  and  idusky.  In  the  upper  part  of  the  town,  near  the 
aanal,  are  several  immense  pork-killing  and  curing  establishments;  hslf 
a  million  tmfortunate  pigs  are  killed  here  in  the  year!  salted,  packed  in 
barrels,  and  exported ;  and  Covington,  opposite,  shares  in  this  thriving 
trade.  Here  the  streets  are  full  of  fat  pigs,  and  fiat  rats.  Apropos-^ 
more  than  once  amused  myself  watching  these  sagacious  creatures  in  a 
back  yard,  under  ray  window,  where  an  Irish  girl  r^^lariy  fed  sosn* 
fowls  on  potatoes,  &o.  The  duef  rat  village  here  was  under  a  pile  ^ 
wood  ;  as  soon  as  the  cooks  and  hens  were  busy  eatmg,  first  one  wonw 
run  out  and  reconnoitre,  run  back,  then  out  would  come  a  dozen,  and 
watch  their  chance  under  the  legs  of  the  poultry,  while  their  backs  werj 
turned  run  off  with  the  largest  bit ;  every  now  and  th«i  the  fowls  would 
chase  them  back  under  cover,  but  they  still  returned  while  a  morsel 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Down  the  Ohio.  125 

xemaiBed.  No  noises  seemed  in  tbe  least  to  frighten  them,  or  even  the 
presence  of  the  Irish  girl,  as  she  was  quite  expected  and  very  constantly 
looked  for  by  both  parties.  The  fowls  seemed  only  to  resent  their  meal 
being  thus  stolen,  but  im>  sort  of  surprise  or  panic  at  the  intruders.  One 
old  cock  seemed  to  watch  the  most  bold  of  Ihe  rats  as  they  advanced,  as 
if  from  the  comer  of  his  eye,  then  make  a  bolt  afiber  the  most  daring,  but 
he  never  could  get  a  peck  at  them;  on  which  he  would  return  from  the 
chase  with  a  dignified  air,  as  mudi  as  to  say,  *^  You  come  that  again, 
that's  aUr 

Daring  the  lew  d^s  I  remained,  I  saw  an  immense  nuiid)er  of  wagw 
gons  loaded  with  dead  hogs,  stiff,  |^ed  and  loaded  Hke  wood,  ready  to 
be  cut  up,  taking  to  the  salting  warehouses.  They  say  now,  that  the  two 
railways  here  already  interfere  with  this  monopoly  of  pork,  by  running  off 
the  pigs  alive  to  other  mark^s.  I  cannot  understand  it ;  but  when  were 
men  ever  content! 

The  quantity  of  whisky  and  fine  wheat  flour  collected  here,  too,  is  enor- 
mous ;  transhipped  up  and  down  the  river,  and  to  ^e  sea-board  dties. 
The  houses  in  Broadway,  in  Walnut,  Main,  and  Sycamore^streets  (and 
{ashionable  Forth-street),  are  many  of  them  very  handsome ;  all  are  well 
built,  but  the  streets  are  very  dirty  and  badly  paved  ;  the  shops  not  eo 
good  or  so  well  arranged  as  one  might  expect  to  see  in  so  large  a  plaee, 
bat  there  is  a  general  air  of  careless  neglect  in  everything  which  meets 
the  eye,  as  to  public  arrangements ;  and  I  am  told  the  police  is  a  mere 
mockery.  Like  so  many  other  American  citiei^  the  mayor  and  muniei- 
pality,  chosen  from  the  favourites  of  the  citizen  mob,  are  a£ndd  to  make 
stringent  or  wholesome  regolations ;  or,  if  made,  to  enforce  them !  Their 
own  daily  papers  are  full  of  complaints  of  the  -authorities.  People  are 
afraid  to  be  out  much,  or  late,  alone  or  unarmed.  The  other  day  a  man 
was  killed  (it  is  concluded)  near  the  water,  dragged  off  stunned  and  bked- 
ing;  his  son,  a  boy  who  was  with  him  when  attacked,  ran  off  and  called 
the  watch — about  as  effident  as  our  old  Charleys — but  the  assassins  got 
dear  off,  and  the  body  is  not  found — a  hole  in  the  ice  reveab  nothing. 
Other  cases  have  since  occurred  of  oitisens  missed  most  unacoountablyv 
supposed  by  foul  play,  but  there  is  no  stir  or  inquiry  about  the  matter. 
Gangs  of  desperadoes  set  themselves  above  the  law,  audi  the  indifierent,  in*- 
dependent  constables  don't  trouble  themselves  about  thmr  duty,  or  dare  not 
do  it  Added  to  this,  the  inhabitants  complain  of  the  tmrbulent  spirit  of 
the  associated  firemen,  who  hang  together,  behave  rudely,  and  set  pec^e 
at  defiance;  for  all  these  evils  there  seems  no  remedy,  till  it  becemes 
wone^  more  intolexable,  when  the  volunteers,  or  militia,  must  be  called 
out 

There  are  a  great  many  Germans  and.  Irish  here,  chiefly  inhabiting  the 
north  and  east  suburbs  beyond  the  canal ;  lots  of  French  adventurers ; 
some  few  shopkeepers  in  jewellery,  pendules,  and  daubs  of  pictures ;  with 
the  usual  auctions  going  on  at  the  auction  stores,  of  books,  prints,  clothes — 
indeed,  all  sorts  of  things  useful  or  ornamental  from  Europe,  thrown  on  a 
kfToed  sale,  by  hundreds  of  speculators  and  bankrupts.  These  sales  are 
the  only  amusement  to  help  the  theatre,  which  is  just  now  well  filled  by 
a  piece  fiiU  of  strong  points  and  horrors—"  The  Seven  Passions."  But, 
on  the  whole,  it  woula  be  unfair  to  judge  of  this  city,  or  the  country  at 
thk  moment,  when  everything  appears  to  a  disadvantage.     One  day  he- 
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fore  tlie  river  broke  up,  on  a  partial  thaw,  I  walked  to  the  south-west 
suburb  across  Mill  Creek  (which  meanders  through  a  nice  valley)  ;  all  the 
suburbs  are  quite  in  the  rough,  in  frame-houses,  deep  roads,  and  empty 
lots ;  a  large  foundry  on  the  river  bank  here  is  in  ruins.  The  Northern 
Railway  station  is  in  this  quarter,  and  is  large  and  handsome.  This  rail 
crosses  a  branch  of  the  canal  and  the  creek,  and  runs  up  the  valley  to 
Columbus,  the  capital  of  the  state.  The  other  railway,  to  the  little 
Sfljami  valley,  is  on  the  north  shore  suburb,  called  Fulton,  where  there 
are  several  steam-engine  factories  and  coal  depdts,  and  where  a  fine  new 
steamer,  the  James  Jtobb,  was  fitting.  All  the  ladies'  cabins  have  a 
Cupid  over  the  door,  '^  quite  significant,"  say  the  papers.  Apropos  oi 
their  immense  boats  drawing  so  little  water,  another  paper  says  :  '*  The 
new  steamer,  Major  A.  Harris,  with  her  engines  on  board,  draws  but  ten 
inches  water.     Low  water  will  never  give  her  much  trouble."* 

Some  of  these  notices  are  startling.  Thus  :  ^'  Great  complaints  are 
made  in  various  parts  of  the  city  in  regard  to  clothes  hung  out  on  lines 
(to  dry)  being  stolen.     What  next.'* 

Aeain,  apropos  of  the  river :  'Mt  is  calculated  that  twenty  thousand 
people  crossed  the  river  forth  and  back  during  Sunday.  Guides  charged 
two  dollars  and  a  half  to  show  horses  the  way  across  the  river,  and  four 
dollars  for  a  horse  and  gig.  This  beats  the  boots  off  the  ^  Skinners'  at 
Niagara." 

Again :  ^^  John  Hunt,  the  prince  of  apple-buttermen,  is  boiling  over 
two  thousand  pounds  of  mincemeat  for  the  holidays." 

Of  balls :  "  Some  fifteen  or  twenty  Christmas  balls  are  advertised  in 
the  German  papers.  Whew !  what  a  time  there  will  be  !  an  empire  of 
grindstones  in  a  crazy  whirl  will  be  nothing  to  it." 

One  would  not  expect  to  hear  of  destitute  people  here,  but  I  extract 
from  the  papers  again  :  ^^  There  are  a  hundred  and  fifty  boys  and  girls  at 
present  in  the  house  of  refuge."  Again:  *'The  trustees'  office  continues 
to  be  the  attractive  place  of  distress ;  the  little  room  was  crowded 
throughout  yesterday  with  the  poor  and  destitute,  asking  relief  of  the 
city."  To  be  sure,  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  beggar  by  trade,  nor  have 
I  been  accosted  by  any  one  of  the  poor  half-starved  looking  creatures  one 
meets  occasionally  in  rags ;  but  whole  suburbs  seem  in  poverty,  and  yet 
the  smallest  service,  or  any  Job,  must  be  paid  for  exorbitantiy.  Often 
they  will  not  be  at  the  trouble  of  calling  for  it,  if  promised  ;  it  must  be 
taken  to  them,  and  then  very  badly  done.  But  I  must  break  off  abruptly 
for  want  of  room  to  say  more  now.  I  will  glance  at  one  or  two  things 
characteristic  of  the  place  when  the  river  opens,  and  as  I  leave  this  queen 
city  of  the  West ;  where  sixty  years  ago  there  was  not  a  single  hut  or  wig- 
wam even  of  the  Indians ;  then  a  dense  forest  and  a  silent  shore. 

♦  This  means  light,  and  not  a  very  large  boat;  but  the  great  brfadth,  and  the 
flatness  of  floor,  gives  this  excellent  quality;  it  pervades  all  American*  built  vessels; 
giving  swiftness,  buoyancy,  and  stability. 
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A  FEW  SPIRITUAL  MANIFESTATIONS  RECENTLY  REVEALED 
TO  MR.  JOLLT  GREEN,  M.P. 

It  will,  I  am  snre,  be  in  the  recollectioiiof  the  House — I  mean,  of  the 
Pubfic — that  when  I  last  addressed  them  it  was  in  the  flush  of  victory  on 
the  well-fought  field  of  Muffborough,  when  I  beat  my  antagonist  by  the 
trininphant  majority  of  Ons  I 

Too,  Sir— I  should  say,  the  Public  (it  is  so  difficult  to  avoid,  even  in 
wntinff,  the  forensic  style  to  which  I  have  latterly  been  accustomed) — 
will  fllso  remember  that,  in  the  heat  of  that  struggle,  accusations  were 
preferred  by  the  opposite  Action  to  the  effisct  that  intimidation  and  even 
bribery  had  been  resorted  to,  to  secure  my  election. 

It  is,  I  trust,  unnecessary  for  me  to  state  that  I  availed  myself  of  every 
opportunity — as  the  columns  of  the  Muffbarough  Gazette  will  testify — 
to  hurl  back  the  foul  calumny  with  indignant  scorn,  while  at  the  same 
time  I  challenged  the  strictest  scrutiny  into  my  own  conduct,  and  that  of 
the  party  with  whom  I  had  the  honour  of  actmg.  Nevertheless,  such  is 
the  mania — I  may  say,  the  epidemic — ^which  prevails  with  respect  to  the 
dections  of  1862,  that  a  petition  has  actually  been  got  up  against  my 
return,  the  prime  mover  in  the  dark  conspiracy  being,  of  course,  the 
malignant  editor  of  the  Muffboroitgh  Scorpion,  who  has  never  ceased  to 
assail  me — and  I  thank  him  for  it — with  the  bitterest  hostility. 

I  was  naturally  desirous  that  the  charge  against  me  should  be  investi- 
«ted  at  the  earliest  possible  moment,  being  quite  of  opinion  with  Don 
Caesar  de  Bazao,  whose  wife  was  suspected  of  high  treason,  that  a  lie 
is  serviceable  to  a  cause  if  it  be  allowed  to  circulate  for  only  five  minutes ; 
but  as  there  were  two  hundred  and  fifty  similar  petitions  before  the  House 
of  Commons,  which,  with  five  on  each  committee,  would  require  a  force 
of  twelve  hundred  and  fifty  members,  and  the  g^ss  amount  of  parlia- 
mentary ^risdom — including  the  Speaker  and  myself — being  only  six 
hundred  and  fifty-eifi;ht,  it  followed  that  at  least  one-half  of  these  charges 
must  be  disposed  of  before  any  fresh  ones  could  be  entered  into.  It  might 
hare  been  expected  that  my  wishes  would  at  once  have  been  acceded  to 
by  Ministers ;  but  as  the  order  of  investigation  was  left  to  the  chances  of 
the  ballot,  it  happens  that  no  committee  has  yet  been  struck  in  the  case 
of  Muffboroufi^h,  though  I  have  every  reason  to  expect — ^when  one-half 
of  the  House  has  done  trying  the  ouier,  and  the  nrst  half  has,  as  King 
Lear  says,  ^'  Gone  down  the  middle  and  up  again,  poussette^  and  changed 
fides,"  and — ^been  tried  in  its  turn — that  it  will  shortly  come  on. 

Boldly  as  I  can  stand  the  brunt  of  a  direct  assault,  I  am  firee  to  con- 
fess, and  you.  Sir,  will  correct  me  if  I  am  out  of  order,  that  a  state  of 
suspense  is  the  only  thing  before  which  my  constancy  quails  and  my 
bcnlties  succumb.  Bind  me  to  the  breech  of  a  red-hot  cannon  and  blow 
me  into  countless  shivers,  and  I  will  stand  the  shock;  but  torture  me  not 
hy  the  delay  of  flashing  in  the  pan*  *^  Th^  blackbeetle's  death,"  as 
Jwte^YOh.  xcvm.  no.  CCCXC.  K  r^^^^l^ 
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Shakspeare  says,  '^  is  most  in  apprehensioD,"  and  ^'  if  I  am  to  be  killed," 
as  the  gallant  Acres  observed,  when  he  was  defending  the  Syrian  city 
which  hears  his  name,  at  the  time  when  it  was  besieged  by  Sir  Philip 
SidiMT)  ^kt  it  b«  wkn  my  hack  ii  tumad,  and  I  know  Doddng 
about  It  r 

I  acknowledge  ihen,  that  eyer  ainoe  thia  election  petition  has  been  in 
abejranoe,  my  mind  has  been  ill  at  ease ;  and,  though  my  noble  friend  on 
the  croM  benehM^  and  the  right  hon.  gentleman  opposite— 4hat  is  to  say, 
two  Tery  influential  and  «qierienoed  members — «s8ure  me  that  I  had 
nothing  to  fear  from  the  inquiry,  I  have  not  been  able  to  settie  down  to 
ny  utud  ooeupationi}  being  eonitantly  goaded  by  the  desire  to  learn  the 
isene  beforehand.  It  was  in  vain  that  I  tamed  to  the  efoqueot  pages  of 
Hansard  and  botied  myielf  in  the  profundities  of  ^Uoe  books;"  tha 
wild  huntsman,  as  Homer  says,  still  rode  behind  me^  *  darkening  mj 
pvoepeets,  shadowing  my  brow." 

While  I  was  tbus  a  pray  to  nncertaiBty,  thou^  I  Mt  eoofldent  that  I 
ahould  oome  off  with  drams  beatbg,  coknirs  flying,  and  all  the  horrora 
of  war,  I  happened  one  morning,  quite  aooidentallj — ^for,  of  eoone,  I 
never  read  anything  now  but  die  debates — to  glance  at  the  advertisiiig 
cohmmi  of  the  TmeSy  wheve  I  stumbled  upon  somednng  dnt  imme- 
diately arrested  my  attentioD.    It  ran  as  foUowi : 

^  Spibititai.  BLunrBSTATioirs. — PhifeaM^  Madison  P.  Honey-Fogie 
of  Trutfavyie,  La.,  U.  S.,  has  die  honour  to  announoe  that  the  oeiebraled 
Medium,  Mrs.  General  Bunkum,  is  now  located  at  No.  101  a,  Doo- 
street,  Mandiester-square,  where  she  continues  to  auspicate  to  private 
and  ooi^ential  inquiry,  the  future  being  revealed  upon  infallible  antuoatj. 
At  home  from  ten  till  four.     Evening  parties  attended." 

I  was  somewhat  puoled  by  the  wmd  ^'  aufpicate,"  but  the  latter  part 
of  the  advertisement  seemed  plain  enoi]«h.  '*Tfae  futura^  would  be 
^  revealed  upon  inMible  authority  V  \^y,  that  was  exactly  what  I 
wanted.  The  ^inquiry,"  too,  was  announced  sm  beixig  ^pnvate  and 
confidential,''  the  Teiy  terms  I  emnloy  myself  on  the  outside  of  my  official 
letters  to  my  constttueots.  If  I  nad  devised  the  means  of  relief  out  of 
the  workings  of  my  own  brain,  they  could  scarcely  have  been  more  com* 
idete.  Thera  were,  however,  some  points  on  which  I  wished  for  en* 
£ghtenment  What  was  the  nature,  I  asked,  of  these  ^spiritual 
manifostations  ?"  In  what  shape  did  iStLej  present  themselves^ — how 
were  they  declared  ?  All  the  ancient  forms  of  incantation  came  at  onoe 
before  my  mind.  I  fancied  myself  a  second  Aristotle,  in  steeple-erowned 
hat  and  robes  of  Uadc  velvet,  in  the  midst  of  a  cirde  of  deathVheads 
and  marrow-bones,  with  gibbering  denoons  dancing  wildly  axoond  me; 
in  short,  I  painted  some  fearfol  pictures,  and  there  is  no  knowing  vrhat 
my  ardent  fancy  might  not  have  imagined,  when  the  door  of  my  study 
opened,  and  in  wallred — not  Dr.  Fanstas  and  the  D — ^v — 1,  as  I  bad  anti- 
eipated — ^but  my  own  private  secretary,  Loid  William  Mortimer. 

<<  Green,  my  fine  fetbw,"  said  he,  m  the  firee-and-easy  manner  which 
I  permit  on  aocount  of  bis  rank,  and  my  friendship  for  his  £Mher,  the 
Duke  of  Smithfield— '^  Green,  my  boy,  wnat's  tiie  matter  with  you  to- 
day ?  Tou  look  as  if  you  had  been  cUviding  with  yoorself  and  were  in  a 
BDnoztty* 

This  intellectual  young  patrician,  whom  I  had  sdeeted  from  the 
aristocracy  on  aeeount  of  his  acuteaesi^  had  at  onoe  divined  that  I  was 
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nt  a  liihnnnftl    I  nsolved  to  reward  his  intelfigenoe  widi  my  wholo 


^'Williaa,''  I  replied,  paternally,  for,  bong  one  of  the  Coaaoript 
Fadien  of  the  State,  I  endearour  to  behave  aa  like  one  as  possible — ^*  I 
4Mm  in  a  little  difficulty  at  this  moment  Pezhi^  yon  can  explain  to  me 
die  predae  meaning  of  thia  adrortisemeut  ?" — and  I  handed  him  the 


I  is  it  ?"  said  he  ;  << '  Beana— and— door-mat  ?'  '  Fly-by-nigfat 
wants  the  Anchor  ?'  ^  Achilles  has  got  the  le? er  T  oar  old  firieod, 
<Slmpy?'  our  new  one,  '  Aledcephaleskepasteer  ?'— or  what  ?  FU  tell 
jOD,  if  lean." 

**  It's  none  of  those,  William — they,  as  you  know,  are  private  comma- 
aicatioDS  between  Lotd  Palmerston  and  the  Austrian  government — the 
hon.  membor  for  Bloomsbury  said  so  in  his  place  in  the  House  last  night; 
—IKS  7<>u  must  look  lower  down,  there — in  the  fifth  column — near  the 
bottom  :  it  begins,  '  Spiritual' ** 

'^  Ah  I  I  see— oh,  that !     Don't  you  Imow  what  thai  is  ?" 

^  I  ahoold  be  glad  to  learn,  my  lord,**  I  answered,  rather  distantly. 

**  Well,  okl  fellow,  don't  get  grumpy.  You've  heard  of  *  the  rap- 
pings,'  I  suppose  ?    No !    Why,  where  have  you  been  ?" 

^'  Been !"  I  exclaimed  with  energy.  '^  At  my  legislative  post.  In 
die  lobby,  upon  the  benches,  at  the  gangway,  vaader  the  gallery,  behind 
the  Spedkar's  chair — -" 

^  Well,  you'd  hear  ncnse  enough  there,  though  not  of  this  8<Mrt.  The 
'  rappiiiga'  are  the  '  spiritual  mimifestations.'  You  want  to  know  how 
your  grandmother  is,  who  has  been  dead  these  fifty  years  and  more : 
you  go  to  one  of  these  Mediums,  or  Media,  or  whatever  they  call  them- 
mtweBf  and  somebody  knocks  under  the  table,  and  so  you  find  out. 
Thafa  what  it  means.     Are  you  cognisant  ?" 

"  Why— yes — to  a  certain  extent,"  I  replied.  "  If  I  rightly  appre- 
hend the  meaning  of  the  noble  lord,"  I  continued,  ^^  the  grandmothera-— 
that  is  to  say,  the  spirits— do  Tiot  appear  in  person  ?" 

*'  So  I*m  told,"  returned  Lord  William.  ^*  I've  never  been  near  these 
Ukyws  myself." 

^  Should  you  mind  going  with  me  to  Doo-street  this  afternoon  ?" 

"<  Not  in  the  least:  rather  good  fun." 

^Fun,  WilliamI"  I  exdauned.     "No^  not  fun;  thia  ia  a  mnoau 


**  Well,  fan  or  earnest,  Fm  your  man.  In  the  mean  tune,  have  yoa 
SBjthing  for  me  to  do^  because  I  want  to  go  down  to  Tats  ?" 

*^Yoa  knew,"  said  I,  'Hhere'a  a  committee  nttmg  on  the  ^  Horse 
Gaaida  Crosaii^^weeper's  Appointment  Inquinr.'  The  Commandar- 
in-Chief  has  written  to  offior  his  evidence,  and  I  shoukl  like  to  be  ex- 
awned  nyaelf.  Jest  write  and  say  so;  and— William — ddiver  the 
letter  yourself  to  the  cbainnan.  Yoa  can  take  Tats  afterwards^  and 
he  with  jMe  again  about  two.  I  have  to  read  up  a  little  for  that  ques- 
tion about  the  Adulteration  of  Tofi^,  which  comes  on  to-night :  it  is  a 
subject  of  the  greatest  importance  to  the  rising  generation." 

Lord  WiUisffli,  who  is  quite  worth  the  500/.  a  year  whkh  I  give  for 
his  services,  immediately  carried  out  my  instructions  m>m  a  rough  draught 
idnek  I  prepared,  and  than  left  me  to  my  meditatioos. 

k9 
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It  rarely  happens,  when  I  resolve  to  concentrate  my  enei^es  on  any 
particular  subject,  that  other  thoughts  have  power  to  distract  my  atten- 
tion from  itie  matter  in  hand ;  but,  on  this  occasion,  such  was  actually 
the  case.  After  endeavouring,  for  some  time,  to  arrange  in  a  compact, 
tabular  form  (for  the  information  of  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer, 
who  meditates  an  alteration  in  the  Tofiy  duties),  a  pricis  of  the  various 
metropolitan  establishments  for  the  sale  of  that  popular  luxury — distin- 
guishing the  permanent  from  the  ambulatory,  and  broadly  marking  the 
line  of  demarcation  between  hardbake  and  bulFs-eyes — ^1  finally  threw 
down  my  pen  and  abandoned  the  interesting  task. 

I  could  think  of  nothine  but  the  Spiritual  Manifestations  which  I  was 
so  shortly  to  witness,  and,  however  ligntly  Lord  'William  Mortimer  might 
have  adverted  to  them,  I  felt  that  the  question  was  an  extremely  serious 
one,  and  demanded  the  exercise  <^  my  subtlest  mental  faculties.  The 
allusion  which  Lord  William  had  made  to  my  grandmother  somewhat 
disturbed  me.  He  was  wrong  in  suppoong  that  she  had  been  dead  up- 
wards of  fifty  years.  I  have  a  very  vivid,  though  not  a  very  pleasant, 
recollection  of  her  when  I  was  about  five  years  old ;  and  the  impression 
she  has  left  upon  my  mind  is  that  of  a  sharp,  spare  old  lady,  who  was 
always  asking  me  disag^reeable  questions,  sudi  as — How  I  got  on  with 
my  book  ?  What  I  did  with  my  pocket-money  ? — in  short,  putting  me 
into  a  fix  whenever  she  could  get  hold  of  me.  My  grandmother,  indeed, 
was  the  only  person  I  was  ever  afraid  of — I  trust  the  avowal  will  be 
thought  no  disparagement  to  the  manliness  of  my  character — and  if  I 
were  to  grapple  wi^  her  again,  it  was  evident  to  me  that  the  intellectual 
struggle  would  be  a  severe  one.  However,  having  resolved,  like 
Ma^eath  in  Gay's  tragedy,  ^'  to  know,  by  the  worst  means,  the  worst," 
I  braced  myself  up  for  the  interview  with  a  few  glasses  of  particular 
Madeira,  which  prcxluced  quite  a  renovating  effect,  and  by  the  time  Lord 
William  returned  I  was  in  a  condition  to  face — I  will  not  say  the  Demon 
himself,  but— my  aged  relative,  who,  after  all,  did  the  handsome  thing 
by  me  when  she  departed  this  life. 

In  order  to  be  within  call,  in  case  of  a  sudden  demand  for  my  adrice, 
I  have  found  it  necessary  to  take  up  my  head-ouarters  considerably 
nearer  ''  The  House  "  thim  the  villa  I  occupied  beiore  I  entered  Parlia- 
ment. I  have,  therefore,  handsomely  furnished  a  suite  of  chambers  in 
Pall  Mall,  and,  the  electric  telegji^h  bemr  laid  on  in  my  study,  I  can  at 
any  moment  communicate  my  ideas  to  the  different  government  offices 
and  other  public  establishments  :  this  arrangement  would  also  enable  me 
to  attend  at  B— ck — ngh — m  P — 1— ce  within  ten  minutes  of  beiiig 
**  sent  for,"  in  the  event  of  a  M — n— st — r — 1  crisis ;  an  advantage  whi^ 
I  need  not  point  out  to  any  one  who  recollects  the  time  that  was  lost  in 
finding  a  Pr — m — r  when  the  late  M — n — st — ^y  resigned.  I  think  it 
desirable  to  mention  the  change  in  my  locality,  that  all  the  woridmay 
see  how  ready  I  am  to  meet  any  emergency  that  may  arise. 

<<  We  will  take  this  thing  quietly,  WiUiam,"  said  I,  as  soon  as  my 
noble  private  secretary  made  his  i^pearance,  ^^  and  go  mcogj* 

"  In  a  cab  ?*  he  inquired. 

<<  We  can  take  one  off  the  first  stand  we  come  to,"  I  replied ;  ''it  will 
excite  less  suspicion." 

We  accordingly  let  ourselves  out  as  privately  as  posdUe,  and  wa« 
round  the  comer  into  St  James's-square  before  any  of  the  lynx-eyed 
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lOQDgen  mt  the  Cariton  or  the  Reform  could  get  a  glimpee  of  our  more* 
meotB.  In  JermyD-street  I  hailed  a  Hansom,  and  in  less  than  ten 
nnoutee  we  were  deposited  at  the  north-west  angle  of  Manohester- 
sonpare.  The  trail  being  now— owing  to  my  diplomacy— completely  cut 
ov,  we  proceeded  leisurely  to  look  out  for  Doo-street,  which  my  topo- 
graphical knowledge  enabled  me  rery  soon  to  discover.  No.  101  a  was 
a  comer  house,  of  not  very  imposinfl^  aspect  exteriorly,  but  there  was  no 
DPMonfor  complaint  on  tlmt  score  nmen  we  got  inside.  A  slip-shod  girl, 
whose  &ce  and  hands  denoted  a  recent  visit  to  the  coal-cellar,  answeredthe 
door,  and,  in  reply  to  my  inqmry  for  "  Mrs.  General  Bunkum,"  professed 
that  she  didn't  know,  but  perhaps  I'd  give  my  name. 

'I  That,*'  I  said,  '*  wasn't  necessary,  as  the  lady  didn't  know  me  ;  what 
I  wished  to  be  informed  of  was,  did  Mrs.  General  Bunkum  receive  c6m« 
panyr 

^  She  doesn't  have  no  seeings  now,"  returned  the  girl,  ^^  since  the  papers 
won't  put  in  the  perticklefs  in  the  adverl<>CTnents." 

I  turned  to  Lord  William  with  a  smile. 

^  This  girl,"  said  I,  in  an  under  tone,  *'  has  not  had  a  Parisian  ednca-^ 
tion, — ^you  hear  what  she  calls  a  '  seance?* " 

''But,"  I  resumed,  addressmg  the  young  woman,  '' your  mistress  holds- 
esiwultations  ?" 

'^^Taint  my  missis,"    said  the  girl,   shortly*      ''My  missis's  name 

"  What  are  you  chattering  about  there,  Jane  ?"  said  some  one  from 
bsUnd ;  and  an  elderly  female,  in  curls  and  a  variegated  gown,  came  out 
of  the  back  parlour. 

"  A  gentleman  wants  to  know,"  said  Jane,  giving  a  swing  to  her  left 
hand,  which  held  a  dustpan,  partially  shrouded  by  a  comer  of  her  t4)ron 
— "  wants  to  know,  mum,  if  Mrs.  General's  at  home." 

"  Then  why  don't  you  go  and  see,"  retorted  the  mistress,  "instead  of 
itandrng  talking  there. .  Put  down  that  dustpan — amt  I  always  a  tellmg 
of  you  not  to  take  the  utensils  to  the  front  door  ?" 

llie  giii  jerked  the  implement  along  the  passage  and  bounced  up-stairs^ 
irtule  the  landlady  begged  of  us  to  step  in. 

"Ifs  about  the  time,  I  know,"  she  began,  "  that  ihe  lady  generallj 
«  viznrble,  and " 

"Please  to  walk  up,"  called  out  the  girl,  putting  her  head  over  the 
Uosters,  and  thei^  running  down  the  stairs ;  wnere  we  met  her,  "  on  the 
£nt  floor  front,"  she  continued,  breathlessly,  adding  in  a  whisper,  as  I 
fliid  a  half-crown  into  her  grimy  hand,  "  missis  is  sich  an  old  wixen  !" 

To  judge  by  the  landlady's  countenance,  this  seemed  likely  enough  ; 
however,  as  neither  myself  nor  Lord  William  had  come  out  to  study  the 
pbjsiology  of  lodging-house  keepers,  we  left  Jane  and  her  mistress  to 
K^  the  question  after  their  own  fashion,  and  ascended  in  search  of  my 
lestmy. 

I  tapped  at  the  door  which  the  maid  had  indicated,  and  a  voice,  in 
iMsal  tones,  desired  us  to  "  Come  in."  We  did  so,  and  beheld  the 
V^ker,  a  tall,  apare,  wiry-looking  man,  with  a  sallow  skin,  and  1 
i^aggling  black  hair,  who  was  standing  near  a  window,  engaged  wi£ 
Ui  penkmfe  in  shaping  a  toothpick. 

**  Your  business,  strangers,"  said  this  gentleman,  looking  up  for  a 
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moment  horn  his  oecupatioii,  and  Aen  vesuming  it  with  an  emsegj  that 
tiireatened  speedily  to  demofiah  the  whc^  qnilL 

''  I  thiDk,"  returned  I,  ''  if  my  intellect  htti  not  deoeiyed  mei,  tha*  I 
am  speaking  to  Mr.  Fogle  T* 

**  Madison  P.  Honcy-Fo^fle,  if  y«<  please,  of  Tmthville,  Loocasyany, 
eitizenisedybr  a  time  in  British  London.     Vamr  commands." 

<<  We  came,"  I  pursued,  still  taking  the  lead  in  the  conyenation — ^*  wa 
eame  to  hare  an  interyiew  with — a— with  Mrs.  General  Buakom,  on  a 
—a — spiritual  subject.** 

**  Yoa  wish  for  a  manifestation,  I  reckon,"  said  Mr.  Fofle,  diawkig 
nearer ;  ^<  well,  'taint  imposnble  that  may  eyentuate ;  mind,  I'm  not « 
Medium  myself.  If  you  think  that,  you're  baricing  up  the  wrong  tree. 
Fm  a  medical  /Vo-fsssor  now ;  have  been  a  judge  in  the  /Sioo-piema 
Court  of  Bushyille,  Ohio ;  was  skipper  of  a  clipper  'tween  Nantuokal 
and  Pint  Racoon  ;  yoted  an  the  Pearoe  ticket  last  election  ;  and  haying 
realised  a  smartish  retiracy,  my  mind  has  oenfralised  itself  an  ^iikad 
joA^g-nomena." 

I  told  him  I  was  glad  to  hear  it. 

**  You  may  be,  stranger,"  replied  Mr.  Foele.     "  Pray  set" 

Here  he  pointed  to  chairs,  for  we  had  hitherto  been  standing  i  and 
then,  leaning  against  a  table,  he  went  on  whittling  his  quill  and  talldag. 

^  Yes,"  he  continued,  ^'  Pye  studied  this  question  pretty  considerable. 
Nothing's  above  ray  bend  that  I  know  of  when  I  once  allot  upon  getting 
the  better  of  it  I  wam't  disposed  to  fix  it  nohow  when  first  the  cry 
was  raised  in  the  Union  about  spiritual  manifestations.  'Twam't  no  um 
to  tell  me ;  I  unbelieved  it,  I  did.  But,  stranger,  there  u  conyiction, 
and  home  it  come  to  my  buzaom  when  Mrs.  General  Bunkum  lit  np  my 
darkness.  She  is  a  Medium,  dear  grit :  if  she  don't  cap  the  dimax,  Fm 
a  coon." 

I  had  never  been  in  the  society  of  an  American  orator  before^  and  the 
language  of  Congress  was  oonsequentiy  new  to  me,  but  I  inferred,  with 
my  usual  sagadty,  that  the  Professor  was  giring  a  high  character  both  of 
himself  and  the  fair  Medium,  and  my  expectations  were  poportiooaUy 
raised. 

^  Is  the  lady  disengaged?"  I  adced. 

^'  Well,  she  perhaps  is,"  replied  the  Professor.  ^^  Do  yon  elect  ibt 
single  sights,  or  air  you  prepared  to  vmify  ?" 

I  did  not  quite  understand  the  question,  and  tamed  to  my  primta 
secretary  for  assistance. 

"  He  means,  I  belieye,"  said  Lord  William,  ^'  do  we  want  to  fee  hm 
alone  or  together." 

^'  That's  an  Almighty  fact,"  obeenred  the  Professor,  whose  ears  ooeMiad 
to  be  uncommonly  quick. 

As  I  hesitated  for  an  instant  before  I  replied,  the  Professor  straek  in : 

*^  'Twon't  make  no  difierence  as  to  pay ;  one's  the  same  as  two«"^-ftpa 
dollars  a  head,  that's  to  say  a  guinea  each,  under  five  persons,  irfien 
terms  according  to  number.' 

I  wayed  my  hand,  as  much  as  to  say  that  the  amount  was  no  aoop 
sideration,  and  signified  that  my  noUe  nriend  and  myself  would  not  pait 
company,  at  the  same  time  putting  down  the  sum  required.  The  Pto* 
fessor  shut  up  his  pei^nife,  stretched  out  his  loi^,  bony  hand,  and  swept 
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Iht^eiin  nff  tlie  table  intd  the  pocket  of  his  troiunre  with  a  rapidii^ 
which  ahoved  he  was  aecvatomed  ta  feats  of  legerdemain — a  very  neeea- 
Miy  aoeoraplishment  for  one  who  handles  the  scalpeL  He  then  gave  us 
a  nod,  and  disappeared  into  the  back  room,  closing  the  door  behinid  him. 

**  That's  a  s|^ndid  feUow,"  said  Lord  William,  gi-avely,  as  soon  as  he 
was  gone. 

"Do  you  think  so?"  letumed  I.  <<Well,  I'm  glad  to  have  your 
OfMnion,  for,  do  you  know,  I  was  a  little  in  doubt  about  him." 

**  The  deuce  you  were !    he  replied.     "  Why,  the  very  first  word  he 

wttered  satisfied  me  that Slay,  here  he  is  again ;"  and  Lord  Wil* 

fiaoi,  instead  of  completing  the  soitence,  hummed  an  air  from  Arioste^ 
while  I  turned  towaids  the  re-opened  door,  where  stood  the  ProfiaseWt 
inviting  us  to  enter.  We  rose»  therefore,  and  fdlowed  him  into  die 
inner  roomy  without  further  remark. 

The  apartment  was  not  so  large  as  that  which  we  had  quitted,  and 
there  being  only  one  window,  the  blind  and  curtain  of  which  were  par- 
tially drawn,  a  fine  effect  of  chiar^oeeuro  was  produced,  which  prerented 
■le  at  first  from  defining  the  interior;  but  as  my  eyes  became  accustomed 
to  tlie  change,  I  began  to  single  oot  the  objects.     In  the  middle  of  tha 
room  was  a  large,  round,  rosewood  table,  without  any  corer,  and  DqKm  it 
these  were  placed  a  cara£S»  of  water  and  two  tumblers,  a  blotting-book 
which  appeared  quite  unsoiled,  an  inkstand  holding  pens,  &c.,  several 
dieeta  of  paper,  a  black-lead  pencil,  and  the  letters  of  the  alphabet, 
printed  on  one  long  strip,  as  well  as  a  row  of  numbers.     At  the  table,   ^"7 
with  her  back  to  the  light,  such  as  th^re  was,  was  seated  a  lady  of  lutbfr  ^\^  ^ 
large  dimensions,  with  a  glowing  complexion,  and  dark  hair  sweeping  in       ~ 
broad  barukaux  over  her  ivory  rorehead.     She  was  handsome,  though  tm 
longer  in  the  bloom  of  la  premiere  jeunessej  and  had  an  air  of  gel& 
collected  embonpoint  which  denoted  a  highly-gif^  mind.     Witliout  ',  [^ 
rising  frt>m  her  chair,  the  lady — ^who,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say,  was    "^"^ 
Blrs.  General  Bunkum — bowed  in  a  dignified  manner  as  we  entered,  and 
motioned  us  to  take  our  places  at  opporite  rides  of  the  table.     The  Pro- 
fessor declined  following  our  example,  saying  that  he  '*  preferred  his  leg% 
except  at  meals  and  wl^  he  went  to  bed." 

There  was  silence  for  a  few  moments  while  Lord  William  and  I  looked 
alternately  at  each  other  and  round  the  apartment,  which  had  moie 
looking-glasses  in  it  than  one  commonly  finds  in  a  London  lodging-hduse. 
1  Bsade  an  acute  mental  menMNrandum,  as  I  noticed  this  fact»  thal^  la 
spite  of  being  a  spiritual  medium,  Mrs.  Creneral  Bunkum  was  apparentlj 
Bot  ahogetl^  free  from  the  vanity  of  her  sex»  At  length,  when  tha 
silence  was  becoming  somewhat  oppresrive,  the  lady  spoke. 

'*  <  Man,' "  said  Mrs.  Geaeral  Bunkum,  in  a  measured  tone  of  voiee^  as 
if  she  were  rather  communing  with  the  unseen  world  than  directing  hev 
ohservations  ta  those  around  her — ^^  *  man  haa  warnings  of  all,  but  he 
pays  no  attention  to  them ;  in  fiuH;,  all  is  in  our  atmosphere^  the  saerat 
IS  to  know  how  to  read  in  it'  This^"  continued  the  lady,  '<is  the  pio* 
fennd  remark  of  the  great  philosopher,  Saint*  Martin,  and  the  wider  onr 
spiritual  ej^serienee  expands,  the  more  do  we  recognise  its  truth." 

I  had  never  met  with  tha  name  of  this  Saint  in  my  oopy  of  Voltaiia's 
'^Fhiloaophieal  Dictionacy,"  where  I  should  naturally  have  »pected  im 
fiad  it;  bu*  I  eooahided^  from  hia  being  cited  as  a  great  authority,  that 
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he^must  be  ihe  celebrated 'personage,  so  well  known  throughout  the  Cifyi 
^d  particularly  at  the  General  Post  Office,  as  St  Martin-le-Grand ;  a 
^lation,  no  doubt,  of  his  namesake,  the  hermit,  who  on  that  account  was 
/  always  called  St.  Martin-in-the-Fields. 

'^  I  do  not  profess,"  Mrs.  General  Bunkum  went  on — **  I  do  not,  my- 
self, profess  to  interpret  the  communications  of  the  invisible  otherwise 
than  as  a  Medium ;  chosen,  it  may  be,  for  some  intelligence  undiscover- 
able  to  me,  and  wholly  on  the  outer  side  of  my  sensate  condition." 

"  For  which  reason,"  interposed  the  Professor,  who  was  standing  near 
ihe  fireplace,  behind  Lord  William,  '^  don't  you  hope  to  see  the  elephant 
erery  time  you  ask  for  him,  for  he  mayn't  come :  sperrits  isn't  like  nig- 
gers— they  can't  be  driv." 

<<  The  Professor  wishes  you  to  understand,"  said  Mrs.  General  Bunknm, 
in  explanation,  *<  that  it  is  not  desirable  to  raise  your  eKpectations  too 
high,  for  fear  of  disappointment.  Spiritual  agency  is  yet  in  its  infiuit 
state :  perfect  media  are  still  a  desideratum  :  it  does  not  always  happen 
that  the  spirit-will  is  content  to  manifest  itself  through  the  proposed 
earthly  orgasm.  In  the  midst  of  a  series  of  successful  communications  a 
fiulure  may  arise.  We  cannot  account  for  this,  except  by  the  supposition 
that  the  passage  of  the  subtle  essence  is  impeded  by  the  g^rossness  of  oar 
own  natures,  and  diverges  to  other  spheres,  penetrating  finer  intellectnali- 
lies  than  ours." 

I  was  charmed  with  the  eloquence  of  Mrs.  General  Bunkum,  and  I 
dare  say  the  delight  I  experienced  in  listening  to  her  well-chosen  periods 
declared  itself  on  my  countenance ;  for  I  noticed  that  during  their  de- 
livery she  particularly  addressed  herself  to  me.  It  was  really  no  wonder 
why  she  snowed  this  preference,  for  my  noble  private  secretary  sat  with 
his  arms  folded,  looking  straight  at  the  wall  before  him,  while  mine  were 
continually  en  rapport  with  those  of  the  Medium.  She  had  divined, 
without  doubt,  that  my  intellectuality — ^to  use  her  own  phrase— was  the 
dominant  one,  and  pursued  her  theme. 

^*  Before  the  soul  is  disengaged  from  matter,  it  can  already  convene 
wiih  pure  spirits.  This  has  been  permitted,  but  in  an  imperfect  manner. 
It  can  plunge  its  glance  even  into  the  deep  abode  of  those  who  have  for 
ever  lost  the  material  form  ;  it  gives  up  its  secrets,  however,  with  very 
groat  reserve." 

Although  I  was  endeavouring  to  pay  particular  attention  to  these  lucid 
observations,  I  could  not  help  being  struck  by  a  singular  sound  which 
seemed  to  proceed  from  beneath  the  floor,  near  the  spot  where  the  Meditun 
was  seated.     She  noticed  this,  and  desisting  from  her  lecture,  remarked: 

"Those  sounds  attract  you.  They  are  the  unorganised  vibrations  of 
spirits,  ready  to  be  employed  when  a  definite  object  is  placed  within  their 
grasp.     We  may  as  well  proceed  to  business.     Attention.     Listen. 

We  listened,  and  presently  five  distinct  raps  were  heard  imder  we 
table,  forcibly  rominding  me  of  that  passage  in  Milton  where  he  describes 
**  ihe  woodpecker  tapping  the  hollow  beech-tree."  They  were  ^^^^ 
more  ornithological  than  I  had  expected;  but  this  prol«bly  aros*  nom 
the  well-known  fact  that  spirits  and  birds  have  many  properties  in  codi- 
mon — certainly  win^  and,  it  is  not  unlikely,  beaks  and  daws,  vne 
tiling  we  are  assured  of,  that  the  spirits  of  deoeased  persons  very  ne- 
quently  assume  the  form  of  birds.     Horace  Walpole  tells  us  of  the  app** 
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xitum  of  Georgpe  lY.  to  the  Duchess  of  Kendal  in  the  likeness  of  a  rayen, 
and,  not  to  mdtiply  instances,  every  one  who  has  been  to  Arundel  Castle 
must  haye  seen  Lord  Thnrlow  in  the  shape  of  an  owl. 

'^Thoee  fire  rape,"  said  the  Mediun,  ^*  signify  that  the  alphabet  is  le- 
qnired.  Bat,  that  there  may  be  nothing  to  cast  the  shadow  of  a  douht 
on  a  mind  so  dear  as  yours,  sir^  (addressing  me),  *'  I  perceive,  must  be, 
I  should  prefer — and  so  would  the  Professor — that  you  should  first  of  all 
communicate  with  your  firiend,  in  writing,  the  heads  or  general  nature 
of  the  questions  which  you  wish  to  put.  You  can  afterwards  pass  the 
pencil  over  the  alphabet,  as  I  shall  instruct  you,  and  mentally  or  verbaUy 
ezDreas  them." 

NothiDe^  could  be  fairer  than  this  arrangement,  which  entirely  relieved 
ny  mind  from  any  suspicion  which  might  have  arisen  if  what  is  techni- 
cally termed  '*  pumping^  had  heen  practised,  and  1  gave  my  ready  assent 
to  the  proposition.  The  blotting-book  and  materials  for  writing  were 
then  handed  to  me  by  the  Professor,  and,  after  a  little  reflection,  1  noted 
down  a  few  of  the  most  prominent  ideas  that  floated  in  my  brain.  I  drew 
Aem  up  in  the  form  of  a  diplomatic  note  to  my  noble  secretary  as  foUows : 

*'  Mt  Lord, — The  undersigned  intends  to  call  for  my  father's  mother, 
Mrs.  Rachel  Green,  who  died  aged  eighty,  about  twenty-five  years  ago^ 
and  lef^  me  20,000/.  I  mean  to  ask  her  whether  she  really  knew  that 
I  stde  the  raspberry  jam  for  which  she  flogged  me ;  whether  I  shall  ever 
get  paid  the  money  I  lent  in  Paris  to  one  Sir  Henry  Jones,  whose  last 
letter,  asking  for  another  loan,  is  at  this  moment  in  my  pocket ;  whether 
I  shall  keep  my  seat  for  Muffborough  ;  and,  last  of  all,  whether  I  shall 
ever  be  Prime  Minister.    Yours,  Jolly  Gbeen.** 

I  most  make  one  observation  with  respect  to  the  manner  in  which 
I  wrote  this  note,  in  order  that  this  honourable  House, — that  is  to  say, 
my  kind  friends,  the  Public,  may  perceive  how  astutely  I  managed  it. 
1  noticed  that  the  ink  was  thick  and  the  pens  very  soft,  consequently  the 
wiitii^  was  bolder  than  my  usual  manner,  though  on  warlike  occasions 
it  can  be  quite  bold  enough*  Now,  as  the  letters  might  have  been  read 
at  some  distance  by  any  one  with  quick  eyes,  I  took  the  precaution  to 
use  the  bk>tting-paper  at  every  line,  just  quietly  turning  the  book  down 
on  the  writing,  as  if  entirely  lost  in  thought  oy  this  manoeuvre  I  com- 
pletely efiaced  all  the  blackness  of  the  ink  from  the  foolscap  sheet  on 
wUdi  I  wrote,  and  by  the  frequent  turning  of  the  book  prevented  the 
Medium,  had  she  been  looking  towards  me-— which  she  was  not— frt)m 
giving  even  a  guess  at  the  contents  of  my  note  to  Lord  William.  When 
It  was  finished,  I  gave  the  last  pressure,  folded  up  the  paper,  and  passed  it 
with  my  own  hands  into  those  of  my  noble  private  secretary,  who  imme- 
diately withdrew  to  the  window  and  began  to  peruse  it.  While  he  was 
doing  so,  the  Medium  politely  removed  the  blotting-book  and  vrriting- 
Biaterials  and  placed  in  my  hands  the  black-lead  pencil  and  alphabet,  on 
wluch  I  directly  began  to  study  out  the  questions  I  proposed  to  ask. 
Doing  this  occupation,  however,  I  once  raised  my  head  and  perceived 
&at  Mrs.  Creneral  Bunkum  was  completely  absorbed  in  what  I  may  term 
a  brown  study ;  for  her  head  rested  between  her  hands,  and  her  eyes  were 
cast  down,  with  nothing  between  her  glance  and  the  space  into  wliioh  it 
dived  but  the  unconscbua  bk>tting-book  that  lay  open  before  her*     At 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


136  A  Few  S^intwd  McmtftMiatitmM 

ibe  movement  I  made  she  aoeidentallj  doted  it,  and  looking  n&m  iviUly 
at  me,  as  if  she  had  already  been  in  contact  with  the  nether  regions, 
demanded  if  I  were  ready  ?  Lord  William  had  by  this  time  retorned  to 
hig  place  at  die  opposite  ode  of  the  table,  and  patting  my  note  la  his 
waistcoat-poeket  awaited  the  issue  of  my  investigation. 

Before  I  began,  I  thou^t  it  advisable  to  mention  that  I  pn^iosed  to 
evoke  the  shade  of  a  departed  lelative^  whan  I  was  intemfited  by  ths 
Medium,  who  said ; 

'^  In  the  spiritual  world  there  are  no  limger  any  relations :  the  ties  of 
fismily  are  broken,  all  the  sentiments  are  laid  bare,  and  the  nature  of  ths 
sensioility  of  each,  once  determined,  no  longer  has  occasion  to  dbaage. 
That  spirit,  however,  consanguineously  xelaled  on  eairth,  will  piobebly 
present  itself  at  the  ¥qsh  of  the  querist. 

This  inteiligenee  was  rather  consolatoiy  to  me  than  odierwiss^  for  it 
quite  broke  the  link  between  me  and  my  grandmother,  of  whom  I  now  oe 
longer  stood  in  awe^  but  fdt  quite  able  to  cross-examine  her  just  as  if  I 
was  an  Old  Bailey  lawyer  and  she  a  criminal  witness  at  Nisi  Prius.  I, 
therefore,  took  up  my  pencil  in  quite  a  lively  mood,  and  prepared  my 
punctuation  by  asking  if  there  were  a  spirit  present  who  would  converse 
with  me  ?  Immediately  I  heard  a  peck  or  rap — that  is  the  ordiodox 
word — ^under  the  table ;  the  n^p  being  always  used  in  the  affirmative. 

** Do  I  know  you?** 

Rap. 

"  Were  you  my  grandmother?" 

Rap. 

"  Will  you  spell  your  name  ?" 

Silence.  This  meant  '^  No."  She  was  always  obstinate,  and  though 
she  used  to  hear  me  my  kssons  I  don't  thiio^  she  was  fiimous  hi 
spelling. 

<<  Will  you  give  the  initials  ?" 

Rap. 

The  alphabet  was  called  over,  and  I  indicated  the  expected  aaswsc 
with  my  pencil.  To  my  intense  astonishment,  and  equallpr  to  that  o£ 
Lord  William  Mortimer,  who  made  a  round  O  with  his  Ups  as  if  bft 
were  going  to  whistle^  the  letters  R  G  were  communicated. 

**  How  old  when  you  died  ?"  I  asked. 

The  Medium  gave  me  the  row  of  numbers  from  zero  to  ten*  Ths 
answer  was  oghty. 

There  was  something  preternatural  in  this,  and  my  skin  began  ts 
glow  all  goose-flesh. 

^^  How  long  since  ?"  I  falteringly  inquired. 

Five-and-twenty  years  ago  was  spdt  out  widiout  hesitation. 

"  Did  3rou  remember  me  in  your  will  ?" 

«  Didn't  1;  that's  alL" 

<'Howmu<^?" 

Silence.     I  repeated  the  question  rather  tauntiugly.     Rap» 

''Tdlmethen?" 

«  T— hirty  thousand,"  was  the  reply. 

**  There  you're  out,"  said  L     **  Was  it  twenty  ?" 

'<  Now  dwB^"  said  I,  <'  remember  yo«'re  upon  your  oath— m^  tkst's 
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■ot  0za6tty  tnni  I  mem    r6coD6Cty  I  6xpoot  a  dMUMOl  nM  dait^<]noM 
answer  to  this  qaestion  :  did  I,  or  did  I  not,  on  a  c       ' 
flipelf  of  someuiing  foiUdden  ?" 


;  was  it  ?^ 

Hie  Spirit^  with  astoondiDg  prrasioii,  anwted  my  poMJl  «t  the  three 
fidlowing  letters : 

This  revelation  seemed  to  me  more  startling  than  any  of  the  pre- 
ceding, for  of  ail  the  other  facts  I  knew  my  grandmother  muit  he  oocni- 
sant ;  but  how  she  found  me  out  on  the  occasion  referred  to  is  more  oian 
I  can  conceive :  she  must  have  been  hidden  somewhere  in  the  room  when 
I  opened  the  cupboard ;  it  is  to  be  accounted  for  in  no  other  war*  How- 
ever, the  accuracy  of  her  knowledge  was  a  guarantee  for  the  »iefi^  of 
what  was  to  come,  and  I  contmuea : 

^'  Is  a  certain  monetary  transaction,  which  took  place  some  few  j^ars 
since  in  the  capital  of  a  neighbouring  kingdom,  known  to  yon  ?*' 
Rap. 

<<  Shall  I  recover  principal  and  compound  interest  as  I  am  promised  ?" 
My  grandmother  was  silent.  I  thought  that  perhaps  she  was  soier- 
ing,  as  frequently  happened  during  her  lifetime,  from  an  aooess  of  deaf- 
ness, and  suggested  to  the  Medium  that  it  might  be  desirable  for  rae  to 
repeat  my  question.  Lord  WilKam,  however,  observed  ^t  he  thought 
the  Spirit  had  given  me  a  very  good  answer. 

**  Fray,  what  was  it  ?^  I  asked,  sarcastically,  ^  for  my  attentioQ  was 
ooDceutrated,  and  I  heard  nothing  ? 
**  Net  a  rap,"  sud  Lord  WilliiUB,  laughing. 

I  was  vexed  at  his  levity — the  more  so,  as  his  miiiii  was  diared  bj  the 
Professor,  who  observed  in  his  peculiar  tones  : 

*  Tbe  Sperrit  aint  dubersome  no  ways.  I  reckon,  if  you've  been  a 
loaning  cash,  you're  cornered  in  that  ar  quarter.  It*s  gone  goose,  that's 
tvideuCial. 

I  oonld  hardly  diink  this  possible,  because,  in  the  letter  to  which  I 
have  alluded,  Sir  Henry  Jones  observed  in  the  most  honouraUe  manner, 
that,  *^  notwithstanding  the  Statute  of  limitations,  which  barred  all 
kgdl  daim  on  my  part,  he  meant  to  set  aside  a  portion  of  the  susn  he 
now  asked  fer,  towards  fiqmdatbg  the  interest  of  ihe  former  loan.'' 
Now,  he  certainly  would  not  have  said  this,  if  he  had  not  rigpdiy  in- 
tended to  repay  me,  and  it  was  in  consequence  of  his  thus  acting  on 
principle,  that  I  had  already  more  than  half  made  up  my  mind  t6  aocom- 
Biodate  him.  I  had  a  better  opinion  of  Sir  Henry's  honour  than  my 
gmdmotlwT,  who  never  had  any  dealinfl;8  with  him,  and,  moreover,  I 
eonadered  her  answer  an  extremely  donbtfel  one,  and  not  at  all  to  be 
explained  away  by  a  vile  Luxembourg  (as  the  French  oaQ  a  pun)  per- 
petrated by  Lord  Wilfiam  Mortimer.  I  disguised  my  sentiments,  bow- 
eier,  and  proceeded  further  to  test  die  Spirit's  knoidedge. 

"  I  have  a  letter  in  my  pockety"  said  L     "^  What  is  tiie  writer^s 
lame?" 
«<  H — e— n — r— y  J — o— n— e— s,"  rapped  out  the  Smrit. 
I  eoM  not  help  exdaiming  that  tins  was  really  marvellous ;  and  so  it 
irm,  for  at  ibe  moment  I  put  the  question,  Iwa9  adwaOy  $%iimg  on  tk* 
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leUeTj  80 1  most  ixmHi? elj  ha^e  been  seen  Arough — a  dung  tfiat  nerer 
bMMpened  to  me  before,  in  all  my  life. 

I  now  came  to  something  momentous — something  that  did  not  aftet 
myself  alone,  but  bad  its  bearings  on  the  whole  frame  of  politiea 
Sodety ;  and  I  resolved  to  approach  it  circuitously. 

<<  Do  yon  happen  to  know/'  I  asked,  "  what  peatioa  I  oceiq>y  in  a 
public  point  of  view  T* 

Rap. 

"Am  I  a  Peep?" 

Silence. 

"  A  Bishop  r 

No  reply. 

«AJudger 

All  was  itilL 

"  Am  I  a  Member  of  Parliament  ?" 

A  load  rap. 

**  I>o  I  represent  the  Metropolis  ?" 

Ho  answer. 

«  The  West  Ridmg  T 
.  Still  silent 

^^  An  ancient  and  enlightened  borough  ?" 

Rap. 

''  What  is  the  first  letter  of  the  place  ?" 

«  M." 

I  was  going  still  further  to  beat  about  the  bush,  afiter  the  fiishion  of 
Serjeant  Grilklns,  Mr.  Barkson,  Mr.  Grabintime,  Mr.  Grinns,  and 
other  eminent  counsel ;  but  my  impatience  burst  all  bounds,  and  I  pro* 
jected  myself  headlong  into  the  focus  of  my  inquiry. 

<<  Shall  I  keep  my  seat  ?"  I  demanded. 

Rap,  was  the  reply,  clear,  loud,  and  conyincing.  I  felt  myself  ai 
safe  as  I  was  cU  that  instant  in  my  chair. 

Being  a&sured  of  this  fact,  I  felt  it  was  perfectly  ridiculous  to  trouble 
the  Spirit  about  my  being  Prime  Minister.  That  was  only  a  question  of 
time  and  opportunity,  so  I  signified  that  I  was  perfectly  satisfied. 

But  it  suddenly  struck  me  that,  after  all,  these  answers  might  hare 
been  fortuitous, — applicable — though  it  was  barely  possible — ^to  some  one 
else ;  so,  before  I  dismissed  my  grandmother  to  the  ^<  sulphurous  and 
tormenting  fiames"  from  which  I  had  reclaimed  her,  I  submitted  her 
spiritual  acumen  to  the  final  test 

"  Now  tell  me  my  name,"  said  I. 

"  In  what  manner,"  interposed  Professor  Honey-Fogle,  "  would  you 
like  to  fix  it  ?  By  the  Sperrit's  </trect  manifestation,  or  by  the  craclong 
of  the  table  through  its  influentiality  ?  We  cave  into  nothing  here; 
you've  only  to  choose.*' 

This  proposition  introduced  a  new  element  into  the  very  remarkable 
character  of  the  proceedings,  and  of  course  I  gladly  seized  upon  the  Pro- 
fessor's offer  to  afibrd  me  evidence  of  a  new  phenomenon. 

**  The  table  by  all  means,"  was  my  eager  observation. 

Immediately  a  rumbling  noise  was  heard,  as  if  Mount  Etna—- at  the 
Surrey  Gardens — were  about  to  belch  forth  torrents  of  fresh  green  laver, 
as  it  did  when  Hercules  and  Pompey  were  consumed  to  ashes ;  a  noise 
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widoh^to  obange  the  oomparison — ^bore  alto  a  stroDg  resemblanoe— > 
absard  under  the  circumstances — ^to  the  rapid  action  of  the  heel  against 
tbe  floor,  and  then  there  was  a  pause, — dunng  which  the  Professor  todc 
a  seat  at  the  table  opposite  the  Medium. 

'*  In  order  that  there  may  be  no  hallucination  on  your  part  or  delusion 
on  mine/'  said  Mies.  General  Bunkum,  '^  I  will  so  through  the  letters  of 
the  alphabet,  and  will  answer  when  I  come  to  the  letters  which  compose 
your  name." 

She  then  began.     A.  B.  C.  D.  E.  F.  G.  H.  I.  J ,  the  table  ga^e 

a  crack.     She  resumed  and  went  on  till  she  came  to  O another 

eradL  ,  At  L a  third.     This  last  was  repeated ;  and  then  she  went 

through  the  alphabet  till  she  arrived  at  the  penultimate  letter,  when  the 
tlUe  gave  a  louder  crack  than  before.  There  were  the  five  letters 
J— O— L — L — Y, — forming  my  Christian  name !  I  was  lost  in  stupe- 
£ution,  which  increased  as  my  patronymic  was  being  spelt  out  in  suc- 
cessive cracks,  G-^R — £ — E — N,  when  I  became  Uterally  wild  with 
excitement. 

<'  Tou  approbate,  I  calldlate,"  said  Professor  Honey-Fogle,  rising  from 
Usseat 

^  I  understand  you,**  I  returned,  fiuntly, — for  my  emotion  was  exces* 
are;  «Ido." 

**  Well,  I  swan,"  continued  the  Professor,  "  I  ve  seen  a  many  remark- 
able manifestations.  But  nothing  eyer  come  nigh  this, — not  by  a  jug- 
fblL    If  I  war  you  I  should  be  as  happy  as  a  clam  at  high  water !" 

"  I  am  so,**  I  murmured. 

''Ah!"  observed  Mrs.  General  Bunkum,  with  a  sigh,  '<it  is  not 
always  that  such  very  satisfiEictory  results  ensue." 

''I  should  think  not,"  abruptly  remarked  Lord  William  Mortimer. 

"And  why  not,  my  Lo  I  mean  William?*' 

"  Never  mind,  old  fellow,'*  he  replied,  '^  so  long  as  you're  satisfied." 

"And  are  you  not  equally  so?" 

"Not  eicactly,"  was  his  concise  reply. 

"  What  do  you  want  more  ?"  I  inquired.  ''  I  should  think  the  most 
incredulous  must  surrender  their  opinions  before  the  evidence  which  we 
possess.  Be  kind  enough  to  read  out  the  note  I  gave  you  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  seance.  I  think  you  will  find  that  the  whole  of  my 
secret  correspondence  has  been  revealed  exactly  as  I  wrote  it." 

"  I  believe  you,  my  boy,"  said  Lord  William ;  *'  but  there's  no  neces- 
sity. That's  all  right — gospel — every  word  of  it — just  as  it's  set  down. 
But,"  he  continued,  turning  to  Mrs.  General  Bunkum,  "  I  should  like  to 
know  if  I  could  have  a  few  words  myself  with  any  private  Spirit  ?" 

"  Oh,  certainly !"  returned  the  lady.  *'  I  roust  repeat,  though,  that  it 
is  not  in  my  power,  nor  in  that  of  any  Medium  to  control  the  issue.  The 
Spirits  themselves  are  unequal  to  that  task." 

"Very  good,'*  said  the  noble  lord.  <<  I  shan't  damage  them  much  by 
what  I'm  going  to  say.     Have  you  caught  one  ?" 

Mrs.  General  Bunkum  frowned  severely,  and  bent  her  head  down, 
looking  closely  at  the  table ;  the  Professor  seemed  to  wince,  as  if  his  fine 
nature  were — as  it  were — "  ryled"  by  this  last  inquiry ;  and,  for  my  own 
part,  I  felt  hurt  by  Lord  William's  conduct. 

.  The  usual  question  having  been  put  as.  to  the  presence  of  a  Spirit,  and 
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Tio  vsplying,  mj  pnraito  mcnttry  ww  tbout  to  begk  hit 
qMttions,  wbsa  tiie  Prrfeesor  ftskitd  htm  if  lie  irrmldii^  like  to  do  ae  I 
mi  done,  addkig^,  with  a  perepiouity  th«t  did  honovr  to  hit  hetii,  that 
he  couldn't  follow  a  better  example ;  but,  to  my  inezpressible  turpritt  ■ 
iadtaJ,  I  may  add — to  my  infinite  ditf^nt,  Lord  WilBam  ntimied  a 
deckfod  negative.     He  thai  said,  addreniiig  the  l^fnrit: 

^  Bo  you  know  what  I  am  ?" 

Rap. 

**Tea  me/* 

*«  A  nobleman.* 

«'Wettr'  I  exclaimed,  <'I  hope  yoall  be  eonvinced  now,  Loid 
WHHamr 

^  It  the  gentieman  indeed  a  Loid  ?*'  timorootly  aaked  the  Medivm. 
^  if  to,  it  18  really  pematkable,  for  it  it  Ttry  often  to  ordered  diat  eon* 
•tontife  qoeiittt  meet  with  yery  of^foeite  retuhs.'*  

<^  So  &r,  80  good,"  taid  my  pmate  Sec.  ^Lord  what,  betidet  <  WH* 
liam  ? '    You've  heard  that  mucn." 

He  took  up  the  alphabet  and  pointed  the  pencil,  nu^inp  a  pante  now 
and  then,  as  if  he  were  spelling  hit  own  name.     The  Spuit  gaye  ~' — 


nipt  in  sueoeatKni. 

<^  You're  an  American  apirit,  and  no  mistake.  Yon  know  all  about 
the  BritiA  Atittocracy.    Yoa'?e  hit  it  now !" 

** Indeed !"  exdaimed  1,  eagerly;  *' show  me.**  * 

Lord  William  tossed  me  the  slip  of  paper  on  which  he  had  jotted  down 
the  letters  which  the  Spirit  had  rapped  at.  Instead  of  the  gentie  name  of 
^Mortimer,"  I  was  horror-tlncken  to  tee  ihe  plebeian  appellatioa  of 
«  Tomkinton." 

<^  That's  somedung  yery  mytteiions  in  this,"  I  remained  ;  ^  tiiere 
must  be  some  unfortunate  ioaombltnoe  between  yon  and  a  person  so 
called." 

Lord  William  smiled.  *^  I've  a  book  to  make.  Who's  to  win  the 
Derby?"  he  asked. 

The  tpel&ig  was  resumed.    Hie  word  *^  Gorrox"  came  up.*' 

*^  I  d<m't  remember  that  horse  in  the  betting,'*  I  observed ;  *^  but  after 
what  hat  happened  to  me,  I'll  hmk  him  against  the  field." 

^  Do,  Gt^eo,"  said  my  noUe  firiend ;  **  you  shall  have  the  odds  in  at 
many  ponies  as  you  lUce." 

It  stmck  me  that  Lord  William  wat  poshing  soepticitm  afanoet  as  far 
at  it  oould  well  go,  and  I  felt  a  ttrong  desire  to  punish  him. 

**  How  moch  do  I  owe  my  tailor — in  pounds  ?"  pursued  Lord  WilUam, 
taking  up  the  list  of  numeralt. 

<*  Five,"  was  die  answer. 

«  Wonderful !"  exclaimed  fab  foidship.    *<  So  I  do." 

Two  things  staggered  me  in  Uiis  reply*  First,  the  eitfeme  lownets  of 
the  figure  ;  and  next,  Lord  William's  admission  of  its  correctnets. 

<^  I  believe,"  he  said,  addressing  the  Medium,  <<  that  I  am  at  liberty  to 
ask  quettions  mentally  ?" 

^  It  is  not  the  usual  course,*  replied  Mrs.  Genenl  Bm^nm,  ooUBy, 
«  but  it  is  alk)wed." 

Lord  William  moved  his  lips  to  show  that  he  was  firaming  questiont, 
nodding  hit  head  between  each.    The  rapping  went  on  at  inter?alt,  and 
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b  'i«ft  Jioma  the  TOWiki.  We  foed  hamonr  appcoid  to  iaeiSMe  widi 
mA  mummt;  %at  aftor  about  tm  minateB  Jie  aaidlieihail  had  -osoiigli, 
nd  Mkod  no  if  i  tiimM  liho  'to  hear  them.  I  fame  *  raady  afauity  and 
he  read  as  fbllows : 

^'Q.  'Jftyage?'  ^  <Two4ii]iidi»daiida0«aBbysfinir/  Q.^  Who  is 
the  present  commander-iD-chief  ?'  . .  A.  '  Jir.  Cohdeo.'  Q.  *  Whave's  .the 
heetmilk^panfth^heJiadr  JL  <  At E&eter  HaH*  Q.  <WhoVitofaaye 
the  Opera  next  season  ?'  A.  '  Lord  Shafteibury.'  Q.  <  Who  did  you 
a^wasiowintheODerby?'    A.  < Jones.'" 

<<  It  must  be  admitted,"  I  observed,  '^  that  these  answers  uie  zathar 
wide  of  the  mark ;  but  tfa«  fiutt  is,  .Lord  YiSUauii — ^the  het  is — ^I  mean 
not  the  slightest  o£Eenoe  to  jrou  in  saying  ao— 4he  faot  is,  we  don't  know 
— ^we  haye  not  the  evidence  of  our  ears  to  convinoe  us  that  the  questiona 
you  have  wiitten  Uiere  waie  actually  put;  ov>  'indeedi  that  these  repUes 
msie  letunied." 

'^  If  anybody  else  had  innnuated  a  doubt  of  my  yenunty,"  exclaimed 
Lord  William,  taming  very  red  in  Ike  fiMe^  *^  he  would  liaye  heard  of 
another  sort  of  rapping,  in  the  shfqpe  of  A^punoh  on  the  head;  but  yaa, 
GnoD^  aie«ioh  a  i- ♦d  f ** 

I  knew  what  he  was  going  to  say,  but  I  prevented  the  words  *^  Aae 
fieDow"  from  issuing  fromlus  lips,  by-eoLokimiQg : 

^  Enough,  William-^not  a  word  jo£  eomplimmit :  we  appreciate  each 
oAer  lightly^  I  am  far  .firom  inainnatipg  anything  of  the  sort,  though 
Iifttast  say,  and  Ithink  you  will  aUowy  that  rail  the  featuxes  of  this  re* 
maikable  seance  have  b^n  of  a  most  extraordinary  charaoter." 

'^  Th^  have,  indeed,"  was  his  datis^Mtory  reply* 

^'I  thmk,  then,"  I  oi)8erved,  ^'as  I  hove  obtained  all  the  information 
I  came  in  search  of — and  as  the  Toffy  question  comes  on  early  this  even- 
ing— we  will  take  our  leave  of  this  lady  and  gentleman.  If  you  will  just 
st^  down  stairs  I  will  follow  you  in  a  moment." 

Lord  William  made  a  bow  to  Mrs.  General  Bunkum,  but  took  no 
notice  of  Professor  Honey-Fogle,  and  left  the  apartment 

I  had  a  twofold  object  in  remiuning  behind.  The  first  was  to  apolo- 
gise for  my  friend's  apparent  rudeness,  and  the  next  to  mark  the  sense 
(k  ibe  gratification  I  had  experienoed  as  delicately  as  possible. 

To  uie  apology  the  Professor  replied  :  '^  1*11  teu  you  what,  mister,  that 
air  young  Sucistocrat  wam't  no  goney  when  he  made  tracks  ;  my  bristles 
was  beginning  to  rise ;  I  should  have  made  a  splurge  if  he'd  lingered 
rniieh  longer."  I  in^nrred  from  these  vemarics  that  Lord  William's  fur- 
ifaer  oontinuance  in  tiie  room  would  have  roused  ihe  Professor's  ire  to  a 
degree  that  might  have  been  dangerous,  and  I  inwardly  applauded  the 
presence  of  mind  that  suggested  his  departure  before  me.  I  now  came 
to  the  second  part  of  my  mission. 

"  I  trust,  madam,"  I  sud  to  Mm.  G^enend  Bunkum,  *^  that  you  will 
Mrmit  me  to  rn>eat  how  perfectly  satisfied  I  am  with  everythmg  that 
has  taken  place  naving  relation  to  myself  and  ray  sainted  relative,  and 
that  yoa  will  snfier  me  to  present  you  with  a  slight  token  of  my  regard 
and  esteem.^ 

My  porte-fnonnaie  was  in  my  hand  while  I  vras  speakmg,  and  before 
eiiher  Mrs.  General  Bunkum  or  the  Professor  had  time  to  make  an  ob- 
jection, I  took  out  a  twenty-pound  note,  which  I  slid  into  the  blotting- 
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book,  and  then  hastily  quitted  the  room ;  not  so  quickly,  howerer,  but 
that  in  going  down  stairs  I  could  plainly  hear  a  loud,  hilarious  expres- 
sion of  joy  at  my  satisfibctory  recognition  of  the  worth  of  the  constdtiDg 
parties. 

Lord  William  was  waiting  for  me  on  the  door-step ;  I  thrust  my  arm 
into  his,  and  we  walked  away  together. 

For  some  time,  neither  of  us  spoke — ^I  confess  I  was  too  much  agitated 
to  do  so ;  at  len^^  Lord  William  broke  silence : 

"  Well,"  said  he,  ''  you're  the  best  hand  at  a  mystification  ihat  ever  I 
met  with." 

"  Mystification  ?"  I  replied ;  "  what  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Why,  you  made  those  people  hxiey  that  you  were  taken  in  with 
their  gammon." 

"  *  Taken  in,' — *  gammon,' — ^I  don't  xmderstand  you,  my  lord." 

'^  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  didrCt  see  through  the  trick  about 
your  note  to  me  ?" 

**  What  possible  '  trick'  could  there  be,  when  the  note  was  in  your 
pocket  all  the  time  the  rapping  was  going  on  ?" 

<<  And  you  didr^t  see  the  Medium  look  at  the  blotting-book  while  I 
went  to  the  window  ?" 

'<  I  saw  it  open  before  her,  but  what  of  that  ?" 

**  <  What,'  indeed  I  why,  every  line  that  you  wrote  was  transferred  to 
the  blottCftg-paper  as  legibly  as  it  was  left  behind.  It  was  only  turmog^ 
over  a  single  page  and  there  was  the  whole  thing.  I  cotdd  have  read  it 
myself,  upside-down." 

For  the  credit  of  human  nature  I  will  not  believe  in  this  attempt  to 
solve  the  mystery  of  the  Spirit  Manifestations  in  Doo-street,  though 
Lord  William  obstinately  persists  in  his  theory. 

I  leave  it  to  the  public  to  decide  between  us. 


THOMAS  DE  QUINCEY'S  AUTOBIOGRAPHIC  SKETCHES* 

Why,  gifted  with  such  powers  to  send  abroad 
His  spirit,  must  it  lodge  in  shrines  so  frailf 

as  furtive  periodical  and  magazine  ?  has  too  often,  too  long,  been  our 
question  in  respect  to  the  writings  of  the  English  Opium-eater.  At 
length  he  appears  in  a  more  fitting  form — ^not,  ind^,  until  twelve 
volumes  of  his  scattered  essays  have  been  published  in  America — but  in 
the  first  volume  of  what  we  trust  may  be  a  series  most  prolonged  (in 
issue,  as  it  h<is  been  in  expectation)  and  most  successful.  The  appear- 
ance of  this  volume  being  almost  synchronous  with  this  of  our  own  June 
number,  we  have  neither  time  nor  room — albeit  mighty  inclination — to 
dilate  on  its  thrice  welcome  advent.     The  general  title,  ^*  Selectioofl^ 

*  Selections,  Grave  and  Gkty.  From  Writings  published  and  unpublisbed,  by 
Thomas  de  Qohicejr.  (Vol  I.  Autobiographic  Sketches.)  London :  Qroom- 
bridge  and  Sons.    1868. 

t  Prelude. 
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CinTe  and  Gay/'  la  appropriate  and  sigDificant— for  in  pathos  and 
Immoor  both  the  author  excels :  to  adopt  Wordsworth's  language, 

Caverns  there  are  within  his  mind  which  son 
Can  never  penetrate,  yet  wants  there  not 
Rich  store  of  leafy  arbours  where  the  light 
May  enter  in  at  will. 

In  part  these  miscellanies  are  to  be  yiewed  as  entirely  new;  ''large 
sectioDs  having  been  intercalated  in  the  present  edition,  and  other 
changes  made,  which,  even  to  the  old  parts,  by  giving  very  great  ex- 
pansion, give  sometimes  a  character  of  absolute  novelty."  Mr.  de 
Qmncey  proposes  to  group  the  collected  articles  under  three  general 
heads — first,  a  class  ''  which  proposes  primarily  to  amuse  the  reader,  but 
which,  in  doing  so,  may  or  may  not  happen  occasionally  to  reach  a 
higher  station,  at  which  the  amusement  passes  into  an  impassioned 
interest  ;**  secondly,  those  papers  which  address  themselves  purely  to  the 
understanding  as  an  insulated  faculty,  or  do  so  primarily  (including^ 
er.  gr.,  the  essays  on  the  Essenes,  the  Csesars,  Cicero,  &c.)  ;  and 
thirdly,  a  far  higher  class  of  compositions  in  virtue  of  their  aim,  "  modes 
of  impassioned  prose  ranging  under  no  precedents "  in  any  literature, 
Til.,  the  "  Confessions,"  and  the  Suspiria  de  Profundis, 

The  present  volume  is  autobiographical,  dating  from  the  "  Affliction  of 
Childh<x)d''  in  its  earliest  germ,  onwards  to  the  experiences  of  fervid 
youth.  Nothing  can  surpass  the  touching  power,  the  profound  grandeur, 
the  psychological  interest  of  this  extraordinary  narrative — unless  it  be  its 
sslfies  of  superlative  fun,  its  mirthful  originalities  of  mood  and  manner. 
There  are  '*  bits"  of  magnificent  prose  that  stand  alone  for  splendour  of 
diction  and  passion  of  sentiment  m  the  English  language.  We  have  no 
space  for  quotation  at  this  late  period — no  opportunity  to  show  how  the 
fntnre  Opium-eater  was  initiated,  yet  an  infant,  in  premature  spiritual 
conflict,  and  in  the  stem  hcUnt  of  thoughts  that  lie  too  deep  for  tears — or 
how  an  elder  brother  ruled  the  nursery  with  a  sway  of  which  the  present 
^uide  gives  the  most  ludicrous  record  imaginable — or  how  the  auto- 
biographer  was  introduced  to  the  warfare  of  a  public  school,  how  he 
entered  the  world,  how  he  bivouacked  in  the  "  nation  of  London,"  and 
pilffrinused  amid  the  beauties  and  strifes  of  Ireland.  But  we  could  not 
forbear  the  utterance  of  a  most  cordial  welcome  to  this  volume, 

A  parti-coloured  show  of  grave  and  gay, 
Solid  and  light, 

whidi  we  trust  the  '<  leafy  month  of  June"  vrill  cause  to  be  known  and 
vesd  of  all  men.  On  a  future  occasion  we  hope  to  indite  a  paper  on  the 
Patiios  and  Passion,  as  abeady  we  have  on  the  Humour,  of  Thomas  de 
Qnmcey,* — and  for  such  an  essay  the  present  tome  will  present  ample 
Kope  and  verge  enough,  and  to  spare. 

*  New  MonOihf  Magazine^  October,  1853. 


h2 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


(    144    ) 


TWO  Pli^cfifiB  IN  THE  LIBE  OF  AN  OKLY  CHILD. 

BY  THE  AUTBaK  OF  '<  THE  UHHOUr  WIW." 


On  tlie  ontekirts  of  a  handaome  liUa^  Bituated  many  miles'  dutanoe 
icowi  the  metropntiB,  Btands  a  •omeirbat  jmxall  but  most  elogaot  vilU. 
Jfotfauig  about  it,  inside  or  out,  would  seem  to  be  wanting  that  could 
ffiontribute  to  tke  comfort  of  its  inmates ;  for  if  the  pleasare-gronn^ 
mie  limited,  they  were  luxunant ;  if  the  ooaservatories  were  small,  d 
.that  was  choice  and  lovely  in  the  florist's  calendar  had  a  place  there;  tod 
if  .the  villa's  apaztments  were  neither  stately  nor  numerous,  there  was  at 
Jeast  enongh  of  space,  and  abo  of  eii^ganoe  about  them,  to  satisfy  all  xn 
aonable  destrea. 

The  bleak  winter  had  passed ;  the  early  spring  had  come  and  gope; 
and  aow  that  May  was  entering,  the  latdiy  bu«  trees  were  baddii^ 
iotrth  into  beauty,  the  garden  flowers  rose  their  lovely  heads,  tiie  iaim 
was  clothed  in  its  hriohtest  and  freshest  tint.of  green ;  and  an  £hat  glar- 
ing apriag  morning  there  came  dancing  an  to  the  lawn,  £rom  (me  i  ^ 
low  JPrench  windows  of  the  break£ut-room,  an  exquisite  child  of  sewi 
yean  old,  bright  and  radiant  as  that  sunny  day  of  spring. 

Few  could  look  ior  the  firat  tome  at  that  young  face  without  hisg 
xiveted  with  its  charming  heauty.  Yet  it  was  not  so  much  in  the  fa* 
tures,  £uiltless  as  they  were,  that  the  attsaction  lay ;  or  in  the  csah 
plexion,  though  it  jdvaUed  the  loveliest  rose;  or  in  the  sunny  rioglito 
jjportiE^  on  the  neck,  as  in  &e  deep,  earnest,  spirituel  «xpreefflOB  of  the 
faoe.  A  sinyilar  face  it  was,  singular  in  its  depth  of  pathos  and  bean^y; 
and  rarely,  mdee^?  •hanre  the  gifts  of  natme,  both  in  mind  and  penoOf 
been  lavished  xipon.a  child  of  earth  as  they  were  lavished  upon  Geoigiiia 
VerekoB. 

She  was  sjaS^  dressed  in  whiter  with  a  blue  sash  tied  round  h^  wus^ 
its  long  ends  fluttering  with  her  resdess  movements ;  and  her  straw  bat 
hung  dangHng  from  her  arm  by  its  blue  ribbons,  for  she  had  raeed  «irt 
of  doors  in  joyous  impatianoe,  too  eager  to  wait  for  its  being  put  on. 
Flying  hither  and  thither ;  now  stopping  to  listen  to  the  birds  as  they 
carolled  in  the  trees,  now  stooping  to  pluck  a  rare  flower,  or  inhale  the 
perfume  from  a  newly-blown  ros^  now  practising  some  dancing*8te[s 
and  now  ghmcing  down  at  the  dew  gatho^  on  her  sandaled  shoes. 

**  My  dear,''  cried  a  staid,  but  yeung  and  pleasing-looking  lady,  lAo 
had  followed  her  out,  ''  the  grass  is  not  yet  dry.  You  must  eome  «p«i 
ihe  gravd." 

'^  The  grass  will  not  hurt  me,"  returned  the  diild,  skipping  ahootit 
more  ^dian  ever.  ^^  And  I  can't  see  mamma's  windows  from  the  gfavel« 
I  want  to  have  the  first  look  at  her  ^Hien  ^e  comes  to  open  them." 

One  of  the  windows  the  child  was  looking  up  to  did  open  as  she 
spoke,  for  a  lady,  attracted  probably  by  the  voices,  drew  aside  the  cor' 
tains  and  threw  up  the  sash. 

"  My  May-bird!  my  May-bird  I"  she  exclaimed,  fondly  looking  down 


at  the  Uttle  girl 
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''Dear  mamma  I  dearinnmal  ate  wbai  ar  lofoijr  day  it  is.  And  I 
Yrnrn  gat  a  white  frock  on*— yoa  said  I  iwiritt  put-  one  ooi  fbv  the  first 
time,  if  it  were  warm  and  snimy.  Shall  I  corner  to  yo«  nen^  that>yo». 
m^  wish  me  many  happy  wbama  of  my  hirthday  ?^ 

**  Yea,  yaa^  my  darling.     Come." 

Away  fivw  the  duld,  hnishing  paat  her  g07enies%  oa  hw  way  to  bar 
aaatfaar 9  hedioom.  The  lady  luwl  not  heffm  to  dreaa ;  she  was  merely 
iifrber  dreaaing-^own  and  sUppera*  She  extended  her  ama  as  the  oluld> 
cajn'ud,  olaapii^  her  fondly  in  them :  she  paaaionately  hissed  her  smoothy 
gkniingrdieeks';  her  open  brow ;  her  losy  lips ;  and  as-sha  laid  her  hand 
upon  tbe  little  head^  and  loeked  up  to  heafveoy  the  teara  gatheaed  in  her* 
ejFaa  with  die  earnestness  of  her  aapiraiion : 

*'  Almighty  Father !  bless,  oh  bless  my  child !  Pmteot  and  hkotf 
hartfaaoagh  this  approaehing  year  that  she  is  entering,  upon,  even  as 
'Bioa  haat  hleased  and  protected  hop  duough  the  last]'' 

la  it  well  to  be  an  only  child  ? — the  only  child  of  doting  parents  ? 
Laeara^  think  se.  Mr.  and  Mrsw  Vereker  had  married  late  in.  life : 
ha  waa  turned  fifty,  and  she  hat  approadiing  it.  It  may  be^  they  had 
naie^qieeted  chy^iren;  that  they  thought  the  time  waa  gone  by  for  tber 
biasing  to  be  acoorded  i^em;  and  when  a  child  was,  indeed,  boin> 
&ay  looked  upon  it  as  the  moat  predoua  of  all  preoious  gifbs;  had 
it  been  a  Teiy  angel  from  heaTen,  its  little  presence  could  not  have 
diftaed  more  joy  and  gladness,  or  have  given  rise  to  g^reater  thanka- 
givBig-.  It  grew  and  wived — in  spite  of  the  overwhelming  care  that' 
was  baatowed  upon  it»  Every  breath  waa  watched— ev^y  sigh  was* 
lialaied  to  with  nervous  anxiety ;  and  when  it  screamed,  for  the  veiyi 
beat  of  babies  will  scream,  the  whole  house  rose  in  commotion,  and  the 
Ticaaoat  medical  man  waa  run  for.  How  Mrs.  Vereker  survived  the'  *'  pain** 
hi.  peciod  of  dentition,"  as  the  soothing  syrcqs  advertisements  express  it, 
was  a  mystery.  Mr.  Vereker  was  in  a  state  of  nervousness  frrai  its 
fwnHWirement  to  its  doee ;  his  wife  never  quitted  the  nursery  or  the 
lafiait  for  weeks  and  months,  and  all  the  rules  and  daily  ordinary  regu- 
lations of  die  household  were  thrown  aside.  Mrs.  Vereker  took  her 
faraak£Mt  standing,  tea-cup  in  hand,  and  lookiug  at  the  baby;  Mr. 
Vereker  how  and  wfawa  he  could  get  it :  dinner  was  forgotten  to  be 
opdeaed;  and  bed-time  only  remembered  by  the  child's  sinking  into  a 
qamt  sieep.  Still  the  child  grew  and  prospered ;  and  by  the  time  she 
waa  two  yean  old,  her  will  was  law  in  the  house.  No  child  was  ever  so 
indulged  and  cared  for;  and,  perhaps,  for  these  doting  parents  there 
wna  aoaae  exouse^  for  she  waa  a  very  angel  in  beauty  imd  temper.  A 
loaiDBr-on  oould  not  but  recal  some  of  the  linea  in  Pameirs  *'  Hermit." 
I  have  not  the  poem  to  refer  to,  and  have  never  seen  it  since  I  was  a 
rHd,  bat  the  roader  will  reeollect  what  I  mean.  Where  a  child  is 
bom  to  the  good,  religious  man,  who  had  been  walking  straight  for 
I  before,  but  now 


-the  child  half  weaned  his  heart  from  Grod. 


Child  of  his  ace !  for  him  he  lived  in  pain. 
And  measured  back  his  steps  to  earth  again. 

Was  Mr.  Vereker  acquainted  ^th  that  poem  ?     And  did  a  following 
fineerer  recur  to  him  ? 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


146  Two  Phases  in  the  Life  of  an  Only  Child. 

And  Grod,  to  save  the  father,  took  the  sod. 

Did  he  fear  the  same  all-seeing  wisdom,  the  same  tennination,  might 
rule  over  this  earthly  and  inordinate  love  of  his  ? 

But  no.  Mr.  Vereker  was  not,  himself,  spared  long,  either  to  love  or 
to  momrn  his  child.  Ere  she  was  three  years  old,  he  died ;  and  bis  last 
prayers  on  earth  were  for  her  happiness,  his  last  thoughts  for  her  wel- 
fare. The  whole  of  his  fortune— and  it  was  considerable — was  left  ta 
Georgina.  Half  of  it  to  be  paid  over  to  her,  unconditionally,  on  her 
wedding-day,  or  when  she  should  be  twenty-one ;  the  other  half  on  the 
death  of  his  wife:  but  during  the  child's  infancy  and  youth,  Mn. 
Vereker  was  to  enjoy  the  interest  of  the  whole.  ^  as  there  wisdom  in 
this  will — as  regarded  the  child's  temporal  happiness  ?  Mr.  Vereker  no 
doubt  thought  so. 

An  only  child  of  a  widowed  mother!  and  she  long  past  her  meridian 
of  life !  never  hoping  for  another — knowing  that  another  could  never  be 
bom  to  her.  The  reader  may  have  witnessed  a  parallel  case  in  some  of 
the  daily  scenes  around  him;  but  I  question  if  he  ever  saw  or  heard  oft 
passion  so  idolatrous  in  one  human  being  for  another,  as  Mrs.  Vereker 
felt  and  encouraged  for  her  little  daughter.  Every  indulgence,  erery 
expense,  every  care  was  lavished  upon  her.  She  had  never  heard  the 
voice  of  contradiction.  Almost  any  other,  in  her  place,  would  hare 
become  a  household  tyrant,  unbearable  to  the  servants,  and  a  source  of 

aetual  torment  to  herself  and  her  mother;  but,  happily  for  them 
,  the  child  was  gifted  with  the  sweetest  temper,  with  expansive  in- 
tellect, and  with  the  most  sensitive  imagination,  far,  far  beyond  her 
years. 

"  Those  children  never  live,"  cried  an  incautious,  gossiping  friend  one 
day,  looking  at  Georgina  as  she  knelt,  weaving  daisies  on  the  lawn. 
"  Thejr  are  too  good  and  too  beautiful  for  earth,  and  God  takes  them  to 
their  fitting  home." 

The  visitor  thought  she  spoke  to  the  governess  alone,  but  Mrs.  Vereker 
had  joined  them  unperceived.  The  ufe-blood  left  her  heart  as  she 
listened  to  the  words,  rushing  back  to  it  with  tumultuous  agony;  a  col^ 
shivering  moisture  broke  over  her  skin,  and  her  sight  momentarily  left 
her.  Perhaps  the  thought  had  never  before  fully  occurred  to  her  that 
her  child  might  be  taken  from  her :  that  it  was  really  subject  to  the  com- 
mon doom  of  its  fellow-mortals— death.  But  she  looked  at  the  lovdy 
picture  kneeling  on  the  grass,  on  her  glowing  colour,  and  round,  healthy 
form. 

"  Death  is  not  likely  to  come  to  her  before  its  time,"  she  mentally  ex- 
claimed, drawine  a  relieved  sigh.  "  Mrs.  Grame  is  always  revelhng  m 
<^d  wives'  tales.' 

And  so  the  child,  worshipped  by  her  mother,  loved  by  her  gOTornefiir 
doted  on  by  the  servants,  reached  her  seventh  birthday,  the  1st  of  Mg^ 
and  was  now  in  her  mother's  room,  listening  to  the  fervent  pray^  "* 
blessings  to  descend  upon  her  head.  Her  birthdays  were  alwaj^  k< 
and  with  much  splendour.  To-day,  a  large  party,  chiefly  children 
herself,  were  to  assemble  to  a  mid-day  dinner,  and  all  sorts  (rf  "J^ 
games  were  to  take  place  on  the  lawn  afterwards,  with  dancing  in-doors 
in  the  evening. 

«  But  what  shaU  I  do  till  then?"  asked  Georgina,  when  breakfest  was 
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over,  aod  she  had  folly  examined  all  her  birthday  presents.     Of  course 
she  learnt  no  lesso|i8  that  day. 

'^  What  would  you  like  to  do,  dearest  T*  questioned  her  mother. 
^  Shall  I  order  the  carriage  and  take  you  out  ?" 

"  The  carriage,"  hesitated  the  child,  apparently  deliberating  within 
herself  the  pros  and  cons  of  the  proposition.  <*  No,  mamma,"  she  said, 
it  length,  '^  I  don't  think  we  wUl  have  the  carriage  to-day.  I  am  so 
ddi^ted  with  everything!  with  my  birthday,  and  my  presents,  and  all 
my  Tisitors  coming,  that  I  should  not  like  to  sit  still  in  the  car- 
iisge.  I  must  dance  about  for  joy.  What  are  you  going  to  do,  Miss 
Hsrdmg?' 

''I  have  one  or  two  commisrions  to  execute  in  the  Tillage,"  replied  the 
goyemess.  « 

'*  Then  I  will  go  with  you,"  added  the  child.  '^  Mamma,  I  shall  put 
on  my  new  birthday  bonnet." 

No  objection  was  made.  When  was  an  objection  ever  made  to  the 
will  of  (jreorgina  ?  So  the  birthday  bonnet — it  was  all  white  satin  and 
feathers — ^was  put  on,  and  Miss  Vereker  started  on  her  walk  with  her 
govemess. 

She  was  really  like  a  bird,  happy  and  light  and  joyous  as  one.  Now 
imging  a  scrap  of  a  song ;  now  Ayiog  after  a  butterfly— one  of  the  first 
of  the  year ;  now  plucking  a  hedge  flower ;  now  skipping  over  the  pas- 
twe  grass ;  and  now  talking,  strange,  deep  thoughts,  as  she  always  did, 
to  Buss  Harding.  Never  was  there  so  sweet  and  sunny  a  child — ^never 
one  so  imaginative. 

As  they  neared  tiie  lodge  at  the  gates,  where  dwelt  the  gardener  and 
bis  wife,  she  sprang,  as  usual,  up  to  the  door,  in  quest  of  her  old  friend 
Willy,  a  pret^^y  about  her  own  age. 

"  Where's  Willy  ?"  she  asked  of  the  wife,  who  was  busy  in  the  room 
over  her  domestic  duties. 

"Ah,  my  dear  young  lady,  is  it  you?  Many  happy  returns  of  the 
day,  my  sweetest     And  oh,  what  a  love  of  a  bonnet !" 

"Tes,  I  know.  Thank  you;  everybody  has  been  wishing  it  to  me. 
But  lAere'a  Winy  r 

"Willy's  in  bed,"  cried  tiie  woman,  coming  forward,  and  speaking  in 
a  wUsper.  "  I  don't  know  what's  the  matter  with  him,  whether  it  is  a 
bsd  cold,  or  his  tooth,  or  what ;  but  he  is  in  bed,  and  very  ilL" 

Quick  as  thought  Miss  Vereker  had  stepped  over  the  upright  board  at 
tiie  door,  placed  there  to  stop  the  egress,  at  will,  of  a  younger  child  than 
^ly,  and  had  flown  into  the  back  room.  On  one  of  the  beds  there — 
br  it  contained  two — lay  the  boy,  his  face  nearly  the  colour  of  scariet, 
*&d  his  eyes  and  lips  looking  hot,  swollen,  and  inflamed. 

"Dearest  little  Willy !"  she  exclaimed,  the  tears  rising  to  her  own 

2"  what  is  it  has  made  you  ill  ?     You  will  not  be  able  to  come  up  at 
and  see  the  fireworks.'^ 
Dearest  UUU  Willy !     It  was  her  frequent  salutation  to  him,  though 
^  boy  was  nearly  as  old  as  she  in  years ;  but  in  deep  thought  and 
intellect  she  was  as  one  twice  his  age. 

Willy  did  not  speak,  did  not  even  put  out  his  hand,  but  lay  there 
koldng  as  ill  and  feverish  as  he  could  well  look.  And  when  Miss  Harding 
^  the  mother  entered  the  room,  whither  they  had  followed  somewhat 
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nowi jF,  tfeey  ibuiiu'  Gtiorgnui  stretensd'  Mon&§  the  bscy  mp  ^vnitB  bifilralif 
bonnet  thrown  to  the  back  of  her  head,  and  heap  ikse  ekfw  to  Willy'fl^ 
kisBing  his  hot  Upe,  and;  of  oouFBe  inhaling^  his  breath. 

The  goyerness  clasped  the  Httk  gbf  s  waist,  and  ntaowed'  her  froi»  the 
bed;  "  Do  jon  know  tfaai^  yon  should  never  go^  so  close  to  one  who  is 
ill,  until  yon  know  what  their  disorder  may  be,**  she  said.  *^  And  wow 
it  not  that  you  have  had  the  measles^  yoa  had  probably  done  a  dangeietf 
Aing  now  ;  for  I  do  think  the  child  has  got  them.'' 

^Oh  no,  ma'am,"  interrupted  t^e  mo^r,  <*  Willy  hmB  had  ihe  measlos 
onoe.  He  has  been  crying  all  night  wi(ii  the  tootha<^  and  I  think  fait 
hce  looks  inflamed  from  that.  Those  decayed  back  teeth,  eyen  in  diikbw, 
often  make  the  fiaoe  hot  and  swdleu.  I  don't  think  it  is  anything  dfte^ 
though  he  seems  to  haye  got  a  bad  cold  with  it  H€b  will  be  beMsr  t(K 
morrow,  I  dare  say.*' 

Miss  Harding  thought  the  woman  was  most  likely  right  She  had 
had  little  or  no  experience  in  the  maladies  of  childtm.  ^  I  wodd  keep 
him  in  bed  all  day,"  she  obser\wd ;  "  he  looks  extremely  feverish." 

"  And  he  is  yery  thirsty,"  returned  the  mother.  "  I  was  making hini 
some  toast-and-water  when  little  miss  came  in.  Should  he  seem  iu» 
better  to-night>  I  shall  ask  Mr.  RSoe  to  step  up  and  see  him." 

"  I'll  bring  you  a  great  piece  of  birthday  cake  to-moirow,"  whispfflaed 
Georgina,  leaning  on  tiie  bed,  her  fkce  close  to  the  boy's.  '*  And  I  will 
t^  them  to  send  down  some  lemons  when  I  go  home  now;  for  lemonade 
is  much  nicer  to  drink  than  toast-and^water.     Shall  I,  Willy?" 

He  panted  out  a  feeble  "  Yes,"  and  once  more  kissing  ^s  feverish  lipff 
little  Miss  Vereker  followed  her  goyerness  feom  the  room. 


II. 

It  was  a  biilliaot  affah*,  that  birthday  night.  Old  and  young  were 
mixed  together,  for  the  parents  of  many  a  child  had  come,  and  were  now 
looking  on  with  eager  delight.  It  may  be  that  each  mother  thought  her 
own  offspring  the  loyeliest  and  brightest — we  all  remembev  the  olA  sw^ 
ing  about  the  crow.  But  had  an  unprejudiced  obsenrer  bean  preseat,  be 
would  unhesitatingly  have  pointed  out  Georgina  Vereker  as  the  seene'f 
chief  ornament ;  the  one  rose  amidst  a  heap  of  dandelions^  Her  faiiy 
figure  was  floating  eyery  where ;  her  shining  curls  might  be  caught  a 
^impse  of,  it  seemed,  in  twenty  places  at  once ;  her  elegant  gositnwr 
robes  were  bni^ng  past  everybody.  Some  of  the  mothers  talked 
askance  about  yanity  and  extravagance,  and  said  she  was  dressed  too< 
much.  Perhaps  ^e  was ;  for  the  sleeves  of  her  white  lace  robe  w«J 
looped  up  with  pearls,  a  viduable  pearl  necklace  was  round  her  neek,  aod 
its  bracelets  were  on  her  anns.  Oh,  she  was  a  lovely  child !  with  ber 
exquisite  features,  their  strangely  deep  expresaon,  and,  this  nighty  »* 
Imlliant  ooloun  And  many  of  the  lads  present  seemed  to  know  it ;  v^ 
boys,  and  girls  too^  will  have  a  notion  of  flirtation  at  a  wonderfeUy  eanf 
age — innate  of  course. 

«*  What  is  the  matter,  my  boy  P*  cried  Mrs.  ehenevix  to  ^^^^^\t 
he«yy  young  gentleman' of  some  ten  or  eleven  yean  5  "  why  do  you  loolt 
M  out  of  humour  ?" 
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"^  GemgiiutB^  gtmm  moA  daawd  nitk  Ckarkj  WiUb,'*  peufeel  tl»  bey  ; 
''■lAflhB  knom  I  wanted  h6EK" 

«</wwgoiogt»a8kMMiVmlnv''graiBUediia0dier^  ««oiiiy 

Charley  ran  up  while  I  was  thinkii^  ilkat  to  say.'* 

« And  Aat  gnai  hag  Ladj  LOTtoo't  bo^r  has  told  hanr  he  shall  hava  ber 
an^"  Kterted  IMbiter  Cbenmz ;  **  Aaaliroys  has  his  own  wwy^  whegafor 
he  goes.     It's  too  bad  of  Greorgina." 

Foot  Lady  Linton  sat  daso- by ;  a  little  mita  of  a  sbriFsllad-ap  woman; 
nd  MMter  Cbenevix  had  put  the  "^grea*  big"  in  the  wvaag  plaoe^  km 
hahad  meant  to  apply  it  to  her  son  and  heus. 

^Georgina,''  said  Mrs*  Chenevix,  as  the  ehild  eama  near  ber  in  the 
dBMe,  ^heie^s  Arthmr  so  anzioas  to  be  your  partner :  will  yon  not  daa0fl^ 
wiBlhimr 

'^I  wiH  danaa  with  him  dirostly  that  they  will  let  ma,**  veturned  dw 
fimy;  **  bat  they  kesp  asking  me  so^  I  have  no  tim^  Indeed  I  will^ 
iMmr,"  she  said  earnestly,  jpaoing  her  little  hand  in  his— <^  I  want  to 
I  hope  I  fi '    ""  ' 


with  yoa :  I  hope  I  shall  have  time  to  dance  with  eyerybody.' 

'*  Bat  you  bare  danced  with  that  big  Lorton  onee,  and  you  are  goings 
i»  dance  with  him  again,"  retorted  Master  Cheneyix,  baeoming  green 
aith  jealousy — *'  and  only  look  how  his  hair's  curled !" 

**  Why  won't  yours  cmi  ?"  ezelaimed  G>eorgina. 

**  I  dumld  like  to  see  them  putting*  mine  to  curl,"  returned  the  young 
geotieman,  with  as  much  eontampt  as  he  could  throw  into  his  tone; 
"Ibey  had  better  try  it  I" 

Bad  Gaoi^gina  been  a  little  older,  she  might  baye  thought  of  die  Bmc 
aad  the  grapes ;  bat  she  only  spoke,  brimful  of  sympathy. 

'*I  don't  think  it  would  curl,"  she  said  innocently,  looking  at  the 
itaalght  Uack  tails  that  were  brushed  so  smooth  and  riaek  upon  his 


^  Bat  if  his  hair  does  curl,"  answered  the  desperate  bey,  whose  exaa^ 
pention  had  been  sevenfold  augmented  by  Georgiua's  last  speech^  ^thafs 
n&rstsoa  why  you  should  go  and  dance  with  him  twice." 

'^How  can  I  hdp  it  if  he  aska  me,"  replied  the  little  girl.  "  I  don't 
dsDce  with  him  because  his  hair's  curled — what  has  that  to  do  with 
duuiag?" 

^  Wdl,  I  shall  vote  that  we  change  to  blind-bufiP,  or  something  oi 
thatsQBt,  if  diis  is  to  continue,"  said  Master  Chenem:  snd  he  turned 
avraj  all  spleen  and  spite,  while  Georg^ina  ran  back  again  to  fini^  ike- 
dMe  ihe  bad  (fuittedL 

Bat  if  other  eyes  and  hearts  testified  their  admiration,  of  Georgin% 
iduteaabe  said  of  the  feelings  of  Mrs.  Vereker  ?  No  woods  could  ex^ 
{■MS  tbem«  Times  upon  times  that  night  were  die  tean  in  her  eyes  ; 
tiiDes  upon  times  did  her  bosom  heave  and  swell  with  its  intensity  of  emi^ 
tioa ;  for  the  evident  and  expressed  admiration  evinced  by  others  for  her 
Uiag'  diild,  wroug^  ber  own  love  and  adoration  of  her  to  an  excess  ot 
psMien  extremely  (hfficult  to  keep  undw  the  bounds  of  control  and  con* 
cadmeBt;  In  that  child  was  ooneentred  aU^  her  hopes»  her  happiness^ 
ifcoevt  ber  dreams  of  a  hereafter.  She  performed  the  dudes  of  bosp^ 
tiby  mechanically,  her  thoughts  never  wandering  from  Geoi^na ;  sher 
pirAiiwdi  interest,  according  to  die  dictates  ef  poBtaness^  in  her  guests' 
afiin,  in  her  guests'  dnkfami ;  but  they  were  in  reality  nncared  for  aa 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


I^  Two  Phases  in  the  Life  of  an  Only  Child. 

is  the  sand  by  the  sea-shore.  Georgina,  her  darling  child !  Georgina, 
her  only  stay  on  earth !  What  wonder  that  others'  hopes  and  sorrowi, 
the  cares  and  the  joys  that  overwhelmed  the  rest  of  God*8  creatures,  were 
lost  in  the  waves  of  this  wild  idolatry  ? 

But  a  few  evenings  after  thb  one,  fso  few  that  the  elapsed  time  might 
be  reckoned  by  hours,',  a  widely  diffei^nt  scene  was  being  enacted  at  Abs. 
Vereker's. 

Georgina  was  ill.  On  the  previous  day — they  recollected  it  now— she 
had  seemed  more  quiet  and  subdued  than  customary  ;  on  this,  she  had 
complained  of  headache,  and  now  she  was  stretched  upon  a  sofa,  her  eye- 
lids  heavy,  her  face  flushed,  a  burning  thirst  upon  her,  and  turning  with 
absolute  loathing  from  the  thin  slice  of  toast  they  were  handing  her  with 
her  tea.  Mrs.  Yereker  had  gone  to  the  county  town  early  in  the  morn- 
ing ;  she  had  business  at  her  solicitor's,  and  now,  in  the  twilight  of  that 
evening,  she  had  re-entered  her  home,  and  was  leaning  over  the  sofo. 

'^  My  dearest !  my  dearest !  what  is  it  ?  Miss  Harding,  you  have 
suffered  her  to  play  too  boisterously,  and  she  has  fatigued  herself  Look 
at  her  flushed  face  and  swollen  eyes." 

Mrs.  Yereker,  as  she  spoUe,  turned  to  the  governess  with  a  frown  upon 
her  brow ;  but  the  latter  answered  quietly : 

'^  She  has  not  played  at  all :  she  appeared  too  languid  this  morning 
even  to  learn  her  lessons,  and  I  excused  them.  Bat  vnthin  the  last  hour 
she  has  seemed  greatly  worse,  and  has  looked  as  you  see  her  now." 

^'  Mamma,"  said  the  little  girl,  *<  I  think  I  am  goin^  to  be  ill  with  the 
same  illness  that  Willy  has.  When  I  saw  myself  in  me  glass  just  before 
I  lay  down  here,  my  ^e  looked  red  and  hot  like  his  did  on  the  morning 
of  my  birthday.     And  my  throat  is  so  sore." 

The  very  lips  of  Mrs.  Yereker  turned  ghastly.  Scarlet  fever  f-^^^or 
that  had  proved  to  be  the  complaint  of  the  gardener's  boy.  Scarlet 
fever  for  her  child — her  inestimable  treasure — ^the  only  living  object  she 
possessed  or  cared  for  on  earth  I  Scarlet  fever!  Ah,  Mra.  Yereker, 
mortals  as  passionately  idolised  as  is  that  child  of  yours,  have  been  re- 
moved from  amongst  us,  in  spite  of  our  prayers  and  tears,  by  that  dan- 
gerous malady. 

Mrs.  Yereker's  hand  shook  as  she  rang  the  bell,  and  she  spoke  in  a 
hurried,  nervous  manner  to  the  servant  who  answered  it. 

"  Go  to  Mr.  Rice's  instantly — ^lose  not  a  moment — and  bring  him  up— 
bring  him  up  with  you,  do  you  hear?     Miss  Yereker  is  ill." 

Another  servaut,  soon  afterwards,  entered  with  candles,  but  she 
motioned  him  away  with  his  lights.  What !  have  the  windows  shut  uft 
and  the  curtains  drawn,  when  she  was  watching  in  that  restless  state  of 
excitement  for  the  surgeon  !  He  might  close  the  windows  of  the  rest  of 
the  house,  but  not  these. 

The  messenger  made  good  speed,  and  the  surgeon  returned  with  him  j 
nevertheless,  to  Mrs.  Yereker,  the  time  seemed  an  age :  as  it  does  to  all 
who  are  in  a  state  of  painfiil  suspense.  Lights  were  called  for  now. 
The  doctor  was  a  short,  thin  man,  plain  in  features,  his  eyes  dark  a.nd 
keen.  He  was  somewhat  abrupt  in  manner,  and  plain-spoken,  but  wita 
a  kind,  sincere  heart.  He  took  one  of  the  wax-lights  in  his  hand,  and 
held  it  so  that  he  might  see  the  face  of  Georgina.  She  immediately 
shaded  her  eyes  with  her  hand,  and  turned  her  face  from  the  light 
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^A  moment,  mj  dear,"  said  the  surgeon;  ''the  light  is  painfol  to 
joa  possibly,  but  1  will  remove  it  when  I  have  looked  at  your  fiEice. 
Mow  can  I  teJl  what  is  the  matter  with  you,  unless  I  see  your  face — eh. 
Miss  Georgy  ?* 

*'  My  head  aches  so,  and  my  eyes,"  said  the  child ;  but,  in  all  obedi- 
ence, she  turned  her  fiice  towards  Mr.  Rice.  He  looked  at  her  in  silence 
for  a  fow  minutes,  passed  his  hand  across  her  brow,  set  the  candle  upon 
the  table,  and  sat  down. 

**  Is  it — is  it  the  scablet  feteb  ?**  inquired  Mrs-Vereker,  her  emotion 
causing  her  literally  to  scream  out  the  words. 

"  It  is  the  scarlet  fever,"  replied  the  surgeon,  quietly — he  was  cautious 
to  betray  no  emotion.  '<  And,  madam,  it  will  be  a  good  thing  over. 
Most  people  have  it  once  in  their  lives.  Better  have  it  at  the  age  of  this 
child,  than  at  yours  or  mine." 

Mrs.  Vereker  tried  to  speak  ;  she  tried  to  keep  down  the  terrible  emo- 
tion that  was  oppressing  her ;  she  tried  to  suppress  all  visible  tokens  of 
die  shock  the  surgeon  s  confirmation  of  her  fears  had  brought ;  and 
she  could  not. 

Mr.  Rice  looked  round  the  room.  On  %  side-table  stood  a  crystal 
jug  filled  with  water,  and  a  tumbler.  He  rose,  poured  some  out,  and 
handed  it  to  Mrs.  Vereker. 

'*  Oh,  doctor !"  she  whispered,  ''  will  she  get  well  ?    Is  there  danger?" 

*^  I  have  had  at  least  twenty  cases  of  scarlet  fever  this  spring,"  ob- 
served the  doctor,  sitting  down  and  speaking  aloud  with  the  calmest, 
most  unconcerned  air  in  ue  worid*  ''  It  has  been  very  prevalent,  as  you 
know." 

"  And  how  many  have ^"  died,  Mrs.  Vereker  was  going  to  say, 

but  glanced  at  the  child,  and  changed  the  question — ''  how  many  have 
got  well?" 

<^  Every  one,  ma'am :  they  are  all  alive  and  hearty  now.  And  if  God 
kelps  us,  we  will  bring  Miss  Greorgy  through  it  tooi  By  this  day  fort- 
nigfat  we  shall  have  her  as  sprightiy  as  she  wm  on  h^  birthday  night." 

"  How  is  Willy  ?"  inquired  the  littAe  girl^^Jw^tting  for  the  moment 
her  own  suflerings  as  she  thought  of  her  o)d  playfellow. 

"  Oh,  Willy's  well  again,"  replied  ike  surgeon.  «<  He  had  it  very 
fightly,  and  his  mother  is  an  excellent  nurse.  But  this  little  patient  here 
}md  better  be  got  to  bed.  Miss  Harding." 

''  I  will  have  a  large  fire  made  in  her  room,  and  the  bed  warmed," 
ejaculated  Mrs.  Vereker.  '^  Miss  Harding,  will  you  be  kind  enough  to 
give  the  orders,  and  hurry — — " 

**  You  will  have  no  fire  in  her  room,"  interrupted  the  doctor,  "  and' 
there  is  no  necessity  for  warming  the  bed.  The  room  must  be  kept  cool, 
and  well  ventilated.  If  the  chimney  should  be  stuffed  up,  madam — that 
most  pernicious  custom,  which  some  people  are  so  fond  of — order  the 
stuffing  down,  and  don't  ever  put  it  up  again  :  and  keep  the  door  open." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Mrs.  Vereker,  not  really  knowing  what  she  was 
sayine. 

*^  She  had  better  go  to  bed  at  once,"  resumed  Mr.  Rice;  ''give  her 
plenty  of  cooling  drmks,  and  I  will  send  up  some  medicine  as  soon  as  I 
letanu 
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<^  But  she  waote  ta  dheiiik  efvij  firo  nrimitag,"  i^grpoeed  Mim  Harding 

<<  And  let  he^*^  added  tbe  suvgeon. 

""Doctor/  cried  Mn.  V«rek«,  fcUondng  him  ieto  Am  haXU  ''I  ahd 

send  an  express  to  W to-night  for  one  of  the  phyBSciaoe  :■  wham 

would  yen  reeomoieiid?^ 

**  l!(one  e£  them,"  answeied  the  saxgeon.  ^^A^btwA  I  Mftt conovaed^, 
I  would  prafisr  to  aet  aloac." 

"'But  if  there  should  he  danger,"  urged  Mrs.  Veraker* 

**  There  is  no  danger  yet,"  he  replied,  ^aod  I  traat  there  will  be  none. 
But  I  can  assure  you,  "Mra,  Vefektf,  were  I  to  see  the  sHgliteet  iBdioataMii 
oC  it,  I  shoidd  he  the  fivst  to  caU  in  additional  ad¥i0e.  Were  your  child 
ilk  danger,  I  should  duink  from  the  seqMxnsifaility  of  aetiiig^  alone." 

^You  are  sure  you.  andesatand^ the  case?"  leflwaed  Mrs..  Yerekei^ 
anxiously. 

The  doctor  laughed  dieerily.  <^  I  am  haid  upon  simtj  years  old, 
madam,"  he  said^  ^*aiid  li*ve  had  some  hnndreda  iodi  m,  my  loiy 
pocaetice." 

"  But  you  have  lost  some  ?" 

^  What  medical  practitioiftr  can  say  he  haa  not  ?"  letiinied  Mr.  Rice. 
"Look  at  Lady  Liecton's  child  two  years  ago.  They  wmUd  not  follow 
my  directions.  The  lad  was  cased  in  flannel,  and  ks^t  in  aiocmi,  wiib 
littie  OS  no  ventilation,  close  as  an  oven,  and  with  a  fire  laree  enoogh  to 
roast  an  oac,  in  spite-  of  all  I  eould  say  qb  do.  Nather  did  wey  give  htm 
his  medicine.  When  I  remcNMtiated,  Lady  LoasUnas  answer  wae  tlmt  it  wa» 
winter,  everybody  was  shivering  with  cold,  so  he^  oog^  to  be  kept  warm;; 
and  that  he  '  wouldn't'  take  his  physic.  The  hoy  died,  and  where  waf 
the  wonder." 

"  But  there  are  surely  caaes  whme  tiie  fever  takes  se  deepemte  a  hold, 
that  no  treatment^  however  judicious,  can  arrest  a  fatal  terminaitioa?*' 
persisted  Mrs.  Yer^^'^^r,  ^vencg  as  she  listened  for  the  answer. 

^^  Madam,  then  /r«^  «/b  '^ases^"  replied  the  surgeeo,  ^  eases  in  whidti 
all  the  faculty  cod  -^ytely  luMMuieuvail  notiiingw  Comparaliv^y  speakings 
however,  they  are  rare.<u«,  in  spite '  do  not  indn^pe  in  evil  forebodings," 
he  continued,  taking  her  hanu»  ily ;  ''I  know  you  are  more  painfuUy 
anxious  than  even  moat  mother^^  ut  there  are  no  foaiv,  so  &r  as.  can  be 
aaen  at  present,  that  yow  daughter  will  not  do  welL  Above  all,  app^^ 
easy  and  calm  when  with  her :  she  ia  a  most  sensitive  chi]d»  and  her 
mind  must  be  kept  miiet." 

Mrs.  Vereker  watched  t^  surgeon's  egress  from  the  hall  doer,  and  thsB) 
she  turned  into  a  little  apartment  close  at  hand ;  the  study  they  called  it, 
for  it  was  where  GeorgiDa  did  her  lessons  with  her  governess^  There 
was  no  sofo  in  it,  but  Mrs.  VeBeker  knelt  down  before  a  diaip*-«s  one 
might  do  in  intoise  agony.  She  pressed  her  forehead  against  its  bars  ; 
die  pmssed  bar  trembling  hands  upon  her  temples ;  Ae  eeokl  have  ^mI- 
lingjy  prostrated  herself  upon  the  floor  in  ho;  excess  of  anguish.  One 
short,  impassioned,  earnest  prayer  rose  from  her  lips  to  ^  Throne  of 
Heaven,  and  as  she  left  tbe  room  again,  her  steps  staggered  like  one  in  e 
weakness.  She  rememhered,  however,  ^e  sui^on's  oaolioi^  and  Ae 
anoethed  with  her  hands  the  quiet  bands  of  her  grey  haiz^  and  composed 
her  features  to  calmness,  ere  me  ventured  into  the  presence  of  her  risk 
and  sensitive  child 
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m. 

Ir  k  tlM  davn  cf  dbf.  And  «nee  tbe  BTOUBg  last  Bpoken •d£,iB»i£L 
rfpiiatoerBaAtoiJ^iwiurtwof  oaeliamcylii^t  diwni  Ihm,  iomefine^r 

A  laq[^  oikeei^  dMunber.  Emrjirtiing  akovt  it  NBdeimg  it  fitted  to 
he  the  abode  of  lUoaH;  pfeaEty  of  air,  but  oapaUa  of  being  warmed,  aad 
kfipt  wttzmy  if  naeeamy.  The  enrtaiatfi  aae  tfavo^m  «wagr  from  the  bed, 
aape  «n  the  dde  whcoe  ithe  iight  as  Pawning,  and  lAie  lamp  wi&  iti  shade 
is  placed  hr  ftway,  so  that  its  rteya  shaitt  sot  aflfeot  the  fad^mi^  An 
aMendaat  sbi  near  te  that  lamp,  her  head  leaning  on  the  high  hack  of 
the  diair,  as  if  from  fatigue,  and  a  wbmml  is  dnvwn  eloaelj  roond  her;  she 
Mienthr  i&eh  the  ohill  of  diat  csrlj  mossingt  it  is  the  norse  who  has 
^IKeDded  Hie  6bM  irom  her  infaDcy*  fieated  nearer  the  bed,  v^  hsr 
oes  fixed  od  ifae  Cmo  ef  her  who  ties  there,  is  the  goiwrness,  Jiiss 
iiawfing;  her  featanes  laokkig  eaotraoted  with  ansae^,  miA  her  pale  Iqis 
alightly  parted.  She  is  watching  anxiouslj:;  watc^mig  she  kaows  sot 
tar  what;  £nr  hot  Jittle  more  ohaoge  can  be  ezpeeted  to  appear  tn  that 
<hrriflhnd  patient,  and  the  one  gnat  ehan^  they  scarody  looic  ht  yet. 

Lying  oeaass  a  comer  *of  mo  bed's  foot,  lying  prortnrte,  her  head 
boried  in  the  counterpane,  is  a  grey-hahed  woman,  the  very  impersona- 
tiaa  of  loeen,  hopeless  misery,  if  she  eovld  bat  died  tears  it  wecdd  be 
hatter  fiv  hec,  but  her  aaguiah  is  too  intense  in  any  each  rdief.  She 
lasihed  Aem siboBdantly  within  the  last  few  days,  bat  now  it  seesss  as 
if  diey  wese  dned  sp  icr  erer.  Oh  pity,  pity  ntt^  kt  her  only  child  is 
dying. 

flew  ■■■}  phiidstn  in  that  veryTlQage  had  got  sa&dy  orer  this  same 
jesatstfeier — hB0iightthsoi^it8daBg«i9bygooidMr.]liee]  And  yet  she, 
die  one  it  would  almost  seem  msrlnoi  oat  by  God  to  >  '^^oired  bene,  gifted 
mUk  as  angel's  heanty,  esdonsd  with  pie  m"^' V  oo,  ^^eet,  possessing  a 
dispauiUnn  the  naUsatand  sweetest,  ahe.  ^e  wud  on  he^jg^er,  ^  ^ny  life 
afker  mother^  life,  was  doomed  to  o^^e  girl,  £0^2  ^aBlagamat  toils  aod 
dis !  <er  oH 

The  daj  after  itwmi  sseertaiaed  wttVherlHness  was,  the  physician 
firam  the  county  town,  desired  by  Mrs.  Vereker,  was  sent  fer.  Not  ifaat 
Mr.  fiaee  sow  any  amoesiity  for  it,  hot  JIis.  Vereker  was  so  pain&lly 
aaak>os,  and  peiiasps  tiw  symptoms  were  set  quite  so  light  and  faFOor- 
sldo  as  they  smastimes  are.  So  the  physmiBn  oame :  oae  well  ksows  by 
name  all  oyer  the  ooaaly^  and  in  ad|omiag  counties  also;  for  Mrs.  Verehor 
would  not  hai«£aedimB  him  had  he  bMQ  second  in  fkmetoany.  We, 
aat  to  he  persenal,  will  call  him  Dr.  V^nham.  He  came.  He  ootdd  do 
no  more  than  Mr.  Bice  had  already  done ;  but  at  his  second  visit  he  saw 
oaase  lisr  appvriieBsiss :  and,  indeed,  Mr.  Bios  began  to  see  it  1hen«  And 
tUs  same  cause  for  apprehension — the  symptoaM,  rather — had  gone  on 
imn  doubtful  to  sesious,  from  senoas  to  had,  ftom  bad  to  worse;  and 
there  lay  Mrs.  Vereker  in  what  may  be  looked  upon  as  the  very  extne- 
aity  ef  oartUy  misety,  batthoff  in  her  breast  ^  dseadfal  question, 
"<  Would  this  be  her  child's  hot  Isy  of  li£e  P* 
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*'  The  race  is  not  to  the  swift,  nor  the  battle  to  the  strong."  Odier 
children — at  least  many  of  them — ^were  not  prayed  for,  were  not  tended, 
were  not  watched  as  this  one  was.  Every  care  was  lavished  npon 
Georgina  Vereker;  every  art  that  the  most  subtle  physician  (and  two  had 
been  called  in  now)  coula  invent,  was  skilfully  tried ;  every  moment  of  her 
precious  life  was  weighed  and  tended.  They^  those  others,  less  favoured 
though  they  were  in  attendant  circumstances,  had  struggled  throagk 
it ;  some  with  the  aid  of  a  simple  practitioner,  such  as  Mr.  Rice,  some 
without  medical  aid  at  all ;  some  well  tended,  many  badly ;  they  hsd 
lived  through  all,  had  recovered,  and  were  strong  again,  whilst  her  life 
was  hanging  like  a  hair  in  the  balance.  It  is  unnecessary  to  describe 
the  appearances  and  changes  of  the  disease  ;  the  reading  of  them  would 
but  be  painfid  to  many :  for  towards  the  end,  as  was  the  case  here,  thej 
sometimes  grow  peculiarly  distressing. 

Before  the  beams  of  the  sun  had  well  risen  on  the  earth,  Mr.  Rice 
entered  the  house.  He  had  not  left  it  till  long  after  midnight ;  hut,  in- 
deed, for  the  last  few  days  he  had  almost  lived  there.  He  saw  no  change 
for  the  better,  he  observed  to  Mrs.  Vereker — he  did  see  a  change  for  the 
worse,  but  he  did  not  tell  her  that 

Soon  after  ten  the  physicians  arrived.  What  could  they  say  ?  what 
do  ?  They  saw  that  the  little  girl's  sands  of  life  had  nearly  run  out :  but 
it  would  have  been  cruelty,  so  they  agreed  in  their  physicianly  ideas,  to 
intimate  as  much  to  Mrs.  Vereker. 

Who  shall  describe  the  awful  suspense  of  that  day  ?  the  excitement 
out  of  doors,  for  the  whole  neighbourhood  was  astir,  everybody  loving 
Georgina  Vereker,  the  terrible  excitement  in.  The.  little  child  herself 
was  not  conscious :  she  had  been  at  times  on  the  previous  day,  but  that 
had  passed. 

'*  Am  I  going  to  die,  mamma  ?"  she  had  feebly  asked,  during  one  of 
these  lucid  intervals,  raising  her  poor  heavy  eyes  towards  her  modier, 
and  laying  within  hers  her  Httle  feeble  hand. 

Mrs.  Vereker  sought  to  answer  cheerfully  ;  she  would  have  given  half 
she  was  worth  to  be  enabled  to  do  so  ;  but  it  required  an  effort  and  a 
control  far  beyond  any  she  had  it  in  her  power  to  call  forth.  A  torrent 
of  sobs,  in  spite  of  her  struggles,  overwhelmed  her ;  and  she  laid  her  face 
upon  the  sudBfering  child's,  and  passionately  whispered  her  hopes  that  she 
might  die  with  her. 

Evening  came,  and  with  it  again  came  the  two  physidans :  the  journey 
from  the  city  by  rail  occupying  a  very  inconsiderable  portion  of  tinw. 
The  child  seemed  better  thaa  she  was  in  the  morning,  more  quiet,  and  in 
less  pain  :  seemed  better;  but  they  were  not  deceived. 

^'  Gentlemen^"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Vereker,  following  them  from  the  sick 
room,  following  them  with  her  shaking  frame  and  tottering  steps,  *'  have 
you  no  hope  to  give  me  ?" 

One  of  the  physicians,  he  bore  a  title,  was  a  man  of  few  words,  and  of 
a  nervous  manner ;  he  seldom  spoke  without  hesitation,  almost  a  stammer, 
and  he  seemed  to  hesitate  now ;  but  Dr.  Winham  hastened  to  address  the 

«  We  see  little  difference,  madam,  little  difference  in  the  symptoms^  k 
any.    There  may  be  a  change  by  to-morrow." 
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"  She  is  sorely  better,"  cried  Mrs.  Vereker ;  <<  she  seems  out  of  pain. 
Think  how  restless  she  was  in  the  morning." 

'<  Madam,  we  would  be  willing  to  give  you  every  consolation  in  our 
power,"  returned  Dr.  Winham,  studying  to  frame  his  speech  that  it  should 
eooyey  as  little  meaning  as  possible  to  an  unmedical  ear.  *'  These  quiet 
interiudes  are  not  always  a  favourable  phase  of  the  malady — they  may  be 
fiwr  good,  or  they  may  not." 

^  Gentlemen,  cried  the  unhappy  lady,  caring  little  what  she  said  or 
did  in  her  painfully  wild  excitement,  and  laying  her  fevered  hands  upon 
those  of  Dr.  Winham,  ''save  my  child.  If  there  be  any  human  means,  if 
there  be  any  earthly  aid  still  untried,  oh  hasten  to  employ  it.  I  will  re- 
ward yon  both  as  never  medical  man  has  been  rewarded  hitherto,  if  you 
will  but  save  my  child." 

"  Dear  madam,"  replied  Dr.  Winham,  speaking  soothingly  and  feel- 
ingly, "  we  are  already  doing  all  in  our  power,  and  were  there  any  other 
known  remedies,  we  should  not  require  the  offer  of  a  reward  ere  we  hastened 
to  test  them." 

"Will  you  have  further  help?"  she  reiterated.  "Another  of  your 
brother  physicians — two  of  them — as  many  as  you  wiU.  Do  not  cast  a 
thought  to  the  expense.  Oh,  save  my  child !  I  look  to  you,  under  Grod, 
to  lave  my  child. 

What  could  they  answer?  Only  reiterate  hopes  and  consoling  words, 
TSgae  as  they  were  vain.    And  the  knight  observed  that  if  she  had  all  the 

medical  men  of  W around  the  bed,  they  could  not  do  more  than  was 

being  done. 

"  You  will  not  g^?"  she  exclaimed.  "  At  least  you  will  remain  the 
night?" 

"Madam,"  said  Dr.  Winham,  "  it  is  out  of  our  power :  we  have  both 

of  OS  a  consultation  to  attend  in  W :  and,"  he  added,  looking  at  his 

watch,  "  we  must  hasten  thither  to  be  in  time.  Yet,  be  assured  if  there 
were  the  slig'htest  possible  benefit  that  could  accrue  to  the  child  by  our 
remaining,  one  at  least  would  have  made  arrangements  to  do  so.  There 
is  no  earthly  thing  that  can  be  tried  more  than  is  being  already  tried,  and 
Mr.  Rice  will  remain  with  her." 

The  physicians  hastened  their  departure.  "  How  long  do  you  give 
her?"  inquired  one  of  the  other,  as  they  walked  towards  the  railway 
station. 

"Go  off  in  the  night,  I  fancy,*'  was  the  answer.  "  It  will  be  a  shock- 
ing blow  to  the  motber." 

"Ah,  poor  thing!  she  is  to  be  pitied.  I  wonder  whether  the  dis- 
CDflsioii  of  this  new  measure  will  come  on  to-night  in  the  Lords." 

From  death  to  worldly  a£Rftirs :  so  it  ever  will  be.  And  thes^  phy- 
were  no  more  callous  than  their  brethren  not  of  the  profes- 


The  sun  had  set.  The  grey  twilight  was  falling  upon  the  sick  room, 
^wing  the  bed  into  its  shade — a  darker  shadow  scarcely  needed  to  be 
cast  upon  the  little  fietoe  that  lay  there  dying.  An  angel's  face,  they  had 
<atlled  it  on  earth :  soon  now  to  be  changed  into  that  of  a  pure  angel  in 

The  deepest  silence  reigned  in  ihe  room.     Mr.  Rice  sat  by  the  bed ; 
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Ike  govenam  «teod  Mraj,  her  toolnad  fumei  ugainat  cae  «f  Ae  «old 
irmdow-paoes ;   and   the  foii4»  hiMd  nane  mm  wtdulging  in  jilflit 

tMTB. 

£at  Mm.  V«Mlnr  J  OefaBekAen  «l)ifalMadof  H^bei  horlMi 
wfing'  on  the  piUew,  and  htr  wum  ofaeak  •tAmmt  pbead  in  oanlMt  mUk 
QeoB^mLM.  Mr.  fiice  had  4riad  in  ivain  to  avattie  liar :  w&Dk  md 
silence  seemed  alike  useless. 

For  the  twendath  tiaM  the  safgeon  atea^ed  orer  Ae  fittle  psanvefioe, 
ateaioing  fab  eyes  to  look  at  it  by  what  iigl^  raaiainofl,  aoad  liatening  ti 
Ae  painful  breathing.  And  this  tiow,  with  a  aomewhat  heatj  nwieiMn^ 
he  pasted  his  hind  across  her  brow,  m^  firom  <liat,  laid  it,  atiil  hunrio%, 

ana.  wb0 


a|>on  her  little  hand,  and  then  oalled  in  an  ander  tone  to  tin  none,  i 
came  forward  with  silent  footsteps. 

<<  A  light  instantly,"  be  whi^ered. 

Oh  the  change  that  had  passed  over  that  vnoonaMos  htel  tSoad^, 
au^y,  it  was  that  of  descth!  No,  not  yet,  not  quiteiduit  e£  daa«h,hat 
one  of  the  changes  which  are  apt  immediately  to  precede  it. 

What  frightfol  emotian  was  it  that  was  attnddag  Mrs.  Vereker?  ht 
she  had  looiied  with  the  lest.  It  was  not  hysterics ;  it  was  not  oonfil- 
sions  ;  it  was  not  insanity :  something  perhaps  of  all  three.  I%e  hsavy 
eyelids  in  that  changing  (ace  partly  unclosed  themselves  at  the  wM. 
ioiindsv  Bfr.  Rioe  acted  with  pvoioptness :  he  made  a  dgn  to  the  nwse, 
called  to  another  senrant,  and,  together,  the  three  hoie  Mrs.  Veaekar  kf 
force  to  her  chambei^  and  laid  her  on  her  hed. 

When  the  violence  of  her  emotion  had  somewhat  spent  itself  and  i» 
looked  iq>,  Mr.  Bice  had  vetired,  hot  another  gentlemnn  was  staading 
there  in  his  place.  It  was  the  Reverend  Mr.  Chenevix,  the  hard-wockn^ 
indcffatigable  reotor  of  the  parish :  the  ^rst  to  adminster  eonsolatioa  to  a 
bed  of  sorrow,  the  last  to  leave  it.  He  had  oome  up  in  the  twihght  hooiv 
ihinking  some  in  that  house  might  need  ihose  whispered  wosds,  ahidi 
OMie,  save  a  Minister  ei  God,  'Can  so  eflBKstively  utter. 

<'Letmegotehar,''h«ntfoiihMn.Veroker,  pasBiooatek:  ""i^I*^ 
not  to  die  with  her  as  I  have  prayed,  let  ne  at  ieast  see  the  last  af  her." 

Mr.  Chenevix  gently  restrained  her. 

^' There  is  littie  BMMre  to  see,"  he  answered;  "^Ae  last  is  all  hat  sfer: 
and  indeed  it  is  not  fitting  tiiat  you  should  be  there,  fiut  ok,  Iks. 
Yereker !  recollect  that  she  b  being  removed  from  a  world  of  sin  **^ 
sorrow  to  a  place  where  sin  and  sorrow  cannot  enter.** 

Mr.  Chenevix  could  not  continue,  for  a  torrent  of  words,  -of  pasasn,  w 
unrestrained  grief^  in  its  wildest  indulfl;ence,  baoke  fraoa  the  hps  <t  the 
unhappy  lady,  and  overwhelmed  his  voiee. 

"  Sin  and  sorrow  for  Aerf*  were  some  of  the  intelH^Ue  wordi  be 
caught— "v^ahall  dare  to  say  it?  Who  was  guarded  from  it  as  W 
was  ? — whose  fate  in  life  was  so  bright  as  hers  ? — who  would  watch  o*« 
another  as  I  would  have  watdied  over  her,  and  sheltered  her  fiwj^ 
harm  ?  Give  sudi  consolation  to  those  whom  it  may  fit— it  cannot  apf7 
to  me!  Oh,  Geoi^na  !  Georgbal  why  did  God  give  her  to  me  to 
ramoveher  again — why  let  me  taste  ifo  bliss  of  heaven  iq>0D  ear^  *^ 
snatch  it  away  ?  Why  should  /  be  signalled  out  for  misery  ?— •tasf 
mothers  can  keep  thmr  diildien,  othefs  whose  love  wd  cave  urn  iif^^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Two  Fhaui  in  the  Life  of  an  Only  Child.  157 

tithe  of  mine  ! — ^what  heave  I  done  that  this  heavy  Mow  should  be  Tisited 
upon  me?" 

^  The  ways  of  Crod  are  past  finding  out,"  broke  in  the  quiet  Toice  of 
the  minister.  ^' When^ese  afflictions  are  sent  upon  us»  we  are  apt  to  look 
i^pon  them  but  as  afflictions,  not  seeing  the  mine  of  love  and  mercy  that 
is  hidden  in  their  working." 

'*  Who  was  so  beautiful  as  Geomna  T*  wailed  the  prostrated  woman, 
''who  so  loving  and  beloved?  Who  was  so  bright  an  ornament  here, 
who  so  fittine^  for  earth  ?" 

"  Say,  rawer,  who  was  so  fitting  for  heaven,"  interrupted  the  clergy- 
man, meekly.  ''  That  is  a  brighter  land  than  this,  Mrs.  Vereker  :  and 
God  himself  is  there  waiting  to  wipe  away  the  tears  from  all  eyes.  Be 
anured  that  He  has  been  compassionate  to  you  in  His  wisdom,  though 
you  may  see  it  not" 

"  I  cannot  live  without  her — I  cannot  live  !  Is  there  NO  hope  ?  Oh, 
if  God  would  but  spare  her  life,  and  take  mine !" 

"  Crod*s  judgment  is  not  as  ours,"  remonstrated  the  clergyman  ;  "  He 
may  be  snatching  your  child  from  the  evil  to  come.  The  paths  of  the 
least  afflicted  here  are  but  as  paths  of  thorns ;  some  of  them  more  thorny 
than  we  can  well  bear." 

With  a  sudden  spring  Mrs.  Vereker  left  the  side  of  the  bed,  where  she 
had  been  reclining,  and  knelt  down  before  it,  a  reckless  prayer  pouring 
from  her  lips. 

**  Almighty  God,  Thou  who  art  sending  this  affliction  upon  me,  oh  in 
Thy  great  love  and  mercy  avert  it.  Spare  my  child  to  me !  Let  her 
pain  here  be  as  the  paths  of  others  if  Thou  wilt,  thorny,  sorrowfrd, 
W  oh  spare  her  life :  leave  me  not  here  alone  to  support  this  dire 
aogaish." 

Mr.  Chenevix  would  have  raised  her,  speaking  remonstrating  but 
soothing  words :  he  saw  how  useless  it  was  to  say  much  then. 

<^  As  one  of  God's  creatures,  as  one  who  hopes  some  time  to  be  taken 
to  that  home  of  bliss  whither  your  daughter  is  hastening,  I  entreat  you, 
Mrs.  Vereker,  let  your  supplications  to  the  Most  High  be  of  a  different 
nature,  couched  in  different  words.  He  knows  what  is  best  for  you ; 
pray  only  that  His  will  may  be  done — may  He  give  you  grace  to  implore 
it  with  your  whole  heart." 

fiut  she  cared  not,  heard  him  not ;  and  pushing  him  from  her  with 
reckless  impetuosity,  the  same  wild,  startling  cry  was  carried  up  to  heaven 
imploringly 

"Not  Thy  will.  Lord,  but  mine  be  done !" 
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aEMINISCENCES  OF  PARIS.* 

In  the  year  of  the  Great  Exhibition,  a  work  made  its  appearance  on 
the  horision  of  the  literary  world,  which>  although  not  heralded  by  any 
floiudsh  of  tnimpetS)  was  speedily  reoognised  as  a  star  of  no  ordinaiy 
magnitude.  It  was  called  '*  Erinnerungen  aus  Paris,"  and  contained  a 
very  interesting  sketch  of  persons  and  tnings  as  they  appeared  in  that 
metropolis  during  the  years  included  between  1817  and  1848.  After  a 
rest  of  two  years,  the  talented  authoress  has  favoured  us  with  a  second 
volume,  the  probable  result  of  the  universal  attention  the  first  excited. 
We  will  not  positively  assert  that  the  last  is  better  than  the  first;  for,  in 
truth,  it  bears  more  than  one  mark  of  bookmaking,  through  the  inter- 
polation, for  instance,  of  a  long  conversation  between  Lacratelle  and 
llbidame  de  Stael^  which  appears  a  translation  of  some  pre-existing  p^>er, 
and  by  a  very  copious  review,  or  rather  examination,  of  Aime  Martin's 
*^  Maternal  Education."  Still,  there  is,  much  that  is  novel  and  interesting 
to  be  found  in  the  book,  and  we  will  proceed  to  select  those  episodes 
which  will  amuse  the  general  reader. 

The  first  literary  portrait  to  which  we  are  introduced  is  that  of  Cha- 
teaubriand, whom  our  authoress  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  at  the 
Tuileries ;  and  we  cannot  refrain  firom  making  an  extract,  to  show  the 
mournful  hilarity  in  which  the  elder  Bourbons  were  wont  to  indulge  : 

Througl)  the  melancholy  conditioa  into  which  Lotiis  XVIII.  had  fallen*  it 
was  not  the  custom  for  any  of  the  royal  family  to  visit  the  public  theatres^  with 
the  exception  of  the  Duchesse  de  Uerri,  and  her  husband,  while  still  living. 
If  the  king  wished  to  be  present  at  a  representation— or  rather,  if  it  was 
thouglit  right  to  mention  court /Stes  in  the  papers*— the  different  companies 
were  ordered  to  perform  in  ttirn,  at  the  theatre  in  the  Chateau.  Only  those 
belonging  to  the  court,  or  strangers  who  had  been  presented  by  their  ambas- 
sadors, were  permittied  to  appear  in  the  open  side  balcony.  All  the  places 
were  here  alike,  and  the  guests  were  expected  to  wear  full  court  dress ;  the 
gentlemen  appeared  in  a  richly-embroidefed  coat,  called  halni  Fran^cdt^  with 
broad  lace  frills  and  ruffles,  which  frequently  alone  cost  from  500  to  lOOO 
francs.  The  ro3ral  family  occupied  exclusively  a  small  low  division  in  the 
centre  of  this  balcony.  Any  one  not  belonging  to  the  court  obtained — and 
that  as  a  special  mark  of  distinction — ^^a  seat  in  die  second  rank  of  a  loge 
grUlee,  so  that  it  might  be  impossible  for  the  unbefeathered  head  to  peer  out. 
Although  you  were  not  seen  here,  and  were  not  supposed  to  belong  to  the 
company,  yet  it  was  possible  to  see  and  hear  in  a  much  more  interesting 
manner,  as  you  were  master  of  your  movements.  The  behaviour  of  the  court 
was  indescribably  formal.  No  one  dared  to  utter  the  slightest  expression  of 
applause  or  disapproval,  and  a  company  of  mechanically  moved  Marionettes 
would  probably  have  imitated  life  better,  than  the  living  here  sought  to  sup- 
press all  signs  of  it  through  propriety.  I  carefully  notic^  that  no  one  even 
whispered  the  slightest  remark  to  his  neighbour.  All  looked  fixedly  at  the 
stage,  and  the  king  slept  the  whole  evening. 

In  the  midst  of  this  ^t^o^'-petrified  assembly,  Chateaubriand's  features 

*  Personen  und  Zustande  aus  der  Restauration  und  dem  Julikonigthum,  von 
der  Yerfasserln  der  ^*  Erinnemngen  aui  Paris,  1817-IS48."  WilUams  and 
Korgate. 
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iltrMted  tb»  attoBtioB  oi  our  wfclwrciM ;  £ar,  afc  th«  fisst  dbmoe,  the  pMfc 
might  be  recognised  in  him.  He  was  then  in  the  full  flush  of  his  sue* 
onsful  career  as  a  politician ;  for^  accordisff  to  his  own  opinion  at  least, 
he  had  just  shown  the  woiM  how  correct  nis  judgment  was  as  to  what 
could  abne  benefit  France ;  and  the  momestaiy  soccess  of  his  plans  had 
cofcred  kim  with  giorj.  Chateauforiand  ^irsted  fer  the  reputation  of 
being  considered  a  greet  statesman,  a  great  poet,  a  yery  noble,  liberal, 
and  perfectly  cathofic  Christian.  He  was  all  this,  in  met,  but  none  of 
them  had  reached  its  highest  development,  probably  because  the  natural 
repugnance  of  these  varying  elements  caa  be  hardly  reconciled*  Active^ 
pnedeal  statesmen  found  him  too  devoted  to  idealism;  poets,  those 
wotJd  ameliorators  accor^ng  to  imaginary  rules,  considered  him  hx  toa 
politie;  the  old  nobili^  cidled  him  a  partisan  of  die  modem  liberal 
school ;  with  the  liberals  he  was  too  much  a  courtier  of  the  old  stamp ; 
and  finally,  rationalists  thought  him  too  much,  Jesuits  too  little,  imbued 
with  religious  principles,  '[uie  torch  of  his  celebrity  would,  probably, 
have  been  longer  enkindled  had  the  scene  of  his  activity  been  removed 
from  Paris. 

la  fact,  in  this  city,  where  nothing  remains  long  in  fiidiion,  and  after 
Napoleon's  purposes  had  been  served  by  the  ghUe  du  Christianume^  and 
region  be^rae  once  more  so  prominent  in  France,  the  consecrated 
water  of  the  Jordan  was,  in  its  turn,  ridiculed  by  public  opinion. 
Bouibons  and  Jesuit  sway  appeared  to  the  nation  ins^ftaiable,  and,  as  tW 
latter  was  always  detested,  the  first  were  always  distrusted.  From  the 
same  reason  Paris-  was  not  at  all  affected  by  the  success  of  the  lately 
terminated  Spanish  war,  although  it  might  have  been  reasonably  tx* 
peeled  after  the  announcement  of  a  victory.  The  government  had  a  large 
majori^  in  the  Chamber,  but  it  was  hat  otherwise  with  public  opinioik» 
The  cotnrt  only  saw  through  its  uever  particularly  bright  spectacles,  and 
thia  representation  at  the  theatre  of  the  Tuileries  was  a  portion  of  the 
court  amusements,  as  they  were  tenaed,  held  ia  honour  of  the  easily 
gained  victory  of  182^ 

It  will  prdbably  be  remembered  that  events  in  Spain,  towards  the  end 
of  1822,  assumed  a  very  threatening  aspect  for  the  nei^bouring  thrones. 
It  wovdd  be  difficult  to  decide  whether  the  ultra-liberal  party  in  France 
thoaght  that  their  confederates  in  Spain  acted  from  tibe  inflnenee  of 
noble  aentimenis — nam^,  liberation  ftom  monastic  superstition  uid 
feudal  oppression,  or  wheuier  they  were  pleased  with  the  outbreak  in 
Spain  as  a  direct  attack  oa  the  throne.  In  any  case,  the  gov^ument 
seemed  better  informed  than  its  opponents ;  but  still  it  i^pears  certain 
that  the  expectation  of  slight  opposition  was  the  first  cause  of  its  firm 
determination  to  send  an  army  to  Spiun,  under  the  command  of  the 
Doc  d'Angoul^me.  The  congress  of  Verona,  at  which  Chateaubriand 
looted  for  intervention,  in  unison  with  the  European  powers,  was  com- 
p^ed  to  await  patientiy  the  meeting  of  the  French  Chambm ;  but  aa 
soon  as  they  had  commenced  their  proceedings,  Chateaubriand  defended 
the  measive  with  all  the  strei^th  at  his  c(Hnmand — that  is,  with  poesy 
and  eloquence — in  &voar  of  Legitimacy  and  Catholicism,  all  of  whkn 
sepported  the  views  of  the  govemmoat. 

The  reasons  he  alleged,  howerer,  contained  too  much  of  the  terrible 
past,  and,  on  the  other  luuad,  too  much  of  the  seductive  fiituie^  to  satisfy 
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^e  Left.     Chateaubriand's  speech  aroused  the  weU-known  ^<  Manuel 
•torm.*' 

Manuel,  an  advocate,  and  native  of  the  Barcelonnette,  belonged  to  the 
extreme  Left.  Although  this  party  was,  at  that  day,  veiy  weak  in  number,  its 
adherents  possessed  great  influence ;  in  fact,  the  moral  effect  of  the  opposition 
at  that  day  was  more  dangerous,  through  the  persons  from  whom  it  emanated, 
than  it  was  later :  I  might  almost  say  it  was  not  so  exploUi, 

Chateaubriand^s  opinion  as  to  intervention  led  Manuel  to  offer  the  most 
strenuous  opposition. 

''  If  you  desire  to  save  Ferdinand,**  he  said,  "do  not  your  utmost  to  recal 
those  circumstances  which  led  those  in  whom  yon  take  such  interest  to  the 
scaffold.  When  the  misfortunes  of  the  royal  family  in  1 792  set  foreign  powers 
in  motion,  and  their  interference  in  our  affairs  was  only^  too  much  appre- 
hended, France  felt  the  necessity  of  defending  herself  with  freshs  trength  and 
energy.*' 

These  words  had  scarce  passed  ManueFs  lips,  when  a  terrible  tumult  arose, 
and  the  cr}'  of  "  Order  "  sounded  from  the  whole  Right,  who  rose,  and  refused  to 
vote  with  the  defender  of  the  royal  murder.  Manuel  looked  round  calmly 
and  defiantly. 

**  He  must  be  expelled,**  the  whole  Right  repeated.  His  expulsion  was  im- 
mediately proposed  and  carried.  By  the  advice  of  his  friends,  Manuel  went 
to  the  Chamber  the  next  day,  and,  after  refusing  to  retire  voluntarily,  he  was 
removed  by  the  gendarme.     The  wliole  Left  party  followed  him. 

On  this  occasion  Chateaubriand's  views  and  the  interest  of  the  govern- 
ment  coalesced ;  and  the  poet  went  so  far  into  the  snare,  that  he  dreamed 
himself  absolutely  necessary  for  the  welfare  of  France  &om  this  time 
forth,  and  only  recognised  his  error  when  too  late.  From  that  day  a 
devouring  grief  never  quitted  him. 

His  ever-memorable  speech  on  the  7th  of  August,  1830,  deserves 
respect  and  the  highest  admiration,  when  he  had  the  courage  and  mag- 
nanimity to  defend  the  unhappy  throne  of  the  expelled  dynasty  with  all 
the  power  of  his  genius.  He  was,  however,  but  slightly  listened  to,  and 
he  termed  himself  <<  a  useless  Cassandra,"  the  justice  of  whose  prophe- 
cies we  should  now  admire,  after  an  interval  of  twenty  years. 

The  reign  of  Louis  XVI H.  drew  rapidly  to  a  close,  and  the  kin^ 
heard  with  patience  and  philosophy  accidental  remarks,  which  reminded 
him  of  his  melancholy  condition.  Once,  as  he  held  the  young  Duke  of 
Bordeaux  on  his  lap,  and  sportively  asked  him,  *'  And  would  you  like  to 
be  a  king  ?"  *'  Oh,  no!"  the  child  replied,  considering  lameness  to  be  « 
requisite  for  reigning,  "  I  would  sooner  be  able  to  walk." 

The  chief  cause,  however,  which  led  to  the  succession  of  Charles  X. 
being  looked  upon  with  tolerable  indifiPerence,  lay  in  the  fact,  that  the 
existence  of  the  Carbonari  and  other  affiliated  societies  was  not  thea 
generally  known,  though  there  is  no  doubt  that  the  propagation  of  these 
societies  in  France  led  to  the  intervention  in  Spain.  Had  the  public 
been  as  well  acquainted  then,  as  it  is  now,  with  the  extension  of  these 
sects  and  propaganda,  the  reign  of  Charles  X.  would  have  been  regarded 
with  great  anxiety,  for  from  this  monarch  might  be  expected  more  ob- 
stinacy and  seventy,  and  less  ability  to  conquer  enemies  without  cruelty, 
by  firmness  at  one  moment  and  concessions  at  another. 

Of  these  societies  we  have  mentioned,  the  St.  Simonians  were  the  only 
one  at  that  day  universally  known  in  France  and  publicly  mentioned  ;  of 
the  politically  much  more  influential  party,  whose  motto  was  '^  Aide  toi 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


IUmim$unee$  of  Paris.  161 

et  IKea  t'aidera,"  Uttle  was  knowiL  It  was  not  till  the  reTolotion  of 
1830,  which,  as  it  was  afterwards  stated,  was  greatly  supported  by  this 
hBJbermty,  that  the  world  became  better  acquainted  with  them.  The 
Mowing  is  the  description  our  authoress  g^ves  of  the  St.  Simonians : 

The  strange  sjrstem  of  Saint  Simon — a  partial  development  of  Fourier*8  still 
stnmger  one  (although  real  St.  Simonians  deny  it)— was,  after  the  death  of  the 
great  apoetle  in  1825,  attacked  and  defended  with  increased  passion,  and  St» 
Simon,  as  well  as  his  doctrines,  revered  or  ridiculed.  His  disciples  took  every 
OMKirtunity  of  praising  his  heroic  conduct  in  the  North  American  war  of 
Liberation,  under  Bouill^  and  Washington,  and  sought  there  the  first  impulse 
for  his  ideas  of  amelioration ;  others  mncied  that  his  incarceration  on  two 
occasions  had  aroused  increased  reflection  in  him  as  to  the  errors  of  society. 
This  may  have  been  the  case  in  his  French  prison,  for  St.  Simon  had  never 
mixed  himself  up  in  political  affairs,  and  was  imprisoned  for  eleven  months 
in  consequence  of  a  mistake.  The  9th  Thermidor  liberated  him  again.  Till 
the  year  1807  he  was  exclusively  engaged  in  industrial  speculations,  which 
were,  however,  unsuccessful,  and  he  afterwards  devoted  ten  years  to  the  pre- 
ptiation  of  hb  later  doctrines.  Various  travels,  and  a  few  pamphlets,  served 
to  inform  the  public  of  his  views,  which,  however,  were  not  received  with 
that  enthusiasm  he  had  anticipated.  Disgust  at  his  ill-success  drove  him  into 
a  state  of  monomania,  during  which  he  sought  to  put  an  end  to  his  life.  He, 
however,  was  unsuccessful  in  his  attempt,  and  the  loss  of  an  eye  was  the  only 
result  of  the  desperate  design.  His  actual  disciples  only  adhered  to  his  do^ 
tiines  after  his  death,  while,  on  the  other  hand,  older  and  calmer  observers^ 
«ho  had  an  insight  into  his  former  life,  felt  so  much  the  less  sympathy  with 
him.  Exaltation,  nearly  equivalent  witli  madness,  had  disturbed  nis  senses, 
bog  before  his  death ;  and  the  compassionate  remark,  '*  Ce  pauvre  fou,**  which 
I  heard  from  his  intimate  friends  and  relations,  confirmed  me  in  the  idea  I  had 
formed  of  his  character,  as  a  good-tempered  but  weak  one.  He  felt  himself 
strong  enough  to  make  every  sacrifice  for  his  fancied  amelioration  of  society ; 
bttt  he  was  much  too  weak  to  see  through  intriguers  and  adventurers,  who 
took  advantage  of  his  good-nature  and  generosity.  The  highest  degree  of  ex- 
altation led  him  to  the  most  extravagant  actions.  The  best  proof  of  this  will 
be  found  in  the  following  anecdote,  which  I  mention  with  the  permission  of 
still  living  persons,  who  were  very  closely  connected  with  him  : 

Madame  de  Stael  was  sitting  one  day  in  her  garden  at  Coppet,  when  a  gen* 
decDan,  perfectly  unknown  to  her,  rushed,  in  an  indescribably  excited  con- 
dition, towards  her,  threw  himself  at  her  feet,  and  incessantly  repeated  : 

**  Madame,  you  are  the  greatest  woman  on  earth,  I  am  the  greatest  man,  you 
must  become  mine— two  minds  in  such  affinity  as  ours  must  be  united,**  &c. 

It  may  be  easily  imagined  that  such  an  address  from  a  perfect  stranger  ap- 

Cd  to  Madame  de  Stael  a  plain  proof  of  his  madness,  and  she  escaped 
him  as  soon  as  she  could.  I  do  not  know  what  passed  in  St.  Simon's 
mind,  when  he  found  that  the  greatest  woman  on  earth  preferred  to  finish  her 
career  without  the  greatest  man  ;  but  it  was  certainly  one  of  his  fixed  ideas  to 
develop  great  moral  powers  in  the  same  way  as  Frederick  William  of  Prussia 
strove  to  propagate  great  physical  strength  in  his  army.  In  consequence  of 
this  foncy,  he  mid  travelled  with  extra  post  night  and  day  from  Paris  to 
Coppet. 

Among  the  St  Simonians  there  were,  however,  many  simpletons,  whom 
the  device  of  the  fraternity,  "each  according  to  his  ability,"  led  to  join 
it,  as  boot  cleaning  and  potato  peeling  were  more  comfortable  avocations 
than  a  study  of  the  classics,  or  the  acquirement  of  scientific  knowledge. 
Th»e  were,  though,  many  very  talented  young  men  among  thetn ;  for 
instance,  Michel  Chevalier  and  Felicien  Ehftvid,  whose  names  require  no 
farther  commentaiy. 
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As  dw  daef  xeiidenoe  of  the  ficateniity  Imy  in  Menimonteit^  a  i 
thronged  with  workmen  and  htboorera,  mad  they  porpoeely  opraie 
doors  and  windows  on  tiinnner  eveflings^  so  thiit  their  b^ftvioor  j 
be  easily  noticed  from  die  street,  and  the  large  garden  in  which  they 
met  to  sing  wae  open  to  the  public,  they  soon  excited  sympathy  and 
attention,  and  made  proselytes.  But  they  at  length  sunk  utterly  in 
ptfbUc  omnion,  by  rendering  themselves  toe  objects  of  public  ndieole. 
'Many  of  these  really  talented  men,  who  sought  greater  union  wai 
equality  in  human  society,  felt  a  strong  desire  for  external  signs.  Thej 
chose  a  style  of  dress  utterly  at  variance  with  that  in  vogue,  and  wludi 
necessarily  drew  great  attention.  The  short,  light-blue  tunic,  the  broad 
girdle,  the  black  velvet  cap,  the  long  beard,  to  which  Paris  was  not  ao 
accustomed  as  it  is  now,  caused  the  mob  to  cut  the  most  comical  oapefs 
whenever  one  of  them  was  seen  in  the  street ;  and  on  that  day,  ^en 
they  walked,  two  aiKl  two,  and  slowly,  along  the  road  from  Menilmontant 
to  the  Sessions  House,  where  they-  were  summoned  to  answer  the  charge 
of  contravening  the  law  relative  to  public  assemblies,  public  ridicule  did 
more  to  cause  the  dissolution  of  the  firatemity  than  even  the  judge's 
sentence  effected. 

Our  authoress  had  an  opportunity  of  forming  the  acquaintance  of  the 
great  astronomer,  Fran9ois  Arago,  through  the  kindness  of  Alexander 
von  Humboldt,  and  she  speaks  in  terms  of  delight  of  ^e  very  agreeaUe 
evening  she  passed  at  the  observatory  in  the  company  of  these  two 
extraordinary  men.  She  does  not,  however,  favour  us  with  any  novelty 
relative  to  the  brothers  Arago,  but  proceeds  at  once  to  tell  us  something 
about  the  Dupius,  also  three  in  number,  and  whose  acquaintance  she 
formed  at  about  the  same  time.  The  following  anecdote  relative  to 
Andre  Dupin,  the  President  of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  we  may  he 
permitted  to  quote : 

Dupin  was  ever  regarded  as  the  leader  of  the  oppobition  in  the  hour  of 
necessity,  and  his  advice  was  sought  by  several  journuHsts  at  the  time  of  the 
promulgation  of  the  **  Ordonnances  "  of  the  25th  July,  1830.  His  reply  was, 
that  the  laws  alone  must  remain  in  effect,  and  the  ordonnances  should  not  be 
obeyed.  It  is  certain  that  this  advice  did  much  to  overthrow  the  throne. 
When  he  saw  it  fall,  after  the  three  days'  struggle,  he,  like  most  of  his  friends, 
felt  more  terror  than  joy.  He  was  an  earnest  aefender  of  legal  measures,  and 
could,  by  no  possibility,  suffer  the  ever-increasing  obscurantism  of  tlie  clergy, 
and  the  tyranny  of  the  king :  but  he  was  not  the  less  disinclined  towards 
democracy.  He  plainly  expressed  his  opinion  in  his  pamphlet,  •*  The  Kevolu- 
tion  of  July,  1830,"  in  which  he  stated  that  France  would  not,  and  must  not, 
have  a  republic,  and  that  the  Due  d'Orleans  (Louis  Philippe)  must  mount 
the  throne,  both  from  his  situation  and  his  antecedents  ;  not  because  he  was 
the  nearest  relation  to  the  overthrown  royal  family — pas  parceque  Bourbon, 
mais  quoique  Bourbon.  I  do  not  know  whether  M,  Dupin  will  like  to  be 
reminded  of  this  pamphlet  at  the  present  day,  but  I  am  relating  facts. 

Although  the  three  Dupins,  like  the  three  Aragos,  were  known  as  very 
liberal  men  and  haters  of  the  Jesuits,  still  the  manner  in  which  the  idea 
of  liberty  revealed  itself  in  the  two  famiUes  was  very  different.  The 
brothers  from  the  Pyrenees,  with  their  buminc;,  southern  fire,  openly 
declared  that  the  tree  must  be  plucked  up  by  the  roots,  and  then  cast 
away.  The  Nivemois  also  desired  reformation,  but  in  moderation.  The 
former  became  afterwards  republicans,  body  and  soul — that  is  to  say,  what 
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wee  temed  fo  in  &•  ^f^seot  d»7--^f  eoime  withost  bUok  aoup  and  wuaxy 
odier  self-demals,  while  die  DofinB  were  almaBt  regarded  is  azisiooratt, 
aoDordiiig  to  the  pretent  acceptation  of  the  teniL 

Dupin  I'aine  must  have  had  M(mm  hope  of  suoeafls,  when,  on  Fehnuuy 
24,  1848,  he  led  the  Daebesse  d'OrleaiM,  that  pnncess  so  esteemed  uA 
xeraved  by  i2ie  Frmteh  nation,  with  her  little  son  to  the  Chamber  of 
Deputies,  and  sought  to  direct  the  movement  in  favour  of  the  Regencf  • 
Hie  date  of  this  Attempt  is  still  too  iseah  for  us  to  discuss  it  impai%aUy ; 
hot  what  person,  who  SA  not  desire  absolutely  to  overthrow  the  throne, 
eonld  regard  it  as  opposed  to  actual  liberty? 

The  temper  of  the  Chamber  appeared  favourable  to  this  proposals 
when  a  hand  of  mtscreants  rushed  in  (under  the  command  of  the  noto- 
zious  Lagrai^ge,  as  is  now  well  hnown)  and  dissolved  the  Assembly.  The 
TDong  Comte  ^  Paris  was  in  ooBsiderable  danger,  and  it  has  not  yet 
oeen  satiafiMtonly  proved  whether  his  handkerchief  was  unfastened  aoci- 
dentally  or  by  some  one  grasping  at  his  throat.  The  little  Due  de 
Chartres  concealed  himself  so  well  under  a  table  in  a  neighbouring  room, 
that  the  duchess  did  not  perceive  his  absence  when  she  was  driven  out, 
and  the  child  was  eventually  taken  to  his  desolate  mother  in  female  attire 
at  a  late  hour  in  the  evening.  * 

Dspia,  oonsequently,  was  unsuoeessfiil ;  but  history  will  hardly  eondeam 
Urn  £oT  ins  des^. 

About  the  end  of  1831  our  authoress  met  these  notabiHties  at  ihe 
boose  of  a  veiy  agreeable  Portuguese  laraily,  where  Arago  ivas  presented 
to  Don  Pedro  of  Brazil.  It  will  be  remembered  that  the  latter  was 
forced  to  quit  South  America,  in  consequence  of  the  revolution  which 
took  place  in  Bao  de  Janeiro  on  April  6,  1881.  Our  authoress  conse- 
quent^  saw  him  a  short  whife  before  he  undertook  his  expedition  hem 
Teroeira,  aad  when  only  tbree^nd-thirty  years  of  age : 

This  prince  was,  on  the  whole,  possessed  of  a  very  attractive  manner,  and  I 
Biust  here  contradict  the  public  opinion  that  was  formed  about  him.  As  he 
only  enioyed  a  short  life  of  thirty-six  ^'ears,  a  complete  metamorphosis  must 
hare  taken  place,  physically  and  momlly,  in  faim,  in  order  to  render  those  asser- 
tieas  tnie.  When  1  saw  him  several  times  at  this  tiouse,  his  figure  was,  if  not 
till  and  imposiog,  very  agreeable.  He  possessed  a  noble  demeanour,  his  eyes 
%iarkled  witli  animation,  and  his  talents,  as  well  as  his  desire  to  leave  no 
opportunity  uneaiploved  to  extend  liis  knowledge,  were  the  best  methods  to 
arouse  a  favourable  feeling  towards  him.  The  Royal  Infanta,  the  Marquise 
de  Loul6,  was  also  present  with  her  husband  on  these  evenings.  The  b^uty 
•f  thb  young  couple  can  scarce  be  described  by  words,  and  can  never  be 
ibiigotteB  by  any  one  who  saw  them  in  the  fall  bloom  of  youth.  Both  were 
the  ided  of  beauty,  and  couU  foniitli  the  text  for  those  children's  (airy  ules 
wkioh  alwavs  oommence :  *'  There  were  once  a  prince  and  princess,  who  were 
so  beautiful,"  &c.  Tlie  Infanta  was  graceful  and  delicate  as  a  nymph  ;  her 
features  resembled  the  purest  antique  model ;  add  to  this,  a  fine  flashing  eye, 
and  her  black  hair,  which  had  a  bieu&tre  tinge,  and  the  simple  white  wreath  of 
roses  she  almost  constantly  wore,  and  it  may  be  credited  that  I  never  shall 
forget  this  beautiful  creature. 

If  the  marqtfis  showed  too  strongty  his  oonsdoramen  of  possessim^  corporeal 
adfaatages,  still  this  weakness  mny  be,  asan  eaceplion,  pardoned  him,  for  the 
possesHon  of  suob  a  beaatifiU  Inianta  was  well  calculated  to  excite  feelings  of 
vmity  in  a  yoimg  man. 

Ahhongh  tke  Fteaefa  perfecdy  veoognised  die  findos  which  had  afUr- 
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wards  stained  the  revoIutiOQ  of  '899  still  ihey  were  equally  oonsoious  of 
the  first  good  ideas,  and  the  yarious  mighty  events  that  emanated  from 
it.  Their  memory  still  retained  the  glory  of  the  ensuing  epoch  of  hrii* 
liant  deeds,  when  every  coming  day  saluted  a  new  hero ;  and  though  they 
dare  not  expect  any  forgiveness  from  the  whole  world,  still  the  hope  Uvea 
in  them  that  the  royal  faunily  had  for^ven  them,  for  they  had  forgiven 
the  royal  family.  The  two  laws  brought  forward  in  1825,  one  to  indem- 
nify the  emigr^,  the  other  against  sacrilege,  naturally  aroused  great 
indignation.  It  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  state  here,  that  Lafitte,  who 
at  that  time  was  one  of  the  most  important  members  of  the  opposition,  wa» 
not  entirely  opposed  to  the  indemnity,  but  had  even  defended  it  against 
his  own  parfy  in  1817,  while  he  turned  with  horror  from  the  law  which 
demanded  the  punishment  of  death  for  sacrilege.  We  need  not  go 
through  Lafitte's  history  from  the  commencement,  for  all  the  wOTid  is 
acquamted  with  it ;  but  the  following  may  not  be  generally  known : 

Although  Fortune  is  represented  with  veiled  eyes  standing  on  a  rolling 
wheel,  and  the  justice  of  this  allegory  can  never  be  appreciated  more  fully  than 
when  allied  to  sudden  popular  favour,  still  while  everybody  was  well  versed  in 
the  story  of  Lafitte*s  rise,  many  erroneous  stories  were  in  circulation,  and  espe- 
cially in  other  countries,  as  to  the  causes  why  his  star  sank  below  the  horizon. 
The  multitude  on  one  hand,  and  his  political  friends  on  the  other,  believed,  and 
wished  to  propagate  the  belief,  that  his  immense  fortune  had  been  sacrificed  in 
the  cause  of  liberty.  This  opinion,  however,  took  no  root  in  the  higher  finan- 
cial circles,  and  many  immense  speculations,  difficult  to  manage  and  incau- 
tiously entered  into,  are  said  to  have  broken  various  spokes  in  his  Fortune*s 
wheel,  even  before  1880. 

Lafitte  himself  really  enthralled  every  one  who  approached  him,  by  his 
pleasant  and  amiable  manners.  His  elegant  features,  his  southern  ani- 
mation and  highly  peculiar  accentuation,  an  extraordinary  memory  for  all 
he  had  read  or  seen,  and,  finally,  his  continually  increasing  political  influ- 
ence, attracted  everybody  to  his  soirees.  Among  his  intimate  friends^ 
who  had  rendered  themselves  conspicuous  after  the  peace  by  making 
their  appearance  in  public,  and  revealing  their  sentiments  by  the  most 
poignant  wit,  may  be  counted  B^ranger  and  Thiers.  This  now  so  well 
known  statesman,  who  in  the  ten  years  between  1830  and  1840  effected 
so  much  good  and  evil,  may  be  regarded  as  the  pen  of  the  political 
Lafitte ;  and  the  latter,  on  the  other  hand,  as  the  lever  and  reflector  of  the 
Nationali  a  radical  paper  commenced  by  Thiers  in  1829. 

Thiers'  pamphlet,  written  in  1823,  "The  Pyrenees  and  Southern 
France,"  first  attracted  popular  attention  to  him,  and  Lafitte  soon  recoe^ 
nised  liis  remarkable  talents.  He  clearly  perceived  the  advantage  ho 
could  draw  from  a  young,  ambitious  pubhcist,  whose  career  had  still  to 
be  formed,  and  he  became  his  patron. 

Up  to  this  time  no  history  of  the  revolution  had  been  written,  entering 
into  the  details  of  the  various  events,  causes,  and  views ;  and,  in  fact,  no 
one  had  dared,  during  the  several  governments  which  followed  one 
another  after  '89,  to  represent  the  revolution  as  having  anything  good 
about  it.  The  reminiscence  of  sanguinary  and  horrible  deeds  had  been 
rechauffe  by  eye-witnesses,  but  there  was  no  written  panegyric  of  the 
improvements  which  had  resulted  from  the  overthrow  of  the  then  existing 
relations.    To  undertake  this,  and  embellish  it  with  the  most  flattering 
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ecHoan,  was  a  diffieak  task  at  that  day.  The  task  wai  entrusted,  simiil- 
taneoaslj,  to  the  talented  pens  of  Thiers  and  Mignet  In  the  year  1824^ 
theae  young  men,  still  poor  hachelors  and  friends,  inhabited  a  modest 
fonrth  floor  together,  and  worked  with  indefatigable  zeal  on  their  histories 
c£  the  reyolntion.  They  cautiously  passed  over  every  terrible  deed  with- 
out any  reproachful  remarks,  to  represent  with  redoubled  zeal  every 
vietOEriona  battle  widi  its  brilliancy  and  glory,  but  avoided  any  mention  of 
die  misery  necessarily  attached  to  it. 

The  paUic'has  Fnever  properly  understood  how  two  so  closely  united 
friends,  of  near^  die  same  ace,  worked  up  the  same  subject  at  the  same 
tim^  in  two  different  works,  but  with  the  same  tendency,  and  were  so  ht 
from  displaying  the  slightest  rivalry,  that  they  mutually  aided  one 
another.  The  applause  raat  3lignet'8  work  gained  was»  probably,  not  so 
universal  as  that  of  his  friend,  for  the  former,  partly  tmrough  taste  and 
partly  because  he  did  not  succeed  in  being  elected  to  the  Chiunber,  wiui'^ 
drew  aa  frur  as  possible  from  politics,  more  especially  from  journalism,  t^ 
devote  himself  calmly  to  historical  studies. 

The  following  anecdote  of  Thiers  is  highly  characteristic : 

In  spite  of  his  pliant  manner,  as  long  as  he  was  minister,  and  his  great 
tiknts,  he  was  compelled  to  yield,  in  1840,  to  his  antagonist  Guizot.  I  fre- 
quently saw  these  two  statesmen,  who  had  both  commenced  their  career  aa 
publicists,  at  the  house  of  Bertin  de  Vaux  (then  proprietor  of  the  Journal  de* 
Debati).  Still  Guizot  was  the  more  intimate  friend  there,  and  on  simpler  terma 
of  friendship.  I  shall  ever  remember  Bertin  de  Vaux's  sarcastic  and  scarcely 
concealed  smile,  when  Thiers  paid  a  visit  on  the  first  occasion  after  his  beins 
appointed  minister.  The  servant  tore  the  folding-doors  open,  and  announced 
"  His  Excellency  the  Minuter  of  the  Interior  T  1  knew  Bertin  de  Vaux  too 
well  not  to  read  his  thoughts  when  the  new  minister,  who  was  of  remarkably 
anall  stature,  moved  in  slowly  and  with  immense  grandeur. 

WHle  Lafitte  threw  himself,  with  all  the  pasuon  of  a  talented,  ener- 
getic, southern  Frenchman,  into  the  arms  of  the  revolution,  which  was 
~  '  ~  r  his  friends  as  tlie  result  of  the  highest  self-sacrifice,  by  othets 


as  the  result  of  the  highest  ambition,  he  could  not  pay  much  attention  to 
domestic  afiairs,  or  btve  much  intercourse  with  his  family.  Now  and 
then  astonishment  was  expressed  that  the  only  really  nretty  daughter  of 
the  rich  Lafitte  would  not  present  a  son-in-law  to  her  mther.  At  length 
die  eldest  son  of  Marshal  Ney,  the  young  Prince  de  Moskwa,  was  selected. 
The  marriage,  however,  was  very  far  from  being  a  happy  one,  and  tha 
prince  eventually  was  forced  to  appeal  to  the  public  courts  to  settle  his 
domestic  circumstances. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


(  l«  ) 


CHAMOIS  HUJ^TING.* 


These  is  a  flower  oaUed  EkMweisB — the  Ottmphaiiwm  ieonttpoimm 
of  botaiiift8«>irbich  is  met  witii  eaiy  on  some  of  the  higfiest  momrtMM 
im  >oertaMi  |>arts  of  T3rrol  and  Bsvam,  and  is  mttoh  vakiod  for  the  saovy 
pwily  of  its  ooloor,  but  stall  msBe  -so  for  tin  dfffiodh^  in  g^Miag  it 
The  very  name,  <<  Noble  Punty"  (edel,  neble  ^weisSy  wkite),  lua  a  eham 
afceut  it.  Straagelj  enot^k,  it  always  ^^rows  on  a  spot  to  km  reached 
oidy  with  the  ntmost  peril.  Yon  wiil  see  a  tuf^  -of  its  beaittiAil  wttte 
flowers  overhanging  a  precipice,  or  waving  on  a  perpen^Kcnlar  wali  of 
rock,  to  be  approa^ed  but  by  a  led|>;e,  wh«te,  perhaps,  a  chamofs  ooiM 
hardly  stand.  But  it  is  this  very  difficulty  of  aeqnisitioti  wiii<di  gms  lk» 
fLofKT  to  peeidiar  a  Taloe,  and  impels  man^  a  youth  to  brave  the^daagfer, 
lAwt  he  may  get  a  pos}'  of  Edelweiss  for  the  hat  or  boson  «f  the  girl  he 
loves ;  and  often  has  cmch  a  one  iallen  «ver  the  rooks  jnot  as  he  hoi 
reached  it,  and  been  found  dead;  in  his  hand  the  flower  «f  such  fatal 
beauty,  which  iie  etiU  held  flrmly  grasped. 

It  is  precisely  the  same  thing  with  chamois  hunting,  or  rather  shooting, 
£cxr  there  is,  stnetly  speaking,  no  banting  in  the  case;  it  is  not  the  aow 
act  of  killing  the  only  antelope  of  Eorope  on  its  mountain  heights,  sdtt 
loiB  is  it  the  bagging  of  a  large  and  particularly  fine  piece  of  gnoe, 
ih&t  gives  favour  to  the  sport ;  it  is  ihe  difficulty  and  lihe  danger  dP  the 
ihing — the  lofty  mountain  and  deep  precipice,  Ae  narrow  ledge  and 
sEppery  lahnes,  the  snowy  summit  and  dark  abyss,  dangers  and  privir 
tiions  enhanced  by  the  love  of  enterprise  and  adventure,  pure  air,  hracing 
exeroiBe,  unrivalled  soenery,  and  a  very  wild  and  wary  prey  ;  all  combiDed, 
rendering,  perhaps,  •diamois  shooting,  althoqgh  an  European  sport,  the 
most  peculiar  and  the  most  dangerous  of  all.  Better  probably  to  some 
nerves  the  chance  of  life  upon  a  bullet  delivered  safely  in  the  one  fiital 
spot,  against  lion,  elephant,  or  rhinoceros,  than  the  dangerous  way  acrosi 
tine  slippery  steep,  or  snow  or  grass-clad  declivity,  with  a  firm  fiwtinff 
impossible,  nothing  to  hold  by,  not  efven  a  latschen  or  creeping  pine,  and 
a  fathomless  abyss  below ;  or  a  narrow  led^,  not  many  inches  wide  for 
the  toes  to  rest  on — the  feet  being  out  of  the  question,  with  a  leap  here 
and  there,  no  hold  for  the  bauds,  and  a  dizzy  precipice  yawning  so  ht 
below  as  to  end  in  Styxian  darkaess !  In  the  one  case  the  nerves  niajr 
be  aroused  to  a  fixedness  of  purpose  equal  to  the  emerg^cy,  in  the  other 
the  strain  upon  them  must  be  prolonged  till  we  can  readily  imagine  the 
sense  of  danger  to  become  at  times  a  positive  torture. 

The  experienced  forester  or  mountaineer  naturally  thinks  less  of  these 
dangers  than  the  novice  or  the  amateur.  For  example,  on  the  ascent  of 
the  Miesing,  in  company  with  Berger,  an  under-forester : 

We  now  came  to  the  broad  path  or  mountain  way  that  leads  up  the  Mie- 
sinff,  made  to  enable  the  wood-cutters  to  bring  down  the  wood  in  ^"'^'''.^ 
well  as  for  the  cattle  which  in  the  summer  months  are  driven  up  to  the  big 
pasturages.  Beside  us,  on  our  left,  a  clear  stream  was  falling  over  the  blocb 
of  stone  that  had  tumbled  into  its  channel,  and  beyond  it  rose  a  wall  of  rock» 
well-nigh  perpendicular,  eight  hundred  feet  or  more.     Thb  was  the  Geaif 

♦  Chamois  Hunting  in  the  Mountains  of  Bavaria.  By  Charles  Boner,  with 
Illnstrations  by  Theodore  Horschelt,  of  Munich.    Chapman  and  Hall. 
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Wmod,^  hnwoB  place  in  other  days  me  ibe  new  laare  had  been pnt  in  fimn, 
and  where,  on  ledges  eo  narrow  that  it  seemed  a  bird  only  mi^  cling  tfaeee 
for  some  moments,  the  chamois  were  always  to  be  seen,  standing  at  gaae  er 
Happing  catekasly  along.  Bnt  now  the  rock  was  indeed  desolate.  G^er  the 
free  of  this  high  wall  c?  stone  were  scattered  the  friendly  latschen,  with  hoee 
and  there  a  pine  that  had  been  able  to  twist  its  roots  into  some  gaping  erorioe; 
It  was  ae  nearly  perpendicular  as  might  be,  and,  except  that  the  strata  of  rod^ 
fsmed  projecting  ridges,  there  was  'hardly  a  footing  U>  be  obtained.  How* 
ever,  if  there  are  latachen  one  may  climb  ahnost  anywhere.  We  stopped  ao» 
CBsionalij to  look acreas  with  onr glassesand  scan  its  rocky  face,  in  order  to 
tee  if  perchance  a  solitary  buck  were  loitering  there  alone.  But  not  a  thing, 
anianate  or  inanimate,  was  stirring.  As  I  looked  up  at  the  precipice,  I  of* 
serred  to  Berger,  "  To  get  along  there  would  be  no  easy  matter — eh  P  What 
think  you,  could  yon  manage  it  ?* 

**  I  went  along  there  some  time  ago,  when  out  with  Mr.  — «— .  He  wounded 
a  chamois,  and  it  climbed  upwards  along  the  wall.  It  was  difficult  work,  far 
there  waa  nothing  to  hold  on  by  ;  and  what  grass  I  found  was  not  firm,  and 
give  way  in  my  grasp.  Once  I  was  rather  imcomfortable,  for  while  hanging 
to  the  rock  with  both  arms  raised  my  rifle  swung  forward  over  my  arm.^' 

**  Ay,  that  is  a  horrid  situation  ;  let  go  your  hold  yon  dare  not ;  and  how 
to  get  the  rifle  back  again  one  does  not  know  either.  \^  hen  it  swings  down 
and  knocks  against  the  rcwrk,  it  almost  makes  one  lose  all  balance.  The  nfle 
is  sadlv  in  the  way  in  such  difficult  places.     Without  it " 

**  On,  without  it,"  said  Berger,  interrupting  me,  **  one  could  go  any  and 
efery where.  Without  it  I  coold  dnnb  through  the  world.  The  rifle  makes 
an  immense  difference.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  at  last  I  got  up  and  reached  the 
cbamoia.  The  coming  down  wns  the  worst  part.  However,  I  took  another 
way  than  in  gtung  up.  I  pulled  off  my  shoes,  for  you  can  tlien  feel  your  ground 
beUer,  and  tSke  hold  of  every  little  projection  with  your  toes.** 

"  Bill  tliat  must  have  hurt  you  terribly?" 

"  No  ;  I  was  then  accustomed  to  go  barefoot,  and  would  formerly  ranch 
rather  have  climbed  so  tlian  down  with  thick  nailed  slioes  on.  Once  before  I 
came  down  yonder  wall  from  over  the  ridge:  it  was  ugly  work,  I  can  tell  you. 
We  drove  the  game  that  day,  and  I  had  to  go  over  the  top  and  roll  down  stoaee 
to  make  the  chamois  cross  to  the  other  side." 

One  of  the  great  difficulties  of  stalking  the  mountains  is  to  do  so 
almoat  unheard.  Fragments  of  stone  are  lying  about,  latschen,  or  pines 
and  larches,  with  their  long  trailing  branches  and  dense  foliage,  or  steep 
beds  of  geroll  (loose  rolling  stones  on  the  side  of  a  mounUun),  eroof 
yomr  pat^  which  the  lightest  step  will  set  in  motion ;  and  yet  you  must 
adrmee  qnickly,  and  pick  your  way  quite  noiselessly,  for  the  roll  of  a 
stifle  pebble  unll  arouse  the  attention  of  the  wary  chamois,  and,  if  fol- 
lowed by  a  second,  he  will  be  ofiP  in  a  moment  to  other  rocky  inaccessible 
solitudes.  Let  us,  however,  take  an  example  of  what  chamois  stalking  is 
from  the  author's  own  words : 

"  Hist,  Berger !  there  are  clmraois !" 

^Wherc?" 

"  Look  up  yonder  ;  don't  you  see  them  ?" 

«  No." 

^  Look,  don't  you  see  a  black  spot,  right  across  to  the  right  of  the  geroll 
and  the  snow.     Now  it  moves !     There  is  another !— one,  two,  three !" 

**  I  see  them  now !  Confound  it,  they  see  us  I  Let  us  move  on-^donH 
stop  or  look ;  keep  away  from  them,  up  to  the  right."  And  up  we  went, 
keeping  in  a  contrary  direction,  and  tlien  stopped  among  some  large  leoae 

'Look,  Berger!  now  you  can  aee  them  well ;  they  are  crossing  the  enow. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


IM  Ckamdi  HwMng. 

bot  DOt  quicUr.  Wbatl  don't  yoa  see  them  ?  Why  now  they  are  HKmni 
round  the  waU  of  rock  that  goes  down  quite  perpmiicnlarly ;  jet  now  I 
Bee  but  two— where  can  the  third  be  T* 

"  Now  I  see  them.  Give  me  your  glass ;  make  haste  and  reach  those 
latschen  youder;  when  once  among  them,  all's  right  111  lie  here  and 
watch  them,  and  come  after  you  directly.  But  for  heaTenls  sake  get  up  the 
geroll  quietly,  for  if  a  stone  move  theyll  surely  hear  it,  though  so  fiu'  off  s  and 
be  quick,  and  get  among  the  latschen."  Giving  him  my  tdescope,  which  was 
much  the  better  one,  I  moved  on  over  the  slanting  mass  of  loose  stones. 

With  body  bent  as  low  as  possible,  I  tried  to  creep  noiselessly  upwards.  I 
dared  not  use  my  pole  to  steady  myself,  for  the  weight  would  luive  forced  it 
among  the  loose  rubble,  aud  made  as  much  or  more  noise  than  my  footsteps 
occasioned.  Taking  it  in  my  left  hand,  on  which  side  also  my  rifle  was  sluog; 
I  steadied  myself  with  the  right,  and  so  at  last  reached  some  larger  fragments 
of  stone,  which  were  firmer  to  the  tread,  and  over  which  I  could  consequently 
get  along  more  rapidly.  The  sheltering  latschen  were  at  length  gained,  and  I 
lung  myself  down  behind  tiiem,  quite  out  of  breath  with  excitement  and  from 
moving  thus  doubled  up  together. 

In  this  safe  haven  Berger  soon  joined  me.  **  They  are  at  rest,"  he  said. 
**  Now  all's  right !  we  have  them  now  I  But  how  shall  we  get  across  ?"  he 
asked,  as  he  looked  around  to  reconnoitre  our  position.  ^  Yonder  they'll  see 
us ;  we  must  pass  over  the  ridge  above,  and  go  round  and  see  if  there  is 
a  way." 

This  we  did,  and,  once  on  the  other  side,  kept  just  sufficiently  low  down  to 

Srevent  our  heads  being  seen  above  the  sky-line.  But  after  advancing  some 
undred  yards,  we  came  to  a  spot  where  the  ridge  swept  suddenly  down- 
wards, forming  a  gap  between  us  and  the  chamois.  To  proceed  withoat 
being  seen  was  impossible.  On  our  right  it  was  rather  steep,  but  we  were 
obliged  to  descend  a  good  way,  and  then  the  same  dbtance  up  again  further  on, 
in  order  to  reach  the  Roth  Wand  unobserved. 

**Here  we  are  at  hat!  Are  they  still  at  rest,  Berger ?  Just  look  across 
through  the  branches  of  yonder  latschen  above  you." 

*'  Yes,  they  are  still  there  I  Now  then,  we  must  get  to  the  pinnacle  right 
over  our  heads,  and  then  along  tlie  ridge,  and  so  have  a  shot  at  them  from 
above." 

The  shoulder  of  the  mountain  where  we  stood  was  steep  enough  certainly) 
but  it  still  presented  sufficient  inequalities  to  enable  us  to  clamber  up  it.  Else- 
where, except  on  this  projecting  buttress-like  shoulder,  tlie  declivity  was  so 
steep  as  to  be  not  many  degrees  from  the  perpendicular.  I  proposed  therefore 
that  we  should  choose  this  less  steep  ridge  to  reach  the  broken  rocks  above  u% 
on  whose  jagged  forms  we  might  obtain  a  firm  bold,  and  so  creep  upwards  to 
the  very  crest  of  the  mountain.  *•  Oh,  no,"  answered  Berger ;  "  we  dare  not 
venture  that :  they  would  be  sure  to  see  us,  for  we  should  be  quite  unsheltered 
and  our  bodies  beiuff  thrown  against  the  sky  would  be  distinctly  visible. 
No,  we  must  try  yonder— up  that  /oAntf,"  pointing  to  the  steep  declivity  before 
us,  to  see  the  summit  of  which  it  was  necessary  to  fling  the  head  quite  bacl> 
wards.  I  confess  it  was  not  with  tlie  pleasantest  feelings  that  1  saw  what  we 
had  undertakeu ;  for  the  slope  was  covered  with  snow,  making  the  ascent 
doubly  difficult,  and  upwards  of  two  thousand  feet  below  was  a  huge  rocky 
chasm,  into  which  I  could  look  and  calculate  where  1  might  at  last  stop,  ifn^ 
foot  slipped  and  I  happened  to  go  sliding  down.  Where  the  lahne  ended  beds 
of  loose  stones  began  ;  and,  as  if  to  remind  one  of  their  instability,  and  bow 
hopeless  it  would  be  to  think  of  holding  fast  even  for  a  moment  on  their  mof^ 
injr  surface,  there  rose  from  minute  to  minute  a  low  dull  sound,  made  by  some 
rolling  stone,  which,  set  in  motion  by  its  own  weight,  went  pattering  down- 
wards  into  the  melancholy  hollow. 

However,  to  stand  looliing  upwards  at  the  steep  snowy  surfiu^  of  the  moon^ 
tain,  or  gazing  at  the  depth  below,  was  not  the  way  to  get  a  shot  at  the  cbsp 
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nob ;  90  giTing  mijr  nile  a  jerk  to  send  it  well  up  behind  my  back,  and  leare 
Che  left  am  free.  I  began  to  mount,  keeping  in  an  oblique  direction  in  order  to 
letien  the  steepness  of  the  ascent.  Berger  was  before  me,  sometimes  on  hit 
haads  and  knees,  sometimes  on  his  feet,  and  looking  every  now  and  then 
anxiously  behind  to  see  what  progress  I  made.  Neither  of  us  got  on  very  fast, 
fM*  a  firm  footing  was  impossible.  If  you  slipped,  down  you  came  on  your  face, 
with  both  feet  nowhere^  and  the  rifle  swinging  over  the  left  arm  into  the  snow 
noit  incouTeniently.  Once,  when  I  was  quite  nnable  to  plant  either  foot 
firmly,  Berger,  who  was  just  above  me,  and  had,  as  it  seem^,  a  safe  spot  on 
which  to  stand,  was  obliged  to  let  down  his  long  pole  that  I  might  hold  on  by 
it,  and,  with  his  heels  well  dug  into  the  ground,  gave  me  a  heloing  pull.  We 
had  mounted  half-way  when  suddenly  both  my  feet  lost  their  hold  on  the  snow, 
aad  somehow  or  other  down  I  went  over  the  steep  declivity  on  my  back,  like 
an  arrow  sent  from  a  strongly-drawn  bow.  It  was  disagreeable,  for  I  knew  how 
diflicult  it  is  to  stop  when  once  gliding  at  full  speed  down  a  lahne;  and  all  my 
endeavours  to  do  so,  with  help  of  my  heels  or  my  hands,  were  ineffectual.  But 
I  remembered  the  advice  mv  friend  Kobell  had  once  given  me :  **  Should  you 
ever  be  unlucky  enough  to  slip  when  upon  a  lahne,  turn  round  so  as  to  get  on 
joor  stomach  as  quickly  as  possible,  or  else  yon  are  lost."  While  sbootine 
downwards  therefore  I  turned,  and  grasping  my  stick,  which  was  well  shod  with 
an  iron  point,  I  dashed  it  with  all  my  force  into  the  ground.  It  stuck  fast ;  I 
beld  on  by  it,  and  was  stopped  in  my  career.  While  gliding  down,  my  eyes 
vere  turned  upwards  to  Berger.  I  saw  fright  expressed  on  his  countenance : 
onr  eyes  met,  but  neither  uttered  a  word.  Only  when  I  had  arrested  my  fur- 
ther progress,  and  was  cautiously  preparing  to  find  a  sure  footing,  he  called  out, 
^  It  was  lucky  you  were  able  to  stop — for  heaven's  sake  be  careful,  it  is  dread- 
fiilljr  slippery.*'  At  last,  by  making  a  zigzag  line,  we  reached  the  top  of  the 
lahne.  Here  were  rocks  by  which  we  could  hold,  and  getting  amongst  them 
<am[ie  to  a  perpendicular  wall  about  seven  feet  high.  Its  face  was  as  straight 
as  a  plummet-line,  but  it  was  rough,  so  that  some  crevices  were  to  be  found 
which  might  serve  as  steps  in  passing  over  it.  At  its  base  was  a  small  ledge, 
on  which  one  person  could  stand,  holding  on  with  his  own  face  and  the  face  of 
the  rock  close  a«iinst  each  other,  and  behind,  below,  was — what  was  not  quite 

tint  to  think  about  Berger  got  over  first,  having  previously  with  one 
laid  his  rifle  and  pole  on  a  ledge  of  rock  above  him  to  have  both  hands 
free.  Handing  up  my  rifle  to  him,  I  followed ;  and  though  the  place  seemed 
nther  formidable,  in  reality  it  was  easy  enough  to  climb.  As  I  stood  on  the 
ledge,  fiice  to  face  with  the  perpendicular  rock,  I  debated  witliin  myself  whe- 
ther I  should  look  behind  me  or  not.  I  knew  that  below  and  behind  was 
nothing  but  air,  and  I  decided  on  proceeding  without  turning  round  ;  so  I 
looked  for  the  most  favourable  crack  or  roughness  in  the  rock  to  make  a  first 
step,  which  moment  of  delay  Berger  attributed  to  indecision  and  to  fear ;  and 
stretching  out  his  hand  to  me,  he  cried  roughly,  "  Come,  what  are  you  think- 
ing of?  give  me  your  hand— that's  right.  Now  then !"  He  was  wrong  in  his 
supposition,  for  I  was  neither  undecided  nor  afraid,  hut  he  feared  that  if  I 
grew  akrmed  I  might  let  go  my  hold ;  and  as  the  moment  was  critical  he 
thonght  to  rouse  and  reassure  me  by  his  manner,  and  by  holding  my  hand  firmly 


over  the  ledge  of  rock,  to  the  spot  below  where  the  rifles  and  poles  were 


Vjg. 

With  bended  bodies  we  now  stole  along  the  crest  of  the  mountam  as  noise- 
Jwsly  as  possible,  for  the  chamois  were  below  us  on  our  left,  just  over  the 
ridge.  We  presently  looked  over.  I  could  not  see  them,  on  account  of  a  pro- 
jecting rock,  but  Berger  whispered,  •*  There  they  are  !  Quick !  they  are 
ooving."  Still  as  we  were,  they  must  have  heard  us  coming  upon  them,  and, 
suspecting  danger,  were  already  in  motion.     But  they  had  not  yet  whbtled. 
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%f  **'clMMQf "  ovtv,  ir  ft  fi»x4iitBter  w«mU  say;  I  ji»r  obtained  a  glraipBe  «f 
ooe  iMT  below  laeon  a  owwli  gvcen  sfKit^  aad  MMbiif  at  ^Mt.    To  tire  » tWs 


p— itittiK  iMwevcr,  was  impoasiUe*  BtfRgi>r,  att  inpadeBce^  and  fiMwing.  thcjr 
vaold  efcafe,  waa  ia  a  fever  of  anxiety.  "  Look  have  1  ca»  voii  see  thaB 
naiar?"  as,  with  the  left  fiiot  planned  on  a  cfafs  boc  laigev  than  the-  paki  of  ngr 


haad,  I  stood  aa  ii  were  \m  the  air^  kniaediately  above  the  spot  whete  the  eha* 
naoia  ifere.  A  crack  frem  my  rifle  was  the  aaswer.  To  aim  nearly  sUaif{lil 
ds^ntiwafds  is* always  mote  diffieull  thaa  in  any  oSher  directi#nv  and  standiai; 
a»  I  did  made  it  imieh  more  so  ;  bui  stiU  I  tboiigbt  I  had  hie  hiou 

•*  Be  reniai«8  behiod,"  cried  Berger;.  <*yoii  have  hit  hiai !  W^  done! 
*iVuth,  thai  wtn  a  good  shot— a  hiyMkied  aad  thirty  yaida  at  least*    Qmck, 

Sick !  we  may  oei  a  shot  at  the  others  as  they  go  over  voodar  socks  ;**  aod 
rting  iif>  tlie  ridge  before  hion^  be  nn  on  a&oaf  the  edge  o^  the  precipice  as  if  it 
had  b^D  on  a  broad  highway.  At  another  tiane^  wtthoat  a  ritfe  in  my  hand,. 
I  should  have  folio  wed  him  with  caution ;  but  the  excitement  of  the  haotsr 
was  upon  mc,  impeiliog  me  to  undertake  aeythtng,  and  I  sprang  after  hka, 
aad  on  aiong  the  edge,  drivcoi  fiarwards.  by  a  longing  and  a  thirst  aad  ciaviag 
wkich  made  everything  seem  posshle. 

The  hunter  reaches  in  the  pnrsuit  of  the  chamoiff  q>ots  from  whence 
nothing  is  seen  save  ranges  of  nroimtains  covered  with  snow,  and  there  are 
terrific  places  amongst  t^ose  awful  solitudes  where  no  living  creature  has 
ever  moved.  The  forester  feels  the  excitement  of  such  scenes  as  keenly 
as  the  amateur,  acnd  longs  to  overcome  difficulties  suck  as  cannot  even  be 
spoken  of  withKmt  a  shudder.  An  okl  ehanAois  hunter  kanring  onee  feaad 
ms  way  to  the  iey  sumnsit  6i  the  Ortler  Spit]^  fa«  went  up  again  with  his 
son,  that  the  knowledge  of  the  path  might  not  die  with  him ;  bat  the  son, 
though  a  young  and  galkmt  mountaineer,  said  there  were  places  to  be 
passed  that  made  his  flesh  creep  as  he  hung  over  them,  and  he  vowed  at 
the  time,  as  he  stood  amid  the  ^ghtful  chasms  and  walls  of  ice,  while  his 
heart  almost  ceased  to  beat  for  very  horror,  that  if  God  should  let  him 
raash  the  gpe>een  valleys  aUve,  no  power  on  earth  sbottkl  ever  make  him  at- 
tempt the  dreadful  way  tugBAm.  The  ledges,  we  have  obeenred,  are  some* 
tkae9  very  narrow.     Here  is  an  example  r 

••  Tell  me,  Arco,^  said  I,  "  the  story  of  your  going  after  the  buck  you  shot 
near  the  Konigs  See — the  terrible  place,  you  know,  where  in  coming  back  yeu 
grew  giddy  and  sat  down,  and  thought  you  would  never  be  able  to  get  out  again.* 

'^  That  was  on  tlie  Ober  See  where  you  mean,  just  opposite  Thai  Berg 
Wand ;  but  I  thought  you  knew  the  story  already." 

"  So  I  do,*'  I  replied ;  "you  told  it  us  all  a  long  time  ago,  one  day  after  din- 
ner ;  but  I  don't  remember  the  particulars  exactly,  and  I  shoijld  like  to  hear  it 
again.** 

•*  WeK,"  said  he,  "thb  was  how  it  happened: — I  had  wounded  a  chamon, 
and  as  usual  he  climbed  up  and  passed  along  a  wall  of  rock,  where  we  lost  sight 
of  him.  We  knew  that  be  would  not  be  able  to  get  out  further  on,  for  it  was 
a  terrible  place,  I  can  tell  you," 

•'  And  very  higli  up,  was  it  not  T*  I  asked,  interrupting  him—**  right  over 
the  lake." 

•*  Three  tliousand  feet,"  he  replfed ;  **  not  an  inch  less,— that  I  am  certain 
of :  it  was  a  perfect  wall  of  rock,  and  below  was  the  lake.  But  1  do  not  mean 
to  say  that  tlie  water  was  directly  at  the  foot  of  the  rock,  though  from  the  great 
height  it  looked  as  if  it  were  so.  It  was  perhaps  fifty  or  sixty  feet  off,  but  that 
did  not  make  much  difference.  Nor  was  tlie  wall  of  rock,  though  it  looked  so, 
as  perpendicular  as  a  plummet-line  ;  sometimes  it  receded,  and  then  advancfd 
again,  as  is  always  the  case.  If  you  had  fallen,  you  might  have  bounded  on 
from  some  projecting  crag  once  or  twice,  but  would  at  last  have  dropped  into 
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diekfe,  ilraQ^iMt^iiteatthelbc*o£theB«iMilMD.  Wdlk.w«ittftMltfMU 
|]k  cWin>M»  if  left  quiet*  would  be  sure  to  come  down  agauiy  sod  tb«t  it  wm 
better  to  leave  him  m»m  and  not  follow  hiM^  The  thing  wm,  I  beUevi^if  tha 
mtb  wern  told,  dodo  f>f  us  hod  any  wish  to  go  aloac  thai  aanow  Mgr;  add 
we  therefcie  ptnnaileil  ouwobes  the  best  thiag:  wooTd  bo  aoi  tOi  distnib  hkn 
But  wo  isst  mode  a  fire  to  preveat  hia  ooming  hackp  aod  thaio  had  hiaii  lafir 
where  ho  was  till  the  nonow^" 

**  This  HM  is  the  afteraooa  ?*' 

*  Yes»  aod  we  then  west  home..  The  next  day, whon  out  utaBiing;  I  looked 
ioois  with  ay  glass  from  a  mouniain  opposite  to  where  I  thought  he  must  be^ 
Mi  sure  eooiigfefr  I  saw  him  oq  a  projectiag  ledge^  leamag  agaiaat  a  pine  that 
grew  out  of  a  crevice  io  the  rodu" 

**  Was  he  not  dead,  then  ?"  I  asked. 

*Tes,  he  was  dead;  but  he  must  have  expired  while  leaning  against  the 
tvee»  for  he  was  sitting  exactly  as  if  alive ;  aod  had  no  tree  been  there,  hef 
wouM  have  rolled  o^^er,  and  we  should  never  have  seen  anythiag  more  of  him. 
WfUy  I  titea  went  to  see  about  fetoliing  him  ocrt,  b«t  they  ail  said  it  was  quite 
iapeasible  to  get  along  the  ledge.  Howeveiv  the  diamois  was  there,  aad  1  waa 
dftennined  not  to  lose  him  witnout  at  least  making  a  trial  to  reach  the  place. 
So  I  went  first,  andayouns  forester  and  one  of  the  wood-cutters  followed." 

"  How  broad  was  the  ledge  T*  I  asked. 

"It  was  nowhere  broader  than  from  here  to  there,"* he  replfed,  pointing  to 
two  lines  iu  the  fiooring  of  the  room,  marking  a  space  of  seventeen  inches  wide; 
^hfotder  Himn  that  U  wm  mmbsre^^o^  that  I  am  certain ;  hot  in  many  parts  it 
em  Bot  kugcv  than  this  bordev,"  poiatiag  to  some  iokud  woodwork,  seven 
iadict  wide ;  **  and  oa  ooe  side,  rising  up  above  you,  the  wall  of  rock,  and  on 
the  other  a  depth  of  3000  feet  down  to  the  lake.  We  went  along  some  way, 
when  there,  right  before  us,  was'a  gap— not  very  broad,  it  is  true,  but  stiJl  too 
wide  to  step  across,  or  even  for  a  jump.  The  cleft  was  perhaps  five  and  a  half 
feet  wide,  and  below  in  the  chasm  it  was  wild  and  frightful  to  look  al.**  -     ~- 

"  But  how  was  it  possible  to  pas?  ?"  v  V*  \  '^ 

■We  had  a  tree  cut  down,  and  flung  the  stem  across,  and  went<iver  one..     ,.. 
afttr  the  other.     ^  last  we  reached  the  place  where  the  chamois  lay.    It  wa^    ,  . 
•  green  spot^  j«at  large  enough  for  us  three  to  stand  opoD^— as  near^  the  site    - 
of  this  round  table  as  may  be  (forty-two  inches  in  diameter),  only  it  w^  mther- 
loQger  at  one  end,  which  gave  us  more  room  to  open  and  clean  the  chamoJa^.      ^ 
Now  we  had  to  return,  and  to  carry  the  buck  with  us ;  that  was  the  most  diffi*-'     .  - 
colt  part  of  our  undertaking.** 

**It  was  in  going  back  you  grew  giddy,  was  it  not?" 

•Yes,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  It  was  not  exactly  giddiness  either,  but 
litberfifight— a  feeling  that  now  it  was  all  over  widi  me,  and  that  I  should  never 
esne  out  ag^iiw  But  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  or  it  would  really  have  been 
aU  over  with  me  ;  so  puHing  out  my  flask,  I  took  a  long  draught  of  the  spirit 
that  was  in  it,  and  sat  down  to  recover  myself." 

*•  But  where  ? — not  on  the  narrow  ledge  surely  ?" 

**Te8,  on  the  ledge,  with  my  feet  hanging  over.  T  was  obliged  to  sit  down. 
I  >at  there  for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  But  then  came  the  getting  up — 
that  was  a  diflicnlt  piece  of  work  ;  for  as  the  ledge  was  narrow,  I  could  not 
<Bn  M I  should  have  done  anywhere  else ;  for,  if  I  had,  my  shoulder  or  elbow 
or  head  might  have  knocked  against  the  rock  behind  me,  and  that,  causing  me 
ts  lose  my  balance,  would  have  sent  me  over ;  so  I  was  obliged  to  get  fixst  one 
fcot  up  very  carefully,  and  then  at  last  the  other,  and  when  that  was  done,  all 
the  rest  I  managed  well  enough.  Nothing  on  earth,  however,  should  ever  in- 
doce  me  to  go  that  way  again." 

There  is  such  a  thing  as  slippiaffy  which  may  arise  &om  variociB  cauaeSi 
m  our  author  experieaced  on  toe  lahne,  or  greensward*  and  also  in  a  gap 
**tifaaiiging  a  gol^  ficom  a  stona  giving  way : 
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Once,  fHien  hal^waj  up,  a  stooe  on  which  my  hand  wat  laid  ga^e  way.  I 
was  already  falling  back — I  knew  I  was  lost,  and  in  that  second  of  dnae 
thoughts  came  crowding  on  my  mind  as  thoueh  each  would  have  a  hearing  in 
the  one  moment  which  was  left,  and  after  which  it  would  be  too  late.  I  re- 
member quite  well  my  sensations ;  that  I  clenched  my  teeth,  held  my  breatb, 
and  that  one  word,  the  last  as  I  thouglit,  escaped  me.  It  was  a  moment  of 
horror.  I  felt  that  the  shadow  thrown  by  the  wing  of  the  Angel  of  Death  waa 
over  me.  My  hands  were  still  outstretched  before  me,  involuntarily  tiying  to 
clutch  somewhat,  and  grasping  onlv  the  air;  when  my  striving  fingers  felt 
something  touch  them,  and  convulsively  seizing  it,  held  on  with  the  locked 
grip  of  despair.  It  was  the  slender  stem  of  a  sapling  latschen ;  it  did  not 
snap,  nor  did  its  roots  give  way,  and  to  that  young  tning  I  owed  my  life. 

Then  there  are  clams,  or  yawning  chasms,  with  perpendicular  sides — 
deep  rents  or  gashes  in  the  mountain — the  only  way  of  surmounting 
which  is  sometimes  by  ascending  in  the  narrowest  part,  as  sweeps  of  old 
used  to  work  their  way  up  a  chimney.  Our  author  had  a  most  dangerous 
slide  when  on  all  fours  down  the  side  of  one  of  these  dams  on  the  Kraoi- 
met's  Berg.  But  the  lahnes  are  most  treacherous.  Some  years  ago  a 
dairymsud  from  one  of  the  huts  in  the  mountains  near  Berehtesgaden 
alipped  in  coming  down  one  of  these.  She  was  unable  to  stop  herself  or 
hola  on  by  the  long  grass,  and  went  over  the  brink  at  the  foot  of  the 
slope  into  the  abyss.  When  the  poor  girl  was  found,  the  braid  of  her 
hair,  which  she  wore  twisted  in  a  knot  behind  her  head,  was  lying  in  the 
cavity  of  the  brain.  Misfortunes  like  these  are  said  to  occur  almost  every 
year,  especially  among  the  gentian  root  gatherers,  from  the  treacherons 
smoothness  of  these  grassy  slopes. 

Then  there  are  the  mists,  which  come  trailing  by  smoke-like  and 
vapoury,  and  shut  up  in  a  second  everything  from  the  sight  They  some- 
times come  clothed  in  loveliness,  but  they  also  rise  dread  and  dimly,  and 
with  a  fearful  unsparing  power.  They  assume,  in  the  high  mountains, 
great  forms,  and  are  a  reality,  a  presence.  They  rise  up  and  pass  slowly 
by,  like  sad  ghosts,  or  come  rushing  on  along  the  sides  of  the  mountain,  a 
long  array  of  muffled  shapes  of  superhuman  bulk.  A  damp,  cold,  duU 
dogginess,  like  thickened  air,  hangs  before  your  £ace ;  you  feel  it  sticking 
to  you ;  and  to  see  your  comrade  beyond  two  paces'  distance  is  impossible. 
There  you  stand,  cut  off  from  humanity,  and  as  lone  as  though  you  were 
on  the  broad  sea,  a  thousand  miles  from  any  shore.  Every  landmark  has 
disappeared  ;  all  stability  seems  gone,  and  nature  is  not  used  to  this.  You 
discover  that  the  eye,  as  well  as  the  footstep,  needs  something  to  rest  on, 
and  it  peers  around  into  the  sluggish  thick  vacuity,  reflecting  back  the 
void  upon  the  mind,  and  arousing  a  sense  of  deepest  disquietude  and 
horror.  Happy,  then,  when  a  breeze  brings  your  comrade's  form  looming 
and  towering  through  the  fog,  an  indistinct  spectral  shape  ;  or  a  rent  in 
the  cloud  displays  the  earth  beneath.  How  fair  it  appears!  fairer  and 
brighter  than  ever  it  did  before  ! 

Thirst  is  also  one  of  the  severest  trials  to  which  the  hunter  on  the  moun- 
tuns  is  exposed.  This  seems  strange ;  where  there  is  snow  and  ice  and 
rock,  plenty  of  water  might  be  expected ;  and  so  there  is,  but  progress  is 
very  slow,  pnd  great  are  the  torments  the  hunter  may  have  to  endure 
before  he  can  get  at  it  There  is  an  account  in  this  woric  of  an  idiot  who 
had  a  passion  for  ascending  difficult  mountains.  Sometimes  he  went  up 
one^  sometimes  another.     Once  he  came  home  and  told  everybody  he 
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had  been  on  the  Zag  Spitz.  They  all  laughed  at  him,  for  no  one  believed 
it  This,  it  seems,  hurt  the  poor  fellow  very  much  ;  so  off  he  set,  and 
after  being  absent  several  days,  came  home  again,  and  told  the  people  he 
had  been  up  the  Zug  Spitz,  and  that  if  they  looked  they  would  see  a  pole 
at  the  top.  No  one  believed  the  tale  now  more  than  before ;  yet  when 
they  looked  with  their  glasses,  there,  sure  enough,  was  the  pole  stuck  oa 
the  very  highest  point  The  poor  fellow  carri^  up  this  pole  barefooted^ 
with  only  a  penny  roll  for  food,  and  he  slept  on  the  ice.  This  appears  to 
be  the  proper  kind  of  character  to  undertake  such  perilous  ascents  ;  for  it 
is  quite  evident  there  is  less  danger  to  those  wh^se  sensibilities  are 
deadened,  as  in  the  case  of  an  idiot,  than  to  those  in  whom  every  faculty 
is  keenly  alive  to  every  new  impression  and  every  trifling  difficulty  and 
danger. 

So  incessant  is  the  tension  wrought  upon  the  nerves  by  these  dang^rs^ 
diat  our  author  tells  us  the  chamois  hunter's  eye  acquires  a  peculiar  ex- 
pression— it  is  dilated,  it  is  wide  open  and  prominent,  the  lids  are  drawn 
back,  and  the  pupil  is  seen  in  a  large  surrounding  space  of  white.  A 
man  who  had  been  three  days  on  the  mountains  wore  all  the  appearance 
depicted  in  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds's  "  Ugolino." 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  there  are  the  pleasures  and  excitements  before 
aUuded  to  :  there  is  the  wondrous  scenery,  enhanced  to  the  highest  degree 
when  the  adventurer  reaches  the  sky  line  or  crest  of  a  rang^.  The  ex- 
citement in  this  last  instance  is  increased  by  the  uncertainty  of  what  is 
to  come.  The  hunter  may  look  down  on  a  wide  plain,  with  distant 
cities,  and  roads,  and  tortuous  rivers,  or  his  view  may  be  limited  to  a  sea 
of  snow-clad  peaks.  The  author  describes  the  sensations  experienced  in 
such  a  position  as  most  exquisite — the  vastness  of  the  scene  has  an  over- 
whelming effect.  It  does  not  require  to  be  a  Moore  to  he  aroused  to  a 
sense  of  magnificence  and  sublimity. 

There  is  also  the  excitement  of  the  chase — not  that  of  killing  the 
quarry,  which  Mr.  Boner  especially  eschews,  but  the  pursuit,  the  vary- 
mg  chances,  the  hope  deferred,  and  the  climacteric  point  of  the  short  ' 
exqmsite  second  before  death.  There  is  the  empty  Aim  HiittCj  or 
chalet,  clean  and  nice  as  if  prepared  for  a  visitor,  a  stack  of  logs  for  fuel» 
household  utensils,  and  a  loft  with  hay  to  sleep  in.  Below,  there  is  the 
Senn  HuUe^  where  there  are  kindly  peasants  and  foresters,  food  and  rest^ 
boghing,  music,  and  merriment,  and,  as  at  the  Solachers*,  most  sweet 
and  lovely  village  maidens. 

It  appears  that  there  is  a  great  drawback  to  the  pleasures  of  the 
diase  in  Bavaria  in  the  innumerable  poachers,  who  not  only  carry  on  in- 
cessant war  against  stags  and  chamois,  but  also  against  all  foresters  and 
gamekeepers,  not  sparing,  sometimes,  die  amateur,  who  is  neither  the  one 
nor  the  other.  The  author  relates  a  case  in  which  he  was  adventurous 
eoough  to  attempt  the  capture  of  a  poacher  with  his  friend  Berger,  but 

Shad  to  run  for  their  lives  down  precipices  and  hanging  by  latschen, 
an  occasional  ball  to  quicken  their  progress.  Between  the  poachers 
and  foresters  deadly  afirays  are  of  very  frequent  occurrence.  Mr.  Boner 
Ittd  only  the  foresters'  side  of  the  story,  and  according  to  them  their  acts 
of  prowess  are  truly  extraordinary  : 

It  was  to  the  young  forester's  assistant,  Kothbacher»  that  the  adventure  hap- 
pened.   He  was  going  along  the  ridge  of  the  mountain — the  Geidauer  Eibel 
June-^YOU  xcvm.  no.  cccxc.  h 
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Spitz  it  is  called— sttd  looking  down,  irhat  should  he  tee  but  twenty-thr^e 
men  standing  by  the  hut.  There  is  a  single  hut  there,  you  know,  on  a  green 
aim  at  the  foot  of  steep  wild  rocks.  Well,  he  looked  at  them  a  long  time,  and 
watched  what  they  did,  and  thought,  and  thought, "  If  I  could  only  get  a 
shot  at  one  of  them — only  at  one!**  And  so  he  kept  on  thinking 'how  it 
would  be  possible  to  manage,  and  did  not  go  away  from  the  place,  but  ob- 
served them  through  his  glass,  until  at  last  they  began  to  more.  Tliere  is  a 
little  path  that  leads  from  the  hut  right  over  the  Eibel  Spitz,  and  he  saw  that 
th^  were  coming  up,  one  behind  the  other ;  so  he  lay  still  among  the  latschenp 
ana  waited  till  they  approached.  By-and-by — perhaps  it  was  three^oarteiB 
of  an  hour,  or  maybe  an  hour  after — he  heard  their  voicest  Presently  he  saw 
them  winding  up  the  path  that  led  towards  him.  He  allowed  them  to  advance 
till  they  were  about  eighty  yards  distant,  and  then  let  fly  at  tlie  foremost :  he 
hit  him  in  the  middle  of  the  breast,  and  the  man  dropped  down  on  the  spot, 
stone  dead.  When  they  heard  the  shot,  they  all  stopped,  and  ran  back  some 
distance,  and  grasped  their  rifles.  They  were  exceedingly  astonished,  for  they 
saw  no  one,  and  could  not  tell  where  the  shot  came  from.  Kothbacher,  as  he 
ky  among  the  latschen,  oonld  hear  them  talking  together,  and  deliberating 
what  tliey  should  do.  Some  were  for  going  back,  when  one  of  them  said,  it 
was  a  shame  to  think  of  going  away  without  knowing  more  about  the  matter. 
If  even  there  were  six  or  seven  foresters  there,  what  should  they  mind?  there 
were  twenty-three  of  them,  and  it  would  be  a  cowardly  thing  to  turn  back  for 
a  mere  handful  of  men.  Come  what  might,  he  said,  he  would  go  on,  and  as 
to  the  others,  they  might  follow  if  they  liked.  So  with  rifle  in  hand  all  ready 
to  fire,  on  he  went  alone,  straight  towards  the  place  where  Kothbacher  was 
lying  concealed.  He  let  him  come  on  to  about  sixty  paces,  and  fired  :  the  shot 
turi^  the  fellow  quite  round  oo  one  side ;  he  stopped  short  and  then  fell,  and 
when  the  others  saw  this  they  all  turned,  and  were  off^as  fast  as  they  could  go. 
Kothbacher  now  crept  down  the  mountain  among  the  latschen  on  the  oppo- 
site side,  keeping  in  Ae  bushes,  and  passing  through  the  woods  so  that  no- 
body might  see  him.  I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  when  he  came  down  by 
the  Gems  Wand,  instead  of  going  the  way  he  alwajrs  did,  he  took  the  path 
that  led  to  Baierisch  Zell.  It  leads,  you  know,  over  tlie  mountain  stream,  and 
there  is  a  very  narrow  path  along  it,  and  across  it  is  a  bridge — ^you  passed  it 
when  you  came  down  from  the  Koth  Wand  on  your  road  to  the  Solachen*. 
Well,  when  he  came  here  he  stopped  to  load  his  gun ;  while  he  was  doing  so 
— it  was  dusk  already — he  thought,  as  there  was  no  knowing  what  might  liap- 
pen,  he  would  load  one  barrel  with  shot ;  so  in  one  barrel  he  put  a  ball»  and 
a  handful  of  shot  in  the  other.  He  then  sat  down  among  the  bushes  to  watch 
if  any  one  came,  for  he  fancied  it  was  not  unlikely  that  me  fellows  he  had  met 
on  the  mountain  might  take  that  path  downward,  and  if  so,  they  would  then 
have  to  cross  that  narrow  plank,  and  as  they  came  on  he  might  give  them 
another  welcoming. 

He  had  sat  about  an  hour  when  he  heard  voices ;  they  came  nearer,  and  pre- 
sently he  saw  men  across  the  water,  and  could  just  make  out  that  they  all  were 
arm«l.  That's  right,  he  thought,  they  are  the  same ;  and  when  near,  just  as 
they  were  all  crowded  together,  about  to  cross  the  bridge,  he  fired  his  shot- 
barrel  into  the  midst  of  them.  You  may  suppose  their  consternation,  after 
having  had  two  of  their  comrades  shot  on  the  mountain  without  seeing  who  it 
was  that  fired,  now  in  the  darkness  to  have  the  same  thins  happen  once  more. 
Kothbacher  went  leisurely  through  the  bushes,  and  walked  quietly  home ;  but 
they  were  terrified  almost  out  of  their  senses,  and  did  not  know  what  to  do, 
for  they  never  thought  themselves  safe,  and  could  not  tell  if  another  shot  might 
not  come  peppering  in  among  them  a  moment  after. 

*'  Did  he  kill  one  with  the  last  shot?"  I  asked. 

*'  No ;  he  said  he  heard  quite  well  the  shot  falling  among  them  afler  he  fired. 
He  hit  one  only  in  the  breast;  of  course  he  wounded  him  badly,  but  the  man 
recovered.'* 
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"  And  the  two  he  shot  on  the  mountain  ?" 

**  One  only  was  dead^'the  fint  he  fired  at :  he  fell  directly,  and  never  moved 
after.  The  other  he  hit  in  the  shoulder,  and  hroke  his  arm,  so  that  it  was 
obliged  to  be  taken  off.'' 

And  here  is  another  remaricable  instance  : 

One  of  the  keepers,  while  out  on  the  mountain,  saw  three  Tyrolese  cross  the 
ImL  He  at  once  suspected  what  was  their  intention,  and  instantly  set  off  for 
a,pa8s  among  the  rocks,  where,  if  he  were  right  in  his  conjecture,  he  knew  they 
would  surehr  come.  For  an  hour  or  more  he  waited,  without  hearing  or  seeing 
anythmg  of  them.  At  length,  however,  he  espied  the  poachers  advancing  up 
the  mountain,  and,  keeping  close  to  avoid  being  seen,  let  them  approach.  The 
place  where  he  stood  was  a  narrow  path,  with  rocks  rising  on  one  side,  and  on 
the  other  a  precipice.  When  the  men  were  a  short  distance  from  him,  he  stood 
finrtfa  and  called  to  them  to  lay  down  their  rifles.  As  they  did  not  obey,  he 
shouted  that,  cowards  as  they  were,  he  would  lay  down  his,  and  challenge 
thcoi,  Jf  they  dared,  to  do  the  same  and  come  on  all  three  of  them  armed  only 
with  their  poles.  They  did  so,  and  the  three  advanced  upon  him.  Calm  and 
collected,  he  watched  his  opportunity,  and,  as  they  approached,  thrust  his  iron- 
shod  pole  two  inches  deep  into  the  breast  of  the  foremost  man,  and  sent  him 
toppling  down  into  the  abyss.  The  others,  terror-stricken,  sprang  back  to 
seize  their  rifles,  but  the  keeper  vras  too  quick  for  them :  he  had  already 
grasped  his  own,  and,  levelling  it,  threatened  to  send  a  bullet  through  the  first 
who  should  dare  to  raise  his  weapon.  There  was  nothing  left  them  now  but 
to  letreat ;  and  as  they  did  to  the  keeper  fired  at  one,  sending  a  charge  of  coarse 
shot  into  bis  back  and  wounding  him  badly. 

The  keeperst  on  the  other  hand,  well  know  that  should  they  fall  into  the 
power  of  their  enemies,  the  retribution  will  be  terrible. 

But  we  were  most  of  all  struck  ¥rith  the  following  strange  account  of 
a  men  ehot  widi  the  nfle  at  such  a  distance,  that  there  is  every  probabi- 
lity,  wiUi  the  vast  space  there  exists  between  mountains  for  sound  to  lose 
Itself — the  wave  propagating  itself  downwards  as  well  as  upwards  and 
finrwards-^A  thing  that  cannot  take  place  on  a  flat  surface  or  level 
•oontry,  that  he  nevpr  heard  the  disohiurge  of  the  gun  that  slew  him^ 
waiy  in  fact)  killed  without  knowing  it : 

"Doyou  see  yonder  green  knollf"  said  Neuner,  pointingtoa  rock  rising  out 
of  the  valley,  and  behind  which  a  path  seemed  to  lead  from  the  lower  pastur- 
ages.    ^  Well,  just  on  that  spot  a  poacher  was  shot." 

"  Who  shot  him?*'  I  asked. 

«  One  of  the  under-foresters.  The  fellow  was  a  noted  poacher,  and  had 
drady  fired  several  times  at  the  keepers.  He  was  the  most  desperate  in  the 
whole  country,  and  being  well  known  as  such  they  had  often  tried  to  get  hold 
of  him,  and  bring  him  in  dead  or  alive.  The  young  forester  was  quite  alone, 
and  standing  just  about  where  we  are  now,  when  he  saw  him  from  afar  comine 
i|p  the  path ;  so  he  sat  down  and  waited  for  him.  He  knew  the  path  would 
lead  him  to  yonder  hillock,  and  presently  sure  enough  he  saw  his  head  appear, 
and  then  his  shoulders,  and  then  the  whole  fellow.  He  was  aiming  at  him  all 
the  while,  but  it  was  not  until  the  man  had  reached  the  top  of  the  rock,  and 
stood  before  hhn  at  his  full  height,  that  he  fired.  The  ball  hit  him  in  the  centre 
of  his  chest  It  was  rather  strange,  but  when  struck  the  poacher  puUed  open 
hk  shirt  as  if  surprised,  looked  at  the  shot-wound,  and  then  falling  forwards  on 
bis  ftce,  dropped  down  dead." 


N  2 
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LITERARY    LEAFLETS. 

BY  SIR  NATHANIEL. 

No.  VIIL — Edward  Quillinan. 

Edward  Quillinan  is  a  name  not  much  known  out  of  literary  circles. 
Even  within  them,  it  is  not  a  name  known  and  read  of  all  men.  The 
son-in-law  of  Sir  Egerton  Brj'dges,  and  afterwards  of  Wordsworth — the 
assailant  of  Mr.  Savage  Landor,  in  retaliation  of  the  Southey  and  Porson 
dialogue — ^the  occasional  contributor  to  quarterly  and  monthly  periodi- 
cals— and  the  accomplished  Portuguese  scholar — all  this  Mr.  Quillinan 
was  known  to  be,  and  this  was  about  all.  Nor  has  his  biographer,  in 
the  sketch  prefixed  to  the  present  edition  of  his  Poems,*  added  much  to 
this  sum  total  of  knowledge.  Mr.  Johnston  has  been  cautiously  mind- 
ful of  his  friend*s  opinion,  that  there  is  on  the  part  of  candid  biographers 
a  danger  that  they  may  tell  the  public  more  than  the  public  have  a  right 
to  know.  The  memoir,  however,  so  far  as  it  goes,  is  interesting  and  in 
good  taste — so  much  so,  that  it  stimulates  the  reader's  appetite  to  grow 
by  what  it  feeds  on. 

Wordsworth,  avowedly  slow  to  admire,  and,  as  Mr.  Johnston  says, 
^'  by  no  means  forward  to  express  approbation  even  when  he  felt  it,"  and 
"scarcely  condescending  to  the  language  of  mere  compliment,'*  many 
years  ago  affirmed  his  conviction  that  Mr.  Quillinan  had  it  in  his  power 
to  attain  a  permanent  place  among  the  poets  of  England;  that  his 
thoughts,  feelings,  knowledge,  and  judgment  in  style,  and  skiU  in  metre, 
entitled  him  to  it;  and  that  if  he  had  not  then  (1827)  succeeded  in 
gaining  it,  the  cause  apparently  lay  in  the  choice  of  subjects.  We  fear 
that  the  ensuing  quarter  of  a  century  closed  without  the  success  in 
question  being  realised.  Feeling,  contemplative  ease,  and  what  himself 
somewhere  calls  the  <'  bland  pressure  of  judicious  thous^ht,  and  chaste 
constraint  of  language,"  mark  Mr.  QuilUnan's  verse ;  but  we  nowhere 
recognise,  positively  (as  Wordsworth  hoped)  or  potentially  f  (as  Words- 
worth asserted),  tne  hand  of  the  Maker — ^the  poietes^  whose  poiesis 

*  Poems  by  Edward  QuillinaD.  With  a  Memoir  by  Wm.  Johnston.  Moxon. 
1853. 

The  Lnsiad  of  Luis  de  Camoens.  Books  I.  to  V.  Translated  by  Edward 
QoilliDan.    With  Notes  by  John  Adamson.    Moxon.    1853. 

t  Wordsworth's  criticism,  however  encouraging  to  the  subject  of  it,  was,  we 
should  suppose,  infinitely  less  flattering  than  that  of  the  aspirant's  first  father-in- 
law  was  likely  to  be,  if  we  may  judge  fh)m  extant  specimens.  Mr.  Gillies,  for 
instance,  however  valuable  to  literature  as  a  translator  and  magazine  sketcher,  is 
nowhere,  to  our  knowledge,  accepted  as  an  original  bard.  Yet  to  this  gentlemanV 
quite  foi^tten  efittsions  in  verse  could  Sir  Egerton  Brydges  apply  (and  doubtles* 
with  entire  sincerity)  such  panegyric  as  the  following,  in  letters  addressed  to  the- 
amiable  verse-maker:  '*It  is  p^ect  inspiration!  It  is  as  iiir  superior  to  any 
the  best  composition  of  any  living  poet  rN.B.  This  was  in  1813],  as  ^akspeare, 

and  Milton,  and  Spenser  are  to  the  dead. All  the  compositions  of  other 

living  poets  will  appear  compaiatively  as  nothing  to  me.  If  1  could  attend  ta 
any  mmor  delight  in  the  delirium  of  pleasure  whidi  this  fragment  gives  me,*^ 
&c^  &c  And  again:  '*  Tou  have  fixed  yourself  on  my  mind,  beyond  all  compe- 
tition, the  greatest  genius  of  the  age. Do  not  accuse  me  of  fhlsome  com- 

plhnent.  I  am  incapable  of  sayiog  what  I  do  not  think."  This  "  Curiosity  of 
literature  "  is  to  be  found  in  B^  P.  Gillies' "  Memoirs  of  a  literaiy  Veteran,"  voL  iL 
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guarantees  a  permanent  place  among  the  poets  of  England.  His  brightest 
passages  shine  with  a  rejected  light  from  Rydal's  bright  particular  star 
—for  Wordsworth  had  been,  from  his  youth  upwards,  and  under  circum- 
stances ill  adapted  to  foster  any  such  predilection,  the  venerated  object  of 
his  poetical  studies  and  musing  sympathies. 

Mr.  Quillinan  was  a  soldier  by  profession,  but  literature  was  his  life- 
long pursuit.  He  was  bom  at  Oporto  in  1791,  of  Irish  parents,  from 
whom  he  was  parted  in  his  seventh  year,  in  order  to  receive  an  English 
sdiool  education.  At  fourteen  he  returned  to  Oporto ;  but  everything 
was  changed — his  mother  dead — his  father  married  again— and  the 
eoanting-house  to  which  he  was  introduced  so  heartily  sickened  him 
(''for  my  passion,"  he  says,  ^'  was  for  books  very  unlike  ledgers'*),  that  he 
npeedily  left  for  England,  settled  awhile  in  London,  and  in  1808  pur- 
chased a  cometcy  in  the  "Heavy  Draeoons,"  With  some  brother, 
officers  he  engaged  in  certain  satirical  brochure  writing,  which  ''  brought 
him  in**  a  dividend  of  three  duels  at  once.  The  latter  part  of  the  Penin- 
sular campaign  he  passed  with  his  regiment  in  Spain.  After  the  peace, 
he  published  a  poem  called  ''The  Sacrifice  of  Isabel"  (1816),  which  he 
described  as  an  endeavour  to  portray  with  energy  and  simplicity,  natural 
feelings  in  trying  situations.  It  was  dedicated  to  Sir  Egerton  Brydges, 
whose  daughter,  Jemima,  he  married  in  the  following  year.  In  1821, 
being  quartered  at  Penrith,  he  went  over  to  Rydal  with  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction to  Wordsworth  ;  but,  Mr.  Johnston  tells  us,  "  singularly  enough,* 
as  2At,  QuiUinan  approached  I^dal  Mount  he  became  ashamed  of  pre- 
senting himself  with  a  letter  which  he  was  aware  spoke  of  him  in  rather 
flattering  terms,  and  he  rode  back  again  to  Penrith  with  the  specific  ob- 
ject of  bis  journey  unaccomplished."  He  soon,  however,  retraced  his 
steps,  and  made  a  friend  for  life.  About  the  same  time  he  quitted  the 
army,  and  took  a  cottage  on  the  banks  of  the  Rotha — a  stream  whose 
name  he  gave  to  hb  second  daughter,  just  as  Coleridge  gave  that  of  the 
lierwent  to  his  second  son.  He  lost  his  wife  in  the  following  year,  and 
went  abroad  in  bitter  anguish,  "  endeavouring  to  dissipate  by  change  of 
scene  the  burden  of  sorrow  which  it  had  pleased  Heaven  to  la^  upon 
him."  It  is,  perhaps,  to  the  "  shock  and  passion  of  gnei**  by  which  his 
spirit  vras  then  rent,  and  afterwards  again  when  bereaved  of  his  second 
wife  (Dora  Wordsworth),  that  we  owe  the  most  impressive  and  affecting 

♦  Not  abeolutelj  without  precedent,  however.  Twice  seven  years  before  this 
date,  a  far  more  profound  and  impassioned  admirer  of  William  Wordsworth 
andertook  on  two  occasions  a  long  joomej  expresilj  for  the  purpose  of  paying 
bis  respects  to  that  great  poet;  and  on  each  occasion  he  tells  us,  *'Icame  as  fkras 
the  little  rustic  inn  at  Church  Coniston — ^and  on  neither  occasion  could  I  summon 

confidence  enough  to  present  myself  before  him I  was  not  deficient  [he 

addt]  in  a  reasonable  self-confidence  towards  the  world  generally.  But  the  very 
image  of  Wordsworth,  as  I  prefigured  it  to  my  own  planet-struck  eye,  crushed 

my  fiMSultiiM  as  before  El^ah  or  St.  Paul Once  I  absolutely  went  forward 

to  the  vexy  gorge  of  Hammerscar,"  within  sight  of  the  poet's  cottage,  and, 
"aSUhmf  one  hasty  glimpse  of  this  loveliest  of  landscapes,  I  retreated  like  a 
gaUty  thmg,  for  fear  I  might  bo  surprised  by  Wordsworth,  and  then  returned 

fidst-heartedly  to  Coniston,  and  so  to  Oxford,  re  infectd, And  thus  fiur, 

from  mere  excess  of  nervous  distrust  in  my  own  powers  for  sustaining  a 
eoQversation  with  Wordsworth,  I  had,  for  nearly  five  years,  shrunk  from  a 
meeting  for  which,  beyond  all  things  under  heaven,  I  longed.** — Lake  Remmiscencei : 
h  Am  EngUth  Opimn-eater, 
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id  Mr.  QuilUiian's  yen^s^  His  linss,  beginniog  <<  Madneai,  if  thou  wilt 
let  me  dwell  with  thee,"  exhale  the  hot  fierce  bieath  o£  despair  itseUT 
Society  at  Berne  mored  him  to  exdaim— 

It  is  a  mdandioly  art 

To  take  the  theme  the  gav  impart 

With  a  complacent  smile : 
They  liule  think  the  secret  heart 

Is  aching  all  the  while. 

The  sight  of  her  favonnte  fidd^flowers,  or  of  a.  *^ aeit  Une  eym^*  wnmg 
£rom  him  a  wail  that  £untly  echoes  that  of  him  who  dwelt  alone  upon 
Helvellyn's  side,  and  made  ms  moan  fer  die  pretty  Barbara.  Wherever 
the  bereaved  man  wandered,  there  npioae  some  symbol  to  associate  fait 
thoughts  with  the  quiet  churchyml  of  Graameore — some  tortnziiig 
memory  to  deepen  the  affliction  of  those 

Who,  with  a  yain  compunction,  bum 

To  expiate  faults  that  griered 
A  breast  they  never  more  can  pain,. 
A  heart  they  cannot  please  again*— 

The  living,  the  bereaved. 

O  vain  complaint  of  selfishness  I 
Weak  wish  to  paralyse  distress ! 

The  tear,  the  pang,  the  groan, 
Are  justly  mine,  who  once  possessed. 
Yet  sometimes  pain'd,  the  modest  breast 

Where  love  was  ever  known. 

Returning  to  England,  he  resided  either  with  his  late  wife's  relatives  in 
Rent,  or  at  his  own  house  in  town — with  occasional  visits  to  the  Words* 
worths  and  other  Mends.  Twice  he  subsequently  visited  Portugal,  hi 
1841,  "the  long  attachment  between  him  and  Dora  Wordsworth,  which 
first  sprang  out  of  the  root  of  grief,  was  crowned  by  their  marriage." 
They  passed  two  happy  summers  at  "  The  Island"  in  Windermere  {l^ 
them  by  their  friend  Mr.  Curwen,  more  suo — whence  Wordsworth's 
name  for  the  place,  Borrow-me'an  Island),  enjoying  the  oompany  of 
Professor  Wilson*  and  other  choice  spirits.  With  the  next  year  came 
anxieties  about  Mrs.  Quillinan's  health,  and,  a  voyage  to  the  south  oi 
Europe  being  recommended,  they  both  undertook  a  tour  in  Spain  and 
Portugal — an  account  of  which  the  invalid  lady  published  in  1846.t 
The  ensuinz  summer  was  her  last  "It  would  be  an  improper  dis- 
dosure  of  domestic  privacy,**  Mr.  Johnston  observes,  "to  quote  ths 
lettufi  written  by  her  husband  during  that  time  of  misery :  let  it  suffice 
to  say  that  nowhere,  either  in  worics  of  fiction  or  records  of  actual  lifi^ 
has  the  writer  of  this  memoir  ever  seen  letters  more  distinctly  marked  bj 
manly  sense,  combined  with  almost  feminine  tenderness."  The  "  Suspiris* 

♦  With  whom  Mr.  Quillinan's  friendship  began,  we  beBeve,  in  a  l»te"*'^i£j^ 
lending  in  rite  and  progress  to  the  same  character  as  that  of  Moors  andJeffr^ 

t  In  Taift  Magazine  for  that  year,  Mr.  Qoillinan  paUisfaed  a  minute  dtfW; 
tion  of  "  The  Foz,"  or  marine  suburb  of  Oporto,  under  the  title  of  "  The  BeUe 
—of  the  incidents  in  which  sketch  "there  are  probably  ffew,"  he  ■■?•»  "^"^ 
aie  not  true,**  though  characters  and  events  are  intermhigled  and  ^^"'^^^'^^ 
avoid  offensive  personality.  It  "is  neither  a  novel  nor  a  romance,  sod.  as 
thought  it  proper  to  add,  "  least  of  all  a  satire.*' 
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mi  other  poems  in  this  collection,  testify  to  the  moumer's  ncnd 
aonow.     Thos : 

Oh  for  a  glance  into  the  world  abore  I 

Enfranchbed  trembler,  thou  art  surely  there! 

Nt>t  mine  the  gloom  faoattc  to  despair 

Of  grace  for  tbee :  but,  reft  of  thy  pure  love, 

So  dread  a  conflict  in  my  soul  I  prove, 

So  lost  I  feel  in  solitary  care, 

So  frail,  forlorn^  and  worthless,  that  I  dare 

Aspire  to  no  such  height,  unless  the  dove 

Of  peace,  descending,  teach  my  hope  to  soar. 

Fond  heart !  thy  wounds  were  heal'd,  thy  sins  forgtfen ; 

I  saw  thee  die ;  I  know  that  thou  art  blest. 

Thou,  djing  sufferer,  wert  wing'd  for  heaven ; 

And  when  thy  spirit  mounted  to  its  rest 

My  guardian  angel  fled,  to  come  no  more. 

'^Two  graves  in  Grasmere  Vale,  yew-shaded  both,  his  all  of  life,  if  lifc 
be  love^  comprised ;"  and  to  a  space  remaining  for  himself  between  them, 
the  sorrowers  thoughts  were  now  habitually  directed.  He  continued  to 
live  with  his  daughtttv  in  the  same  cottage,  Lougfarigg  Holme.  ^  He 
walked  about  more  than  ever  with  Mr.  Wordsworth.  They  had  now 
a  new  sympathy,  but  a  sad  one.  It  pointed  to  a  grave  in  Gnsmeate 
churchyard.^  Yet  a  little  while,  and  the  elder  poet*  was  carried  to  tfat 
same  peaceful  God's-acre.  Nor  was  the  end  of  the  other  far  oflF.  Mr. 
Quillinan  died  in  the  following  year  (1951) — talking  of  literature,  his 
ruling  passion,  in  the  delirium  of  approaclnng  dissolution ;  and  even 
after  he  had  ceased  to  recognise  his  cnildren,  one  hour  before  he  died, 
endeavouring,  pen  and  ink  in  hand,  to  pursue  his  translation  of  the 
"  History  of  Portugal,"  that  it  might  "  be  of  use"  to  the  daughters  who 
stood  by  his  bedside,  though  he  knew  them  not.  On  the  12th  of  July, 
1851,  the  green  sods  of  Grasmere  churchyard  covered  another  shrouded 
denizen,  there  to  sleep  beside  the  darlings  of  his  heart,  beneath  the 
shadow  of  the  yew-trees  near  at  hand,  and  the  everlasting  hills  not  afar 
o£  Restless  hath  been  the  greed,  within  the  last  few  years,  of  that 
Churchyard  among  the  Mountains. 
Mr.   Quillinan  was  by  education  and  profession  a  Roman  Catholic, 

*  In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  H.  N.  Coleridge,  Mr.  Quillinan  thus  announces  the  decease 
of  William  Wordsworth:  "We  had  known  for  two  or  three  days  at  least  that 
there  was  no  hope;  but  we  were  led  to  believe  that  the  end  was  not  yet.  At 
twdve  o'clock  this  day  [April  23 — said  to  be  Shakspeare's  birthday  and  dsath- 
diy  too],  however,  he  passed  away,  very,  veijr  quietly.  Mrs.  Wordsworth  is 
quite  resigned.  There  is  always  some  sweetening  of  the  bitterest  cup;  it  was 
expected  that  be  would  linger  perhaps  for  some  weeks,  and  that  his  sufferings 
would  be  extreme;  but  the  mercy  of  Qod  has  shortened  the  agony,  and  we  fondly 
hope  that  he  did  not  suffer  much  pain— that  he  had  not  reached  that  stage 
of  suffering  which  the  medical  men  apprehended.  Last  night  I  was  with  him  for 
about  hair  an  hour  up  to  ten  o'clock ;  he  lay  quite  still  and  never  spoke,  except 
to  can  for  water,  which  he  often  did.  '  Drink,  drink,'  was  all  he  said.  William 
(hb  younger  son)  sat  up  with  him  till  past  five  o'clock,  and  was  then  relieved  by 
John  (hie  elder  son),  who  had  only  returned  from  Brigham  (his  parish)  at  nine 
Issteveniag.  He  remained  to  the  last  in  the  same  quiet  state,  never  moving; 
yet  as  this  had  been  the  case  so  long,  and  he  had  always  been  most  unwilling  to 
iBOi^  or  to  have  his  position  altered,  it  was  by  no  means  supposed  that  the  last 
hour  was  so  near.    He  is  gone  I    You  know  well  the  distress  at  Rydal  Monnii'' 
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but  he  practically  conformed  to  the  Church  of  England.  In  politics 
he  was  Conservative.  As  a  man,  he  was  generally  respected  and  beloved. 
One  of  his  friends,  who  affirms  his  belief  that  '<  a  more  noble,  generous, 
and  high-minded  creature  never  breathed,*'  remarks  that  **  probably  his 
failing  was  an  excitability  and  restlessness  which  indicated  that  Irish 
blood  was  in  his  veins."  This  excitability  carried  him  in  1819  to  Edin- 
burgh, to  retort  gravely  upon  the  banter  of  his  Blackwood  critic  ;  and 
to  ue  same  spirit  we  may  trace  his  caricature  of  Mr.  Landor's  Forson 
and  Southey,  in  1842.*  As  the  "son-in-law  of  the  calumniated  poet," 
he  felt  called  on  to  resent,  with  no  slight  "  appearance  of  con  tempt,"  the 
'<  odious  misapplication"  of  the  author  of  Gebir's  powers  in  ^'  his  gross 
attack  on  Wordsworth.*'  With  such  a  temperament,  it  was  Iiappy  for 
31r.  Quillinan  that  his  poetical  sympathies  were  with  the  Wordsworth 
school,  rather  than  with  Byron  and  other  Kraftmiinner.  He  never 
attained  the  sublime  repose  which  consecrates  the  philosophy  of  his  great 
exemplar,  but  unquestionably  that  philosophy  must  have  had  a  profound 
and  soothing  influence  of  restraint  upon  his  inner  life,  as  well  as  upon 
his  verses.  How  carefully  he  modelled  his  manner  upon  tliat  of  Words- 
worth— unless,  indeed,  the  imitation  was  an  unconscious  habit — may  be 
seen  in  his  lines,  "  Wild  Flowers  of  Westmoreland/*  "  The  Birch  of 
•Silver  How,"  some  of  the  sonnets,  &c.  The  following  illustrates  his 
more  independent  manner : 


To  Miss  • 


Thou  wert  to  me  a  mystery  of  not  unpleasing  dread  ; 

Thou  art  to  me  a  l)istory  that  I  have  quickly  read! 

There  is  a  spell  upon  thee  which  1  would  not  read  aloud 

To  any  but  thy  secret  ear  within  an  arbour's  shroud. 

For  though  it  might  be  quickly  said,  thy  cheek  would  change  its  hue 

If  'twere  exprest  by  more  than  one,  or  heard  by  more  than  two. 

It  is  not  guilt,  it  is  not  shame ;  though  leading  oft  to  both 

In  breasts  where  sensibility  is  prodigal  of  growth. 

Thou  art  not  happy,  though  thy  smile  would  fain  the  truth  deny  ; 
I  know  too  much  of  sorrow's  guile  to  trust  a  laughing  eye  : 
Thine  is  a  genuine  woman's  heart ;  all  woman  to  the  core  ; 
beware ;  be  warn'd  before  we  part !  for  we  shall  meet  no  more. 
(Though  not  perchance  without  a  sigh  shall  memory  oft  retrace 
That  tine  pale  air  of  intellect  and  melancholy  grace.) 
Farewell,  forget  me  if  thou  wilt,  while  pleasures  round  thee  blooro, 
Remember  me  when  thou  art  left  in  solitude  and  gloom. 

By  way  of  relief  to  this  minor  key,  we  quote 

From  an  Albitm. 
Lady,  are  you  dark  or  fair, 

Owner  of  this  pretty  book  ? 
What's  tlie  colour  of  your  hair? 
Are  you  blithe  and  debonnaire, 

Or  demure  of  look  ? 

♦  Mr.  Landor's  only  reply  seems  to  have  been  a  pun  on  his  adversary's  Q'"^' 
inanitiesy—not  an  original  one,  however,  for  Quill-inane  was  a  bit  of  spelling  ana 
-sarcasm  of  thirty  years*  standing,  with  the  genesis  of  which,  the  lieutenaat  oj 
dragoons  had  himself  made  Mr.  Landor  acquainted  at  the  time.    See  ^Memoir, 
p.  xxxiil. 
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If  your  eyes  are  black  as  sloes. 

And  youT  locks  of  ebon  hue ; 
O'er  jroiir  cheeks  if  nature  throws 
Only  just  enough  of  rose, 

Why,  I  think  you'll  do. 

If  with  pretty  mouth  you  sing, 

Void  of  all  extravaganza. 
Tender  melodies  that  bring 
Hearts  around  you  fluttering, . 

You  are  worth  a  stanza. 

If  you  be  in  soul  a  child 

Lively  as  a  meteor, 
Tet  with  a  discretion  mild, 
Tempering  the  spirit  wild, 

You*re  a  charming  creature. 

Nearly  all  the  poets  have  sung  of  a  Margaret  (and  in  this  they  have 
tU  done  weU,  though  they  have  not  all  sung  well)— here  is  Mr.  Quillinan's 
contribution 

In  the  Album  of  Mabgabbt . 

Both  meanings  of  Za  Marguerite, 

The  daisy  or  the  pearl. 
For  once  in  perfect  concord  meet, 
^  And  suit  the  very  girl  I 

Some  prophet  surely  gave  that  name 

At  the  baptismal  hour 
Of  one  who  sparkles  like  a  gem. 

Though  modest  as  the  flower.* 

We  conclude  our  quotations  with  a  fragment  descriptive  of  Words- 
worth, from  some  lines  on  the  visit  of  Queen  Adelaide  to  the  aged 
bard: 

Him,  the  High  Druid  of  the  oak-clad  fells 
And  aqueous  vales  of  our  romantic  North, 
The  breasts  of  thousands,  yea  of  millions,  own 
To  be  the  Seer,  whose  power  hath  o*er  them  most 
A  swa)r  like  that  of  conscience  .... 

He,  in  his  sunny  childhood,  sported  wild 
Among  the  wild  flowers  and  the  pensile  ferns 
That  fringe  the  craggy  banks  of  waterfiills, 
Whose  pools  were  arched,  with  irises  enwoven 
Of  spray  and  sunbeams :  these  into  his  mind 
Pass'd,  and  were  blent  with  fancies  of  ^is  own  ; 
And  in  that  interfusion  of  bright  hues 
His  soul  grew  up  and  brightened.     On  the  peaks 
Of  mighty  hills  he  learnt  the  mysteries 
That  float  *twixt  heaven  and  earth.    The  strenuous  key 
Of  cloud-born  torrents  liarmonised  his  verse 

•  If  ever  we  execute  our  project  of  an  Anthology  of  what  the  poets  (^'blessmgs 
oewith  them,  and  eternal  praise  I")  have  said  of  the  names  of  hidies  (on  whom 
wthe  stme  benediction  invoked),  m  some  six  or  eight  Tolumes  octavo.  La  Mar' 

Ci  l^ds  fiur  to  monopolise  one  volume  to  herself.  Nor  shall  we  grudge  it 
while,  we  wish  certain  other  names  of  signiiicant  sweetness  had  a  richer 
aterttnre  of  their  own.  Florence,  for  example— a  name  which  (at  least  we  have 
B^  with  One  to  warrant  the  belief)  might  inspire  stanzas  fit  to  draw  three  souls 
^of  one  weaver.  It  might  make,  whom  ^e  gods  have  not  made,  poetical.  But 
"^  impaidooable  ever  to  bestow  it  on  a  creature  with  a  beard ! 
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To  strength  and  sireetncM  %  but  the  Toiee  Ahat  brake 
The  cedars  upoD  LebaooB — none  elia 
Taught  him  to  reml  more  Blnbbom  slodcf  than  they. 
The  obdurate  hearttof  meo. 

It  18  right  to  add,  that  the  few  extracts  we  have  given  afford  bat  t 
narrow  glimpse  of  the  merit  of  a  volame  of  poems  which  CTery  Lake 
Schoolman  (conventionally,  however  incorrectly,  speaking)  will  wish  to 
pnt  on  his  shelf. 

We  have  just  grace  enough  left  to  confess  that  our  knowledge  of  the 
Portueuese  language  is  simply  nil ;  and  therefore  our  incompetency  to 
<<  taclde"  Mr.  Quillinan's  translation  of  the  ^<  Lusiad"  stands  out  in 
hideous  distinctness.  The  ergo  nuiy  be  called  a  mm  sequitur,  according 
to  the  practice  and  precedents  of  tlie  Art  of  Critieism ;  but  let  that  past. 
Shortly  before  his  death,  Mr»  Qoillinan  was  spoken  of  in  the  Quarterfy 
Bemeuf  as  ''  probably  the  first  Portuguese  soiM>lar  in  the  kingdom.''  In 
undertaking  a  translation  of'  Gaoioens,  he  engaged  in  a.  labour  of  1o?b^ 
imcheered  by  any  confident  hope  of  popularising  a  minstrel  lAum 
foreigners  are  content  to  admire  at  a  distance,  and  mom  transktors  hare 
commonly  found  it  difficult  to  acclimatise  as  an  exotic — as  M.  de  Scum* 
and  others  learnt  to  their  cost.  Camoens  is,  as  Sismondi  says,  the  sole 
poet  of  Portugal,  whose  c^ebrtty  has  extended  beyond  the  Peninsnla, 
and  who  had  the  honour  of  writing  the  earliest  epic  m  any  of  the 
modem  tongues  ;t  yet  people  are  wont  to  accept  the  celebrity  as  a  tra- 
dition, finding  it  less  convenient  in  such  cases  to  prove  all  things  than  to 
hold  f&st  that  which  is,  bv  courtesy,  good.  So  Camoens,  like  the  hero 
of  the  drinking-song,  is  chorused  as  a  ^*  good  fellow,"  whose  goodness 
"nobody  can  deny^ — under  penalty  of  reading  his  epic.  In  titmsktioDS 
of  such  a  kind,  therefore, 

Tis  not  for  mortals  to  command  success : 

but  Mr,  Quillinan  has  done  more— deserved  it     If  spirit^  elegancy  and 
finish,!  can  render  the  '<  Lusiad"  acceptable  to  an  English  public,  his 

*  ^  Called  upon  Madame  de  Souza,  and  saw  her  husband's  Camoens.  This  book 
has  cost  him  near  4000/.,  and  he  has  nerer  sold  acopy."— IWorjr  of  Thomas  Mo^ 
1820.  {Memoirs,  vol  ilL,  p.  105.)  This  is  "  the  splendid  editkm"  described  by  &•• 
mondL  By  poet  Phillips's  pMIoMpfaj  in  tha  ''Splendid  ShiUing,''  M.  de  Sonsa 
was  a  happy  man,  as-  reiamer  extnu^dinary .  . 

t  Neither  Ariosto  nor  his  feUow-romanoen  aspired  to  the  character  of  ^ 
writers.  Nor  did  Tasso  publish  his  "Jerusalem  DeUvored**  untU  the  year  aiw 
the  death  of  Camoens.  Trissino  had  essayed  an  epk^  on  the  liberation  of  Itsij 
from  the  Gauls,  but  broke  down.  , 

X  A  rough  line  here  and  there  remains  to  show  that  he  had  not,  as  hi»^^ 
Mr.  Adamson,  remarks,  **  given  his  last  supervision  to  the  yersification.  j^^ 
instance,  not  at  allin  Mr.  Qnilllnan's  style  is  the  second  Une  in  the  couplet: 

Until  his  rabid  fangs  enfix  his  throat, 

And  down  at  last  tumbles  the  ezhansted  bmte. 

C.iii,«*-*^' 
Or  the  scansion  of  the  third  line  following: 

The  startled  mother,  fiBigniogthen  to  ana 

On  my  behalf  addressed  her;    The  divine 

Bnohantresssaid,  as  half  compliant, 

**  How  shall  a  Nereid  learn  to  love  aigiant  ?*  ^ 

But  such  instancaaara  too  race  noi  to  benmarloaWa 
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Tenion  onght  to  be  in  request.  It  comprises  the  first  five  books,  wfaidi 
indode  the  most  admired  sections  of  the  ^ie, — viz.,  the  story  of  Ignez 
de  Castro,  she  who 


-with  e)'es  whose  beauty  charm'd  the  air. 


Meek  as  a  Iamb  deroted  fh>m  the  fold. 
Gazed  on  her  parent  frantic  with  the  woe, 
And  unresisting  took  the  fatal  blow  ; 

and  also  the  vmsm  at  the  Gape  of  Grood  Hope,  which,  in  the  rigomii 
intemretation  of  Mr.  Quillinan,  shows  quite  anodier  front  from  the  oom*^ 
paratively  dull  presentment  of  William  Julius  Mickle.  Fain  would  wa 
quote  the  vision  entire ;  but  'tis  not  for  mortals  to  command  space  any, 
mxttt  than  success^  and  therefore  be  it  our  consolation  (pace  tanti  editor) 
ta  deserve  it. 


CAJdP  SONG. 


Pippwid  to  be  song  bj  a  refugee  Pole,  captain  of  Koscioirico^s  Chaaseors,  at  a  wine-hoaae 


Ek  a  Bde,  mhI  dare  to  own  it : 
(hie  of  Eraainaky's  old  Bed  Lancers, 

Wben  be  led  tbnmgh  flame  and  tfannder 
Tte  stoat  tnwpa  of  ooal-Uaok  pranoerft 

Bbgt  Tohoi!*  Herr  Eraainri^, 

Ciiny?  /  vBCj  Hetman  dear ; 
Bravest  heart  that  bled  for  Poland— 

Heart  that  never  felt  a  fear. 

Otno  Bacco  !  horn  we  battled, 

(Uscped  and  marched  the  wide  world  oyer. 
Gwmwttt/  Tm  like  the  Cahnao, 

In  mj  own  land  but  a  rover. 

We  were  there  by  Varshow'sf  city, 

At  the  hanrett  of  the  plain, 
When  tbo  Buanm  bleod^^f^iili/— 

FeU  wwm  and  fMt  aa  the  anmmer  nun. 

When  Tobolska  fM  the  bonfire, 

Hot  aod  flaming  each  a  roaster  {iMighs)^ 
We  were  there  wiSa  lance  and  sabre, 

And  a  pistol  at  each  holster. 

Saerameni!  old  PUtoflTs  Cossacke, 
Sheating  slafea,^  who  cared  for  no  hmd, 

How  WW  doTO  them  to  the  navel, 
When  we  thooght  on  bleeding  Pohmd. 

Wha  proud  RheiDow's  stoutest  ramparts 
Flew  to  heaven  in  fiery  shivers, 

Werusbed  up,  tbom;fa  aheU  and  faidlet 
Were  sweeping  down  in  red-hot  rivers. 


lake  a  orimsoD  ciend  we  spread  ua 
0*er  the  crumbling  breach,  loud  roaring, 

When  in  streams,  as  from  a  crater, 
Lurid  lava  fire  was  pouring. 

Our  dai^  path  was  fit  by  lightning; 

From  the  sBoko-doud  leaping,  fladdng, 
When  the  glowing  globes  of  iron 

Through  the  burning  roofs  went  crashing. 

And  the  dim  and  dusky  vapour. 
Breathed  as  hot  aa  helPs  red  prison. 

And  a  shriek  of  thousands  joining) . 
From  the  pillaged  city's  risen. 

Now  for  burst  of  whirlwind  charging, 
And  the  war-drum's  stormy  rattle, 

Now  for  shrill  v(»ce  of  the  bugle 
Heard  above  the  eddying  battle ; 

The  deep  tramn  of  men  united, 
Dreadful  as  the  earthquake's  tread. 

And  the  rumble  of  the  cannon, 
Muffled  by  down-trodden  dead. 

Crithto  !  how  the  spearman's  pennon 
In  the  frost  air  floats  aind  dances ; 

Were  the  white  sky  now  to  fall  in, 
We  could  hold  it  on  our  lances. 

Now  to  horse  my  fellow-troopers, 

Leave  your  drinking,  shouting,  siDc;ing; 

Hark  I  the  well-loiown  sound  that  calls  us« 
Blade  againat  steel  stirrup  ringing. 

G.  W.  T. 


*  A  Sbronio  aalnt«tisft>    Tbai»orthaa»of  all  langpagwi,  pckedup  by  the  mercenary  in 
afferent  countries, 
t  U.  atMtiecow,  under  Napoleon. 
X  The  Cosnck  "  Bourra  r  was  tfaeir^weU-known  war-cry. 
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NEWS  FROM  EGYPT .• 

It  would  be  a  difficult  task,  without  a  file  of  the  Athenceumy  to  enume* 
rate  all  the  books  that  have  appeared,  during  the  last  few  years,  about 
Egypt.  The  cry  is,  still  they  come ;  and,  though  differing  greatly  in 
manner  and  style,  some  instruction  may  be  derived  from  even  the  most 
trifling  details  of  Fellah  life.  Lepsius  and  '^  our  &t  contributor  to 
Punchj\  though  enviaaginy  (to  use  a  Gallicism)  their  subject  from  very 
different  sides,  have  both  added  to  our  store  of  information.  Authors, 
fast  and  slow,  have  said  their  say  about  Egypt :  hardly  an  Englishman, 
who  has  any  pretensions  to  the  character  of  a  travelled  man,  but  has 
climbed  to  the  summit  of  the  Great  Pyramid,  honourable  exception  b^ng 
made,  however,  of  a  majority  of  the  aforesaid  authors,  who  have  made 
their  travels,  at  the  most»  "  autour  de  leurs  chambres.'* 

The  work  we  have  now  under  consideration,  can  hardly  be  ranked 
under  any  of  the  present  literary  categories.  It  is  not  fieist,  and  at  the 
same  time  is  far  from  being  slow ;  it  progresses  at  a  sort  of  ambling 
canter,  peculiar  to  those  horses  warranted  for  ladies'  riding.  The  aa- 
ihor  of  course  had  no  idea  that  his  letters  would  ever  be  made  pubHc, 
and  iBO  on,  according  to  the  formula  expressly  made  and  provided.  The 
correspondence  appears,  however,  to  be  bon&fide  the  production  of  a 
young  man,  whose  parents  sent  him  out  to  see  the  world,  with  plenty 
of  money,  and  doubtlessly  with  much  good  advice.  His  intention  was 
to  study  from  nature,  and  some  bias  led  him  to  Egypt.  No  new  dis- 
coveries need,  therefore,  be  expected  from  him :  he  travelled  the  camd 
and  dromedary  beaten  track  of  his  predecessors,  and,  consequently,  met 
with  but  very  few  incidents  or  accidents.  His  life  was  essentially  that 
of  an  artist  who  travels  partly  for  pleasure,  partly  for  profit,  and  we 
need  not  wonder  that  he  rega^s  most  matters  "  en  couleur  de  rose. 
The  result  of  his  tour,  however,  has  been  a  remarkably  pleasant  and 
chatty  little  book,  extracts  from  which  we  have  fiGtncied,  will  greatly 
amuse  our  readers. 

After  stating  that  our  artist-author  started  on  his  travels  fromHtf- 
seilles  by  the  English  mail  steamer,  we  will  allow  him  to  tell  his  plain 
unvarnished  tale  in  the  first  person : 

Cairo,  March  80. 

Four  days  ago  I  arrived  in  this  fabulous  city  of  the  **  Thousand  and 
One  Nights."  Everything  seems  to  go  on  most  swinmiingly  with  m^ 
for  I  have  been  enabled  to  hire  a  whole  two-storied  house ;  for  it  is 
most  unpractical  to  take  one  or  two  rooms,  as  a  whole  house  is  p^o[)0^ 
tionably  cheaper  and  more  advantageous  for  me.  The  expense  of  living 
in  an  hotel  here  is  ten  francs  a  day;  my  house  costs  me  thirty- two  fr*"^ 
per  month  ;  but  I  must  also  have  an  interpreter  and  a  servant,  who  will 
cost  me  fifty  francs  per  month. 

On  the  eighth  day  after  leaving  Malta,  the  flat  Egyptian  coast  rose  w 
sight,  and  the  pilots  soon  came  on  board,  whose  little  boats,  riding  over 
the  blue  waves,  which  possessed  a  remarkable  purity  and  brillianoi^ 
afforded  a  most  peculiar  appearance  in  connexion  with  the  ruddy  hue  of 

•  Briefe  aus  iEgypten  und  Nubien,  von  Wilhelm  Gentz.  Willianw  and 
Norgate. 
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the  sailor's  dress*  The  coast  of  Alexandria  is  perfectly  flat  and  sandj, 
and  is  nothing  bat  a  desert.  On  one  side  may  be  seen  hundreds  of 
little  windmills,  between  which  several  tribes  of  FeUahs  have  raised  their 
mud  huts ;  on  the  other  a  huge  promontory,  at  the  end  of  which  are  the 
celebrated  Fanal  and  the  h^ms  of  Mehemet  Ali  and  Ibrahim  Pacha. 
When  I  reached  my  destination,  I  was  left  entirely  to  myself.  The 
porters  carried  off  my  baggage,  wanted  to  be  paid  thrice  the  proper 
amount  beforehand,  and  made  such  a  disturbance,  that  I  was  obliged  to 
employ  my  stick.  Besides  this,  I  could  not  understand  a  sbgle  word. 
Hy  tn^  were  at  length  carried  to  the  custom-house,  where  I  eventually 
socoeeded  in  packing  them  on  a  donkey,  and  started  for  town,  to  look 
tar  an  European  hoteL 

Alezandrui  is  intenially  narrow  and  dirty,  like  all  Turkish  towns, 
shfaough  from  the  harbour  it  presents  an  European  appearance ;  dirt, 
however,  is  very  frequently  alhed  to  the  picturesque,  and  so  I  do  not 
complain  about  it.  The  heat  is  naturally  intense,  and  at  night  the  dew 
Ms  in  such  quantities,  that  your  clothes  would  be  wet  through  if  you 
exposed  yourself  to  it  I  am  obliged  to  dress  myself  warmly :  I  am 
forced  to  wear  a  thick  fez  or  tarbusch,  and  must,  besides,  wrap  myself 
m  blankets,  to  protect  myself  from  the  sun. 

I  only  stopped  a  week  in  Alexandria.  I  made  some  drawings  of  the 
most  characteristic  objects  in  the  town,  and  excarsions  without  the  waUs, 
to  view  the  more  interesting  remains  of  antiquity.  I  was  principally 
Btrack,  however,  by  the  frightful  wretchedness  of  the  lower  classes.  I 
rode  wad  walked  a  good  deal  through  the  villages  round  the  town,  and 
had  many  showers  of  stones  and  hundreds  of  dogs  behind  me ;  but  this 
was  only  the  case  in  the  worst  tribes.  I  must  speak  in  the  most  praise- 
worthy terms  of  the  greater  portion  of  the  inhabitants  :  they  are  ^ntle, 
and  pay  great  respect  to  Europeans ;  for  instance,  I  drew  for  nearly  two 
hours,  in  one  of  the  subterranean  catacombs,  all  by  myself  without  being 
distarbed  in  any  way.  In  the  neighbourhood  of  houses  I  was  certainly 
surrounded  by  some  two  dozen  children,  but  *by  giving  the  biggest 
among  them  a  trifle,  he  will  stop  for  hours  by  your  side,  and  drive  the 
others  away.  The  villages  inhabited  by  the  soldiers,  who  are  en- 
couraged to  marry  to  check  desertion,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Alex- 
andria, consist  of  square  blocks  of  houses,  which  are  built  with  some 
regulari^.  The  houses  themselves,  however,  are  very  low — ^hardly  high 
enough  tor  a  man  to  stand  upright  in  them.  As  they  are  built  oi  mud, 
the  yilltLf^  and  the  ground  can  scarcely  be  distinguished  from  each 
other.  The  whole  house  consists  of  only  one  room,  in  which  man,  wife, 
diildren,  goats,  poultry,  and  so  on,  lodge.  On  the  roof  the  dung  is 
piled  i:^,  to  dry  in  the  sun,  and  be  afterwards  used  for  buminc^.  The 
popoUtion,  naturally,  dwells  in  the  street  during  the  day,  while  the 
(Mlren  run  about  naked :  the  males  are  at  work  or  in  town,  and  only 
sle^  in  the  house  :  the  women  have  to  manage  everything  belonging  to 
doinestic  arrangements.  Here  I  found  a  good  opportimity  of  studying 
the  type  of  tiie  women  and  children,  as  they  cannot  always  be  covert 
during  their  work.  Few  Europeans  find  their  way  into  these  dirty 
labyrinths,  and,  therefore,  only  make  acquaintance  with  the  least  inte- 
resting portion  of  the  mode  of  life. 

I  came  np  to  Cairo  m  a  littie  steamer;  and  tiie  passage-money  was 
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raonnow.  We  -hfld  to  ,go  livoii^h  w8  canu  wnck  MolmiMt  Ali  com- 
pktod  in  mz  months,  W  the  aid  Si  60,000  worionen,  half  of  whom  wen 
stated  to  haire  died,  before  resMifaii^  tiie  Nile.  ^Hie  scene  was  Tory 
ammiiled  :  we  inetninneroas  boats  kden-wiA'fenMile  shares 'from  Abys- 
sinia,  and  trennKMrls,  -so  crowded  with  BoldieiB  that  tii^  had  not  room  to 
stir,  but  were  forced  to  maintain  die  aarae  position  during  the  wfaok 
Ti^fagpe.  At  Atfeh  we  went  on  board  anotharsteani-boat,  andeoon  -foonl 
onrseWes  on  the  riTor  of  nrers,  the  wide  and  g^orions  Nile.  It  was  efening^ 
the  heavens  were  tinged  with  a  most  glorious  fane,  and  I  never  remeniber 
to  have  enjoyed  so  thorou^j  the  eheerfbl  and  yet  majedtio  sileace  xf. 
nature.  'Ine  Nile  made  a  magical  impression,  with  its  broad  expanse  cf 
water.  The  background,  on  either  side,  was  equaUj  magnificent:  in 
tiie  distance  I  saw  a  beautiful  town,  n^hose  white  minarets  wero  gilded 
by  the  last  rays  of  the  sun,  and  formed  a  pleasant  contrast  witii  the  lo% 
palm<*trees  tlwt  stood  around  them ;  on  the  other  side  a  village  rose, 
under  the  protection  of  some  noble  trees,  which,  with  their  gloon^ 
aspect,  frnrmshed  a  double  contrast  to  tiie  still  «nd  golden  mirror  of  t» 
river;  tiie  white  ibis,  witli  its  long  wings,  floated  over  the  pknn; 
herds  were  being  driven  down  to  the  water^s  edge  to  drink :  besides  tin^ 
a  mass  of  Egyptian  barics,  with  their  high  masts  ami  boom%  of  aveiy 
peculiar  form :  all  this  formed  a  most  enchanting  picture.  I  was  well 
repaid  in  finding  the  Nile  even  more  beautSul  than  I  had  imagined.  The 
bulks  became  still  more  exquisite  as  we  advanced,  but  at  length  the 
gorgeous  panorama  was  veil^  by  night.  But  my  ideas  were  suddenly 
recalled  to  Germany  and  home ;  for  a  band  of  musicians  came  on  bosid 
our  vessel  at  starting,  and  played  some  exquisite  melodies.  ThenatiteB 
on  land  opened  their  mouths  and  eyes  to  theb  full  extent ;  tiie  Arsbs  on 
the  vessel  remained  silent ;  even  our  pacha  (for  we  had  one  -on  board 
widi  his  slaves)  appeared  quite  delighted.  Irie  muncians  were  giptiev: 
perhaps  they  did  not  know  that  they  had  returned  to  their  native  bod, 
to  Egypt,  whence,  like  the  Jews,  they  had  spread  themselves  ofer 


About  eight  in  the  morning  we  came  in  sight  of  the  desert,  and  a  little 
while  after,  of  the  Pyramids,  the  only  one  of  the  seven  wonders  whidi 
has  outlived  time,  and  will  continue  to  do  so.  At  length,  about  nud-dsjT) 
Cairo  lay  before  us,  in  a  glorious  panorama,  with  its  tall  i''^"'*'^ 
crowned  by  tiie  gigantic  citadel  on  the  hill  und  the  mosque  where  me 
great  Mehemet  a£  lies  buried.  He  was  one  of  tiie  worthies  of  me 
century;  who  can  deny  it,  after  seeing  the  wonderful  works  that  hsfe 
survived  him,  and  admiring  in  them  the  intentions  of  a  giant  mind. 

At  the  custom-house  two  Germans  recmved  me,  who  immediately 
addressed  me  in  the  mother  tongue.  We  are  certainly  a  itranee  nation. 
Two  years  before,  the  first  gatekeeper  who  spoke  to  me  in  Cadif  wss  « 
German.  The  first  words  I  heard  in  the  hotel  at  Alexandria  were 
German.     German  music  aounded  over  the  waves  of  tiie  IMe. 

Gairo^-^nltL 
All  differs  here  from  our  dhnate.     The  trees  are  already  commen^ 
to  shed  their  leaves,  but  wiU  be  again  covered  within  two  or  three  weeks- 
There  are  a  great  number,  of  course,  whidi  are  never  leafless.    N»^ 
here  delights  in  striking  ccmtrasts.     On  one  side  an  absolute  desert^ 
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J  bat  yellow  jaad ;  and  dose  to  it  the  most  luxuriant  Ttg^titiOB, 
«iiiT6B0d  by  eonntkwo  herds  of  cattle.     The  oxen  and  Dongola  cowv, 
Mbloee,  donkeySy  camelsy  goats,  aad  shaep^  are  ti«d  up  in  rows  to  gnue 
mtlnr meadows;  and  mch  a  thing  as  mowing  is  unknown.     What  a 
picture  of  fertility !     No  wonder  the  Jews  in  liie  deeert  longed  to  he 
nek  amoi^  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt.     Now,  indeed,  there  are  enough  of 
them  herec;  but  it  eaimot  be  noticed  on  them  that  diey  grow  £&t  on 
Egypt's  abundaaee.     Thar  quarter  is  a  picture  of  misery,  aad  their 
streets  are  so  dirty  and  narrow  that  the  sun's  rays  oannot  penetmte  into 
Aem.     On  week  days  scarce  a  soul  can  be  Tmet  there ;  but  on  the 
Sabbath  tbe  women  may  be  aeen  glittering  with  goki  and  silrer  oma- 
BMnls  in  the  £ldiy  doorways  or  partially  opened  balconies.     If  you  wish 
to  haie  a  look  at  the  Jewish  women  you  must  shun  no  trouble ;  their 
Banners  have  become  quite  Arabic,  and  not  like  those  of  the  Mograbin. 
The  Copt  aad  Greek  women  also  yeil  tiiemeelres  in  aceordanee  with 
the  usual  custcm,  although  their  Christianity  ddes  not-  oMumand  them  to 
do  so.     It  is  a  difficult  thing  to  get  a  si^t  of  them.     One  Sunday 
morning  I  saw  sereral  well-dressed  ladies  pass  my  hotel,  and,  without 
knowing  where  they  were  going,  I  went  after  them,  aad  followed  ikma 
■to  a  ^ur^  in  the  suburbs.     The  women  were  all  seated  in  gaUeries, 
with  lattice-woric  in  firont,  so  tbatthey  oould  not  be  seen  from  beh>w. 
Sereral  of  the  females  removed  their  veils,  and  I  was  enabled  to  see 
Asir  enxnaa  costume  aad  ornaments.     The  worship,  though  Christian, 
a  nothing  else  than  a  species  of  i^datry ;  all  is  eztenul  pomp ;  the 
iacsDse  is  overpowering ;  and  the  pictures  of  the  saints  are  contmoally 
kissed  by  the  priests.     Eurc^peans,  howerer,  are  treated  with  great  dis- 
tinction here.     When  I  entered  a  Coptic  church  the  other  morning  a 
priest  immcdiatdy  brought  me  a  ximr,  although  all  the  fieuthM  hy 
mnaA  me oa  tbegrooad.     These  churches  or  chi^peb  are,  besides,  Teiy 
pietoiesqiie ;  the  arehitecture  is  partly  Bynatine,  partly  Arabic,  and 
hriiliaatly  onauBsnted  with  gold  aad  pictures.     The  blue  clouds  of  i&- 
esose  impart  to  the  inteiior  a  certain  magical  character,  and  the  peiwms 
wonhippmg  afibrd,  through  theb  Arab  costume,  a  perfect  representation 
if  the  middle  ages.    Tfaw,  assuredly,  the  Chnstians  and  Moors  lived 
Mtr  etth  odwr  in  the  Seventh  and  twelfth  centuries  ;  the  ardutecture  is 
the  lame,  tbe  costume  thesame,  and  even  Ae  form  of  worship  bears  much 
KseoMmee.    I  £nd,  besides,  many  relies  of  the  middle  ages  here.   Thus, 
for  mstaaee,  every  horseman  and  every  carriage  requires  an  outrider  in 
psssbg  thiongh  narrow  streets.     In  tlie  middle  ages  it  was  precisely  the 
noe  in  Grensany.     When  the  viceroy  passes,  all  who  are  mounted  or  in 
tnrn^  must  oesoend ;  the  same  was  required  in  Wurtemburg  up  to 
the  time  of  the  last  king.      But  I  could  go   on  repeating  instances 
•d  mfinUmm,  whidi  appear  to  have  been  borrowed  from  the  East 

I  have  sat  at  times  mm  six  to  eight  hours  in  the  sun,  drawing,  sind 
wrapped  up  in  blankets.  You  may  fancy  what  a  vapour  bath  I  enjoyed, 
•ad  tnst,  too,  vrithoot  standing  up.  It  is  pleasant  enough  to  sketch  in 
^  sheets ;  it  is  cooler,  but  me  gine  from  the  mob  is,  on  the  other 
Wl,  very  great  My  servant  must  always  stand  behind  me  to  keep  off 
tke  donkeys,  oxen,  and  mso,  who  often  are  worse  than  the  oxen ;  still  I 
ktve  been  several  times  upset,  stool  and  all.  This  is,  however,  a  mere 
^lifle,  if  I  can  only  keep  my  studies  fipom  injury.    An  artist  attached  to 
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Lepdut'  expedition  had  his  portfolios  stolen.  All  his  inquiries  were  of 
no  ayail  until  he  arrived  in  Nuhia,  when,  lo !  he  found  his  sketd^s  onoe 
again,  acting  as  aprons  for  the  women.  He  naturally  had  all  the  females 
in  the  village  arrested  hy  the  authorities,  in  order  that  his  property 
might  he  taken  off  them. 

I  lately  visited  the  interior  of  a  large,  splendid,  and  old  Arabic  house, 
which  was  ooce  inhabited  by  a  pacha,  but  has  long  been  deserted.  The 
dragoman  of  a  Swiss  architect  accidentally  discovered  it,  and  it  has  beea 
employed  for  some  time  as  a  studio  by  the  artists  at  present  residing 
here.  This  was,  however,  no  sooner  found  out  by  the  neighbours  than 
they  shut  up  the  house,  because  they  feared  we  might  be  able  to  see 
their  women  from  the  terrace  ;  we  complained  to  the  sheik  of  the  dis- 
trict, who  gave  it  against  us,  and  would  not  allow  us  to  complete  the 
studies  we  had  commenced.  This  led  to  several  disputes,  until  we  took 
the  matter  befpre  the  liigher  authorities,  and,  through  the  intervention 
of  the  French  Consul,  the  house  was  placed  at  our  disposal,  on  condition 
that  we  had  a  key  made,  and  always  had  a  Tjanitschari  to  accompany  us. 
The  people  have  since  conjectured  that  there  must  be  something  of  great 
importance  concealed  in  the  house.  There  was  certainly  something, 
though  rather  different  from  what  they  anticipated.  In  this  manner 
artists  are  able  to  see  much  which  escapes  the  notice  of  all  o^ier 
travellers. 

I  live  in  my  house  all  alone  with  my  servant ;  it  is  so  large  that  I 
could  give  room  to  two  whole  fiunilies.  As  my  first  servant  was  taken  ill, 
I  slept  in  it  by  myself  for  a  week.  And  this  is  something  different  from 
what  it  is  at  home,  for  there  is  not  a  single  bolt  or  lock  on  the  doors.  A 
portion  of  the  house  is  unroofed,  so  that  the  cool  breezes  of  the  night  may 
find  their  way  in.  It  looks  towards  the  north,  and,  consequently,  I  have 
excellent  light  for  painting,  and  mj  sahn  is  always  cool,  and  a  place  of 
refuge  from  the  mid-day  heat.  I  have  a  marble  fountain  and  bath  in  ^e 
oourt-yard.  As  for  furniture,  I  am  not  overburdened  with  it.  A  lai^ 
divan,  the  chief  article  in  Arabian  houses,  is  the  most  important  object ; 
besides  this,  I  have  a  couple  of  chairs  and  tables,  and  a  bed,  nearly  as  bard 
as  the  floor,  but  that  is  healthy ;  then  the  water  vessels,  large  earthen 
vases,  in  which  the  Nile  water  is  filtered;  drinking-cups,  coffee-machines, 
pipes,  blankets,  mats,  and  carpets,  I  have  also  been  forced  to  buy.  Livine 
is,  in  itself,  very  reasonable,  but  the  extra  expenses  are  considerable.  I 
live  very  moderately,  eat  only  once  in  the  day,  after  sunset,  my  meal  con- 
sisting of  a  little  nee,  meat,  and  salad  ;  in  the  morning  and  afternoon  I 
drink  a  cup  of  coffee,  for  the  heat  must  be  conquered  by  heat.  An  un* 
married  European  finds  great  difficulty  in  procuring  a  house  to  reside  in ; 
it  can  only  be  obtained  by  bribing  the  sheUc,  and  by  purcharing  a  feniale 
slave  as  attendant,  who,  in  some  measure,  represents  the  harem.  In  the 
real  Turkish  quarter,  a  person  can  onlv  hire  a  house  when  he  maintains  a 
•harem  ;  consequently,  the  Arabs  are  all  compelled  to  many.  The  neigh- 
bours have  the  right  of  demanding  that  a  person  should  leave  a  house,  in 
which  anything  is  done  contrary  to  their  idead  of  morality.  An  unmar- 
ried man  is  a  stumbling-block  to  them.  The  more  wives  a  man  possesses 
the  higher  his  character  stands  as  a  moral  man.  Near  my  abode  a  house 
had  stood  in  which  it  was  suspected  immoral  practices  were  carried  on ;  the 
neighbours  demolished  the  house  from  the  foundation^-a  true  Tuj^iah 
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&bMod-- 60  that  I  was  obliged  to  walk  through  the  ruins  daily,  for  no- 
body thought  of  removing  them.  It  is  remarkable  how  many  traces  of 
destruction  and  desolation  may  here  be  found.  Houses  are  never  repaired, 
but  they  prefer  to  let  them  tumble  down.  If  the  plague  is  in  a  village, 
all  the  inhabitants  quit  it,  and  build  another  village  near  it ;  so  that  in 
two  hours  I  passed  through  three  inhabited  places  and  just  as  many  in 
imos.  Graves  and  houses  are  close  to  one  another  ;  the  dead  are  often 
buried  within  a  few  st^  of  the  door.  Every  Friday  the  people  go  to  the 
eemeteries,  take  enough  food  for  the  whole  day  with  them;  lie  down  there, 
sleep  and  cry,  eat  and  drink,  talk  and  laugh,  and  then  cry  again,  till 
sunset  '  How  strange!  The  old  Egyptians  used  to  entwine  wreaths  of 
flowers  round  skeletons  at  their  banquets.  Their  belief  is,  "Rest  is 
sweeter  than  work ;  sleep  sweeter  than  watching ;  death  sweeter  than 
fife!"  How  else  could  we  explain  their  resting-places  for  the  dead? 
Their  cemeteries  are  towns.  On  going  out  into  the  desert  to  visit 
the  tombs  of  the  Pharaohs  and  kalifs,  you  wander  through  great  streets,  in 
which  the  houses  are  monuments,  and  larger  than  our  abodes;  every 
grare  of  a  kalif,  of  the  rich  or  great,  has  its  cupola  and  a  minaret.  What 
a  sorrowful  sight  is  such  a  city  of  the  dead!  On  the  journey  from  Alex- 
aodria  to  Cairo,  I  firequently  saw  a  wretched  village,  the  huts  formed  of 
mod  and  not  higher  nian  a  man's  stature,  and  near  them  a  magnificent 
boilding.  I  fimcied  I  saw  in  it,  at  least,  the  mansion  of  the  sheik ; 
DOthmg  of  the  sort;  it  was  his  grave ;  his  house  was  like  the  rest. 

I  must  not  omit  to  mention  my  expedition  to  the  Pyramids  of  Memphis. 
We  started  before  sunset,  eight  in  company.  In  Old  Cairo  we  stopped 
awhile  near  the  Nile,  in  order  that  our  little  caravan  might  be  ferried 
ofer.  The  Nile  boats  have  a  peculiar  form ;  the  sails  and  booms  are  of 
a  disproportionate  size  to  the  little  vessel ;  in  consequence,  when  our 
dght  donkeys  were  put  on  board  there  was  scarce  room  for  us.  On 
the  Nile  we  again  enjoyed  a  glorious  view :  the  sun  rose  and  illumined 
the  green  luxuriant  islands,  and  the  steep  banks  of  the  opposite  shore.  The 
village  of  Grixeh,  opposite  Old  Cairo,  lies  in  a  very  picturesque  position, 
and  is  surrounded  by  groves  of  huge  palms.  The  inhabitants  of  Gizeh 
sre  notorious  for  being  vrild  and  untameable  ;  they  were  partisans  of  the 
Mamelukes,  whom  Mehemet  Ali  butchered  in  the  citadel.  In  the  palm 
grove  our  caravan  began  to  sweU ;  a  dozen  boys  and  young  men  ran  in- 
de&tigably  after  our  donkeys,  though  we  drove  them  on  as  fast  as  they 
could  go.  To  gain  a  £bw  halfpence,  these  boys  run  for  miles,  and  carry 
water  vessels  with  them ;  every  rider  among  us  had  one  behind  him.  Be- 
sides these,  there  was  a  whole  heap  of  Bedouins  to  act  as  our  ciceroni. 
From  the  commencement  of  our  journey,  we  had  the  Pyramids  constantly 
before  us  in  the  distance,  but  before  we  reached  the  desert,  the  landscape 
changed  entirely,  as  the  foreground  was  covered  so  luxuriantly  and  richly 
with  villages  and  palm-trees,  and  the  fords  and  roads  with  countless  her^ 
of  oxen,  camels,  bufPaloes,  goats,  and  sheep.  These  are  the  plains  so 
memorable  in  later  history  through  the  Battle  of  the  Pyramids.  At  the 
pKsent  moment  the  celebrated  French  battle-painter,  Colonel  Langlois, 
u  engaged  in  making  studies  of  these  plains,  as  he  intends  to  paint  a 
paoorama  of  this  battie.  He  is  an  extraordinarily  energetic  man,  and  has 
i<nped  a  rich  harvest  in  Egypt,  for  he  has  just  returned  from  Nubia  and 
Upper  Egypt,  where  he  has  painted  several  panoramas  of  Philo^  and  the 
cataracts. 
•^««»e— VOL,  XGYxn.  wo.  ccczc.  a 
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On  aniviDg  at  the  Sphynx  we  dismotrnted^  let  oor  donkeys  redine  in 
tlie  shade  of  the  Pyramids,  and  each  went  about  his  own  btisiDess.  I 
wished  to  lose  no  time,  though  I  had  the  whole  day  before  me,  so  I  sat 
down  immediately,  and  made  a  sketch  of  the  Sphynx,  and  two  Pyramids 
near  it  The  bioys  who  had  ^owed  us  now  separated,  and.  attached 
themselyes  in  bodies  to  each  of  ns.  I  had  six  of  them  at  my  heel%  who 
lay  down  yen^  quietly  for  two  or  three  hours,  waiting  till  1  had  finished 
drawing.  Through  t^e  visits  of  strangers  they  have  learned  a  HtUe  of 
all  languages ;  some  of  them  could  even  carry  on  a  conversation  in  Eng- 
lish, if  required.  While  I  was  at  work  the  sharpest  youth  sat  in  &» 
middle,  and  ^ke  the  foreign  words  to  the  others,  who  then  repeated 
them. 

Cairo^  JoneL 

For  the  last  fortnight  the  well-known  French  artast,  M.  Bida,  has  been 
residing  here,  and  studies  in  the  same  house  with  myself,  if  we  can  find  a 
model  There  is  a  oonsideiable  difficulty  with  the  women  here,  and 
these  difficulties  can  be  only  overcome  by  money.  Thus  we  have  bsd 
at  least  twenty  womoi  here,  who  always  go  away  dissatisfied  when  it 
comes  to  paying,  though  we  give  them  more  than  we  used  to  the  moddi 
in  Paris.  As  they  have  no  idea  what  we  are  doing,  they  think  it  ii 
merdy  a  whim  on  our  part,  for  which  a  padia  would  willingly  gpr%  a  loois* 
d'or.  If  we  were  only  rich  enough,  we  oouM  command  me  serricei  of 
nearly  every  woman  in  Cairo.  Another  unpleasantness  arises  in  this  way : 
you  cannot  see  immediately,  in  consequence  of  the  veiling,  whether  thqr 
are  good  or  ill-looking,  and  are  often  w<^ly  deoeived. 

The  dance  of  the  Esyptians  is  also  one  of  the  curiosities,  whidi  ii 
most  at  variance  with  the  customs  of  Europe.  The  Spanish  fimdai^ 
bears  some  resemblance  to  it  in  motive;  but  that  which  1^  coqnettuh 
Spaniard  ex{M«sses  by  t^e  graceful  movements  of  the  arms,  the  sensoal 
and  voluptuous  Egyptian  woman  effects  Uutrngh  the  curious  play  of  the 
muscles  of  the  body.  This  sounds  at  the  first  moment  very  strange,  bat 
I  will  explain  myself  further.  The  exaggeration  of  this  dance  is  tiie 
amusement  of  the  naked  black  diildren  of  Nubia.  You  will  find  it 
carried  to  such  an  extent  that  the  bust,  bead,  and  legs  remain  per- 
fectly quiet,  and  only  that  portion  of  the  body  comprised  between  the 
breast  and  the  knees  is  affected  by  oonvulstve  muscakur  movements, 
which  can  scarcely  be  credited  without  bong  witnessed.  A  few  days 
ago  a  rich  traveller  visited  me  ;  there  were  three  girb  at  my  boofle, 
whom  I  was  engaged  in  painting,  one  of  whom  showed  much  incHnatioo 
to  dance.  The  eentleman  produced  some  gold  coins,  and  engaged  her 
to  favour  us  wim  a  regular  ballet.  She  was  an  Ahn^  tint  is,  aboot 
the  same  as  the  Bayaderes  are  in  India.  The  other  girls  accompanied 
the  dance  on  the  tharabuka,  a  species  of  drum  beaten  with  the  hand^ 
and  which  is  used  by  all  1^  nations  of  Africa,  even  to  the  reaioteit 
west  It  produces  a  monotonous,  but  at  times  a  wildly  chaiactenstic 
sound. 

The  jplague,  which  only  too  frequently  chastases  Egypt  with  its  rafsges, 
is  certainly  a  disease  which  did  not  prevail  at  all,  or  very  sKghtly,  in  pw 
Christian  ages.  The  Egjrptian  priests  employed  extraordioaiy  measures 
c^  precaution  to  keep  their  land  as  free  as  posable  from  disease,  aided  U 
they  were  by  the  healthy  dimate ;  and  amoi^  these  embalming  was  ok 
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Ae  greatest  importance.  When  Christianitj,  however,  was  introdocedy 
lins  healthr  custom  was  regarded  as  something  pagan,  and  the  priests 
pressed  for  its  abolition  with  their  accustomed  ftmaticism.  Surely  it  is 
stated  in  the  Bible :  ''Dust  thou  art,  and  unto  dost  thou  shalt  return.*^ 
The  celebrated  anchorite  Antomus  is  said  to  hare  been  specially  busy  in 
doing  away  with  the  practice.  The  plague,  however,  appeared  with  the 
introduction  of  Chrisdan  interment ;  the  reason  may  be  easily  conceived, 
wben  we  remember  that,  in  the  Nile  settlements,  it  is  impossible  to  dig 
deeper  than  a  lew  feet  without  arriving  at  water.  The  bodies  could  only 
be  slightly  covered,  and  as  they  were  exposed  to  the  effect  of  the  water, 
mephitic  exhalations  were  necessarily  developed  which,  if  they  did  not 
akobtely  produce  the  plague,  still  favoured  this  and  other  epidemics  in  a 
\b^  degree.  Thus,  then,  Christianity  effected  the  abolition  of  a  sanitary 
process,  merely  because  it  was  pagan,  and  consequently  rendered  it 
eisier,  at  least  m  Egypt,  to  be  expedited  to  heaven. 

When  I  at  times  sat  in  cemeteries,  engaged  in  drawing,  my  olfectory 
nenres  were  affected  by  such  an  odour  of  corruption  that  I  at  mt  fancied 
that  the  carcase  of  some  camel  or  donkey  must  be  in  the  neighbourhood. 
The  smell,  however,  emanated  from  the  graves,  which  cover  the  dead  so 
scantily  that  hysenas  and  dogs,  enticed  by  the  odour,  easily  reach  their 
prey  nid  desecrate  the  abodes  of  the  dead.  The  universsJ  healthiness 
of  t^Tpt  must  be  severely  affected  by  these  pestiferous  exhalations. 

The  plague  only  appears  in  the  season  before  the  g^reat  heat,  or  before 
tihe  month  of  June,  and  disappears  both  before  the  cold  of  winter  and 
the  heat  of  summer.  Its  ravages  are  terrible.  I  lately  read  a  descrip- 
tioii  of  the  plague  in  the  year  1200  (the  worst,  perhaps,  that  ever  existed 
in  ^  world),  which  was  written  by  a  savan  of  that  day,  the  physician 
Abdallatif  of  Bagdad.  At  the  same  time  he  describes  Egypt,  and  in 
voAl  wise,  that,  on  reading  it,  you  may  fancy  it  was  only  written  twenty 
yeais  before.  The  Mussulmans  display  a  great  affection  for  their  sick 
and  dead ;  do  not  quit  those  attacked  by  the  plague,  but  follow  them  to 
the  grave,  although  they  have  dealJi  before  their  eyes  and  are  certain  to 
he  infected.  The  Europeans  shut  themselves  up  entirely,  and  do  not 
communicate  with  any  Arabs ;  consequently  they  are  not  attacked  by 
the  sickness :  and  many  who  reside  here  told  me  that  they  feared  the 
diolera  more  dum  the  plague. 

The  expression  of  grief  on  any  death  occurring  is  very  peculiar.  I 
heard,  a  few  days  back,  a  young  girl  shrieking  terribly  opposite  my 
house.  I  fiuided  she  was  being  beaten ;  but,  as  the  cries  did  not  cease, 
I  went  out  to  see  what  was  the  matter,  and  found  that  her  mother  had 
jnst  died.  Tlie  lamentation  lasted  three  days,  and  all  the  women  who 
visited  the  bouse  joined  in  it.  It  is  the  same  at  the  burial.  In  the 
Shle  it  frequently  occurs  that  the  Jews  paid  women  to  lament  over  their 
dead.  Joy  is  expressed  equally  loudty.  At  marriages  and  processions 
the  women  titter  a  peculiany  shrill  cry,  as  if  they  had  whistles  in  their 
lAOQ^  A  few  days  back  a  wedding  was  celebrated  opposite  my  house, 
^  ceremonies  lasting  eight  days.  It  was  an  extraor£nary  state  of 
confusion ;  all  the  surrounding  houses  were  pressed  into  the  service, 
specially  the  roofs,  for  there  are  not  any  court-yards.  The  cooking 
vas  managed  in  the  cowHrtdU,  which  is*  open  at  top,  and  a  torch  was 
ttttened  to  the  wall  at  night  to  serve  as  illumination.     A  camel  brought 
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the  culioary  yessels,  which  were  of  colossal  dimensioiis.  The  cook  wm 
ill ;  he  had  large  boils,  like  plague-spots,  on  his  neck  and  under  his 
arm,  and  called  to  me  whenever  he  saw  me  to  come  and  core  him, 
because  I  was  a  Frank.  The  roofs  are  frightfully  dirty ;  they  serve  as 
sheep,  goat,  and  fowl  sheds ;  besides  this,  the  camel-dung  (among  the 
poorer  classes)  is  dried  on  them.  For  instance,  the  chief  employment  of 
the  young  girl,  of  whose  marriage  I  am  going  to  tell  you,  was  to  knead 
cakes  of  this  dung  every  morning  from  four  to  six,  and  throw  them  against 
the  wall  to  dry ;  and  yet  she  was  the  daughter  of  the  chief  of  the  distiict ; 
she  was  quite  a  child,  too — ^perhaps  ten  years  old.  There  are  many 
persons  here  who  betroth  themselves  to  a  child  of  three  or  four  years  <n 
age,  and  then  take  them  into  their  houses  to  break  them  in  according  to 
their  own  character.  Men  and  women  are  quite  separated  during  these 
festivals — eat,  drink,  and  sing  in  different  rooms.  They  are  veiy 
moderate  in  their  pleasures.  In  the  first  story  of  one  house  there  was  a 
hole,  through  which  I  could  see  into  the  women's  sitting-room;  the 
walls  were  not  even  whitewashed.  Their  whole  delijpht  consists  in  dress. 
Women,  who  had  been  working  the  whole  day  in  mth,  were  dressed  in 
silk  and  gold.  The  joys  of  the  table  must  also  be  very  moderate,  for  1 
saw  two  charming  girls  quarrelling  about  a  crust  of  bread.  Here  I  also 
had  an  opportunity  to  observe  the  dance  which  was  performed  by  young, 
graceful,  and  pretty  creatures.  All  the  other  women,  who  were  seatM 
on  the  g^und,  applauded  and  accompanied  with  castanets  and  thara- 
bukas  the  interesting  movements  of  the  little  ones. 

The  men  amused  themselves  in  another  fashion.  During  three  nights 
a  number  of  cawasses,  that  is,  little  benches  of  palm  branches,  were 
placed  in  the  'street.  The  highway  was  their  salon  and  court-jard, 
illuminated  by  several  large  variegated  wooden  lanterns.  There  they 
smoked,  drank  their  coffee,  and  sang  from  time  to  time  in  chorus,  *^  Allan 
il  Allah,"  which  was  the  mental  portion  of  the  feast  Daring  a  certain 
festival,  every  pious  Mussulman  must  repeat  the  name  of  Allah  6000  times 
in  succession.  I  have  seen  large  mosques  fiUed  with  these  futhful  chil- 
dren, who  proved  their  religious  feelings  by  their  shouts,  while  the  priests 
beat  time.  The  priests  are  the  same  in  every  land ;  they  teach  the 
maidens  here  that  they  should  not  strive  afler  temporal  blessings,  but 
have  the  reputation  of  transplantbg  the  richest  and  handsomest  into 
their  own  harems. 

Now  I  must  tell  you  something  about  my  domestic  affairs.  For  a 
fortnight  I  was  quite  alone,  without  seeing  a  soul,  except  my  Arabic 
professor,  who  came  every  morning  to  give  me  lessons.  I  had  plenty  of 
leisure  to  draw  sketches,  reminiscences  of  things  that  had  struck  me. 
The  samum  raged  without ;  the  windows  and  doors  were  closed  as  far  as 
possible ;  I  had  stopped  up  every  hole  I  could,  and  thus  awaited  the 
evemng.  At  nightfaJl  I  heard  strange  sounds,  like  those  made  by  bats. 
I  was  astonished  at  their  boldness  in  forcing  their  way  into  my  sittiog- 
room,  but  could  not  get  a  sight  of  any  of  them.     One  sleepless  night, 


you!  

They  escaped  so  qmckly  that  I  codd  not  catch  one  of  them.     Since  then 
I  have  oflen  given  chase,  but  have  only  captured  one  lisard,  for  the  root 
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18  80  high  that  I  could  not  reach  them  with  the  longest  stick ;  besides,  it 
18  full  of  holes,  in  which  the  lizards  take  refuge.  Now  I  have  become 
quite  accustomed  to  them,  and  when  thej  begin  their  noise,  like  the 
nogs  at  home  on  summer  nights,  I  have  plenty  of  society  during  my 
solitary  evenings. 

Ci^  July  3. 

The  East  is  the  abode  of  caprice  ;  the  £Eite  of  nations  depends  from 
the  pleasure  of  their  despots.  At  the  present  moment  Egypt  is  governed 
by  a  modem  Sardanapalus,  who  seeks  to  destroy  what  Mehemet  Aii  com- 
pleted. When  a  boy  he  once  addressed  his  grand&ther  in  the  following 
nihion: 

"  TeU  me  who  your  father  was  ?" 

"  Why  do  you  ask  me  that  ?" 

The  answer  was,  "  My  father  is  a  pacha — ^you,  my  father's  father,  a 
pacha ;  but  your  father,  I  am  told,  was  a  vagabond.'* 

(It  is  well  known  that  Mehemet  All's  father  was  a  stone-cutter.) 

This  interesting  anecdote  is  very  characteristic  of  the  Ektst. 

When  Abbas  mounted  the  throne,  he  visited  all  the  schools  which 
were  founded  by  Mehemet.  He  said  to  himself,  **  What  is  the  use  of 
tloi  ?"  He  took  one-half  the  children  and  formed  two  regiments  of  his 
body-guard  (boys  of  eleven  to  fif^n  years),  and  the  other  half  he  carried 
into  his  harein.  I  saw  these  boy-re^ments  in  his  residence  of  Hassuan. 
Abbas  Pacha,  one  day,  bit  on  me  idea  of  building  a  citv  in  the  desert. 
He  straightway  announced  to  the  sheiks  of  the  various  districts  of  Cairo 
that  he  required  so-and-so  many  thousand  labourers.  They  sent  nume- 
lOQs  patrols  of  soldiers  through  the  streets,  and  seized  everybody  young 
sod  active,  who  were  sent  to  work  in  the  desert.  Thus  was  the  city  of 
Hassuan  founded.  Abbas  also  gave  all  the  pachas  plots  of  ground, 
with  the  engagement  that  they  should  build  palaces  upon  tliem.  The 
only  building^  at  present  completed  are  the  royal  abode  and  harem,  a 
boqiital,  and  barracks  for  the  boy-grenadiers.  Hassuan  makes  a  won- 
<hou8  impression  on  a  visitor.  I  was  there  a  few  days  ago.  On  all 
sides  there  is  positively  nothing  but  desert.  Not  a  single  blade  of  grass ; 
the^nn  would  wither  any  plant  within  half  an  hour.  An  all^  has  been 
Ranted  from  Cairo  to  Hassuan ;  about  one  tree  out  of  ten  flourishes :  it 
is  a  comical  sight  to  see  all  these  bare  trunks,  and  they  are  large 
trees  too. 

The  newspapers  state  that  Abbas  Pacha  has  sent  for  French  physicians. 
This  is  perfectly  erroneous.  Abbas  is  a  declared  enemy  of  everything 
that  is  French.  He  has  dismissed  all  the  French  physicians  in  his  ser- 
^  even  Clot  Bey,  who  has  acquired  a  name  in  later  Egyptian  history. 
The  Germans  have  taken  their  place.  The  king's  physician  in  ordinary 
^  a  German,  Brunner  Bey ;  but,  through  illness,  he  sent  in  his  resig- 
>^(m  a  few  weeks  back.  In  his  stead,  four  other  German  physicians 
We  been  summoned,  a  professor  from  Kiel,  two  from  Vienna,  and  one 
^vom  Freyburg ;  and  they  arrived  a  fortnight  back. 

I  have  taken  lessons  in  Arabic  for  two  months.  My  teacher  is  ChaHl 
Sfiendi,  idio,  as  he  told  me,  also  instructed  Professor  Lepsius  during  his 
f^  here.  He  was  very  useful  to  me,  as  he  furnished  me  with  much 
iQ^ninatioii  about  the  country,  which  it  is  so  difficult  to  procure  from 
other  parties.    The  language  is  very  difficult,  and  I  shall  not  psogress 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


IM  Nemfrom  Egypt. 

muck,  I  am  afraid :  hut  I  am  satisfied  with  aoquixiiig  the  phrases  neoei- 
sary  for  carrying  on  coDYersation.  A  printii^-press  exists  in  Egypt 
only  since  1826,  and,  consequently,  the  greater  portion  of  the  litemtun 
consistB  of  MS.;  even  in  the  present  day,  thousands  of  them  are  completed. 

Egypt  is  a  land  in  which,  if  you  do  not  possess  the  gifit  of  patienee, 
you  must  acquire  it.  Opportunities  are  not  wanting  for  it  to  be  put  to 
the  proof.  A  thorough  system  of  lying,  inteiest,  and  deeeption  pre- 
Tails,  and  demoralisation  in  the  highest  degree.  In  Europe  toe  ihadow 
of  justice,  at  least,  still  exists,  but  here  there  is  not  even  a  tiace  of  it 
To  famish  an  examj^  1  will  talk  about  the  roguea 

Bands  of  robbers  form  in  the  present  day,  as  they  did  in  ancieBt 
Egypt,  an  integ^  portion  of  the  state  organiaation.  Their  sheiks 
are  authorised  by  government,  and  only  bind  themselves  not  to  steal 
anything  belonging  to  the  state,  or,  if  they  do,  to  restore  it.     One  of  the 

5 resent  chiefs,  a  tall,  thin  fellow,  with  compressed  lips,  firom  which  it  u 
ifficult  to  draw  a  syllable,  owes  his  good  fertune  to  the  following  cir- 
cumstance: 

When  a  robber  jcins  ^  guild,  he  tries  to  prove  his  skill  by  some  bold 
deed.  This  fellow  entered  Mehemet  AlTs  psdaee  by  night,  and,  in  spite 
of  all  the  guanls  and  eunuchs,  foand  his  way  to  the  bedroom  and  took 
the  prince's  rosary  and  dagger  from  the  toilette-table ;  but,  as  Hi^iein^ 
Ali  was  not  asleep,  and  opened  his  eyes  slightly,  the  rogue,  who  imme- 
diatdy  noticed  it,  drew  the  dagger  from  the  sheath,  and  held  it  hoTerisg 
over  the  sleeps  for  a  quarter  of  an  hou*,  during  which  time  he  prababhr 
leflected  whcrther  he  shiould  commit  the  murder  or  not.  Mehemet  Ali 
pretended  to  be  asleep  ;  the  thief  retired,  and  sent  him  the  next  day  the 
rosary  and  dagger.  The  minister  of  war  {Hreased  that  the  robber  shoold 
he  executed,  but  the  pacha  thought  that  such  rare  talent  should  be  re- 
warded, and  gave  him  a  pension,  and  made  him  chief  of  the  whole  guild. 
If  anything  is  stolen  from  yon  and  you  wish  to  i«oover  it,  you 
must  apply  to  the  diief,  give  him  a  f»oportionate  reward,  and  yw 
are  sure  of  reeeiving  it  again.  The  government  usnally  manages  this; 
but  it  b  impossible  to  get  hold  of  the  thie£  The  booty  is  genenlly 
divided  among  the  thieves,  the  chiefi^  and  the  government  empio^  ^ 
joa  wish  to  make  a  tour,  and  secure  yourself  from  attack,  you  can  pf^ 
cure  a  firman,  which  comes  very  expensive,  as  a  portion  of  the  money  is 
taken  by  the  government,  and  another  by  the  guild ;  but  then  yon  are 
jure  of  being  respected.  The  same  costom  was  prevalent  among  the 
ancient  Egyptians,  and  may  be  also  found  among  the  Spaniards. 

Cairo,  October  1* 
Hie  present  month  possesses  especial  importanoe  among  the  Eg}?" 
tians,  as  the  frasts  of  the  saints  and  the  dead  are  celebrated  in  it,  vbo 
play  an  important  part  here  at  all  times.  The  people  set  up  ^^''J^?^ 
over  and  among  the  graves.  Dancers  and  jugglers  entice  the  public ; 
musicians  sing  and  play  ;  merchants  spread  their  wares  out;  ail  eat  ami 
drink,  and  are  merry  ;  the  dervishes  akme  chasten  thtfnselves,  as  e^ii^' 
taon  for  all,  like  ^  monks  and  saints  in  the  Catholic  Church,  l^ 
mained  several  davs  at  one  of  these  feasts  of  death,  had  a  good  dea^ 
draw,  and,  in  order  not  to  be  annoyed  by  the  dervishes,  I  called  a  sn«* 
out  of  the  centre  of  a  large  circle,  imd  pressed  a  handful  of  cc^p^^  ^'^ 
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vpoD  IniD.  He  kissed  my  hand  in  return  repeatedly,  and  tamed  to  all 
the  hystandefB  with  great  pathos,  and  then  invoked  Allah's  charity  upon 
BM.  As  he  did  this  in  a  very  harsh  tone,  I  at  first  £uicied  that  he  had 
recognised  me  for  a  Chnstian,  and  was  forbidding  them  to  look  on  my 
&oe^  in  order  not  to  be  exposed  to  the  dangers  of  the  lower  regions ; 
but  the  bystanders  all  r^^rded  me  with  the  greatest  reverence.  Still  I 
retired  pretty  quickly,  as  it  did  not  appear  to  me  quite  safe,  and  I  did  not 
feel  oomlbrtahle  in  being  the  cynosure  of  so  many  admiring  eyes. 

At  this  time  the  people  were  fiinaticised  by  the  priests,  and  bands  of 
boys  were  even  paid  to  mahreat  the  infideu  who  showed  themselves. 
Unpleasant  scenes  consequently  occur  annually.  Thb  year,  as  ill-luok 
would  have  it,  my  friend,  M.  Bida,  was  the  victim.  He  was  attacked  by 
the  mob^  and  thcnigh  he  took  refuge  in  a  barber's  shop,  where  the  master 
did  all  in  his  power  to  protect  him,  he  received  some  painful  blows  from 
nearly  all  the  dervishes  of  the  various  sections.  The  next  day  the  con- 
sul demanded  satis&ction,  but  as  the  actors  would  have  been  difficult  to 
pidc  ont»  they  contented  themselves  by  laying  four  of  the  chief  men 
down  before  the  barber's  shop,  and  doing  a  UttTe  more  than  tickle  their 
Cset  with  the  bastinado.  I  have,  till  now,  been  saved  from  any  such  scenes. 
At  the  feasts  of  the  dead,  I  several  times  boldly  entered  the  tents  of  the 
great  m^i,  and  sat  down  quietly  to  draw.  The  master  would  eom^  with 
mndi  surprise,  to  see  what  I  was  about,  but  never  spoke  a  word  ;  he  fan- 
cied himself  bound  to  protect  me,  for  an  Arab  is  under  an  obligation  to 
defend  even  an  enemy  while  beneath  the  shadow  of  his  tent. 

When  the  great 'caravan  set  out  ias  Mecca,  I  rode  out  into  the  desert 
to  the  first  resting-place,  stopped  three  days  there,  and  drew  and  noticed 
ss  mudi  as  I  coukL  On  the  road  I  saw  a  dreadful  object.  A  man  who 
had  been  attacked  by  the  cholera  lay  in  the  middle  of  the  track  writhing 
hie  a  worm.  The  spasms  were  very  violent,  and  the  poor  fellow  soon 
became  perfectly  blue.  But  everybody  went  quietly  past  him;  the 
etmds  took  care  not  to  trample  on  him,  but  not  a  man  nad  the  humanity 
to  Eft  him  on  one  side.     <'  Allah  is  great  and  wills  it  so." 

About  this  time,  our  author  made  his  excursion  up  the  Nile  to  the 
second  cataract  and  the  firontiers  of  Nubia.  We  do  not  find  that  he 
states  anything  particularly  new  about  the  trajet ;  it  is  ever  the  same 
itoiy  of  n^^ery  on  one  hand  and  bullying  on  the  other.  We  will,  how-* 
ever,  make  two  or  three  short  extracts : 

November  19. 

We  spent  a  day  and  a  night  in  Esneh.  The  day  was  required  by  the 
Bailors  to  bake  bread,  and  I  employed  it  in  visiting  the  town  and  the 
temple^  w^h  is  in  an  excellent  state  of  preservation.  In  the  night,  I 
designed  a  grand  '*  fantasia.**  Esneh  is,  namely,  the  place  to  which  all 
the  Almes  of  Egypt  were  banished  about  ten  years  ago»  by  order  of 
Ibrahim  Pacha,  and  t^e  residence  of  these  e^rls  here  has  brought  the 
place  into  considerable  notoriety.  Abbas  Pacha  has  partially  mitigated 
this  exile ;  but  still  there  are  a  great  number  of  Alm^s  here,  and  every- 
hody  who  wishes  to  see  the  genuine  ones,  takes  advantage  of  the  oppor- 
tornty  Esneh  affords.  The  most  celebrated  of  all  who  are  at  present 
here  is  a  former  mistress  of  the  present  King  of  Egypt,  and  this  lady, 
whose  name  was  Kusohukhanim,  was  the  queen  of  our  nocturnal  fantasia. 
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An  liour  after  sanset,  when  the  maenn  had  sounded  from  the  minaiei  of 
the  little  mosque,  we  took  ourselves  to  the  divan,  where  everything  was 
prepared  for  our  reception.     I  and  my  companion  took  onr  places  in  tiie 
centre  of  the  comfortable  and  soft  divan.     The  room  was  small,  hot  the 
itjle  of  dancing  requires  little  space.     My  dragoman,  the  captain  of  the 
vessel,  and  a  few  sailors,  seated  themselves  on  the  g^roond ;  about  ten 
male  and  female  servants,  black,  brown,  and  yellow,  soon  entered,  and 
offered  us  palm  wine,  almonds,  and  the  nargileh,  with  much  grace.     A. 
few  old  fellows  with  white  beards  next  appeared,  who  commenced  a 
rattling  peal  on  their  tharabukas,  mandolines,    and  tamburines ;    and 
then  several  dancers  entered  the  room  and  took  seats  by  our  side.     When 
all  was  thus  arranged,   Kuschukhanim  appeared,   and  was  saluted  by 
shouts  of  applause  from  her  slaves.     She  possessed  a  tall  and  gracefbl 
figure,  was  a  true  picture  of  a  Moenad,  and  was  dressed  with  exceed- 
-  ing  taste.     Small  wnite  flowers  were  wreathed  in  her  black  hair,  and  her 
tarbusch  was  of  pure  gold.     She  took  her  place  among  us,  and  the  fui- 
tasia  commenced.     After  several  dancers  of  less  talent  had  performed, 
the  music  struck  into  a  Bacdiantic  rhythm ;  onr  sultana  arose,  amid  the 
shouts  of  her  numerous  attendants,  who,  at  the  same  time,  kindled 
plates  of  incense.     The  dance  began,  and  was  really  executed  with  sndi 
energy,  grace,  and  voluptuousness,  as  I  had  never  witnessed   before. 
During  tne  dance  a  female  slave  repeatedly  poured  out  for  her  mistress  a 
beaker  of  wine,  which  she  placed  at  her  feet,  and  which  was  emptied 
without  using  the  hands,  with  great  cleverness  and  unbounded  grace. 
The  story  of  the  ballet  was  as  follows : — Inflamed  with  love  for  a  beau- 
tiful youth,  who  was  represented  by  another  Alm^,  she  begs  him  to  give 
her  all  the  valuables  he  wears.     He  gradually  yields  one  diain  after  the 
other,  until  he  has  given  away  all  his  jeweb  and  silken  apparel,  and  then 
repentance  follows.     The  fair  one  strives  to  console  the  youth.     Expres- 
sions of  sorrow  and  the  most  unbounded  joy  alternate,  until  the  Alm6, 
quite  exhausted,  threw  herself  at  our  feet,  like  a  priestess  of  the  Thyrsus 
brandishing  god. 

Between  Dandor  and  Corosko,  in  Nubia,  Nov.  24. 
When  I  came  back  to  the  river-bank  yesterday  from  a  shooting  ex- 
cursion, I  found  a  slave-ship  moored  there,  which  had  arrived  from  Sen* 
naar.  The  owner  of  the  vessel  took  me  for  a  Turk,  and  was  confirmed 
in  this  belief,  as  my  companion,  from  time  to  time,  uttered  a  few  Turkish 
words  he  had  learned  in  Constantinople.  I  conversed  with  him  as  well  as  I 
could  in  Arabic  ;  he  told  me  that  he  luui  come  from  Khartum,  where  he  had 
met  the  German  expedition  which  left  Cairo  eight  months  before  to  dis- 
cover the  sources  of  the  Nile.  I  expressed  a  wish  to  buy  a  few  slaves  ;  he 
showed  me  all :  they  were  mostly  ver^  young.  Among  the  guois  there  vf<ere 
three  of  a  race  I  was  unacquainted  with,  but  probably  from  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Abyssinia.  One  of  them  was  remarkable  for  her  extraordinary 
beauty.  In  colour  she  was  almost  black  and  without  spots  which  are  of^ 
found  among  the  neg^roes ;  her  skin  was  soft  as  velvet,  her  features  so  noble, 
that  not  the  slightest  analogy  with  the  negro  formation  could  be  traced. 
The  form  of  the  nose,  on  the  contrary,  almost  revealed  the  Roman  ^rpe,  and 
the  eyes  flashed  with  a  fire  which  never  belongs  to  negro  slaves.  A  man 
is  in  a  peculiar  position  W'a'vis  a  slave-dealer,  whose  goods  he  pretends 
to  desire  to  purcmase,  if  he  is  introduced  to  a  young  and  beautiful  being, 
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for  whom  it  would  be  yerj  easy  to  feel  intense  affection,  and  sees  her 
ordered  to  reveal  all  her  charms.  For  instance,  she  has  to  open  her 
mouth  to  show  the  beauty  of  her  teeth,  and  make  every  possible  move- 
ment with  her  arms  and  legs  to  prove  that  all  the  members  can  perform 
their  functions.  The  negro  women  are  perfectly  indifferent  during  all 
these  operations  ;  but  not  so  the  nobler  races  of  the  Abyssinians,  Shan 
Galks,  and  Barabras. 

If  you  purchase  a  slave,  you  have  a  right  to  keep  her  by  you  for  three 
days,  to  study  her  qualities  and  defects,  and  she  can  be  returned  to  the 
slave-dealer  if  any  ^sagreeable  faults  are  discovered.  The  slaves  in  the 
Mossulman  lands  enjoy,' however,  a  fdx  better  lot  than  those  in  the  Ame- 
rican Christian  colonies.  A  very  nice  good-looking  lad  may  be  bought 
here  for  two  to  five  pounds.  As  I  was  passing  a  little  village  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Philoe,  all  sorts  of  things  were  offered  me  to  purchase 
—dates,  fowls,  lances,  shields  of  hippopotamus  hide,  and  among  other 
things,  a  little  girl  about  a  year  and  a  half  old,  whom  the  mother  would 
have  been  glad  to  get  rid  of  for  five  or  six  shilUngs. 

On  the  21st  of  November  we  passed  the  6rst  cataract.  I  sent  off  my 
hst  letter  from  Assuan  (which  cost  me  four  shillings  to  Cairo),  paid  my 
respects  to  the  goyemor,  and  begged  him  to  use  bis  influence  that  we 
mig^t  not  be  delayed.  He  immediately  sent  for  the  sheik  of  the  cata- 
itcts  and  ten  pilots.  When  these  men  had  assembled,  they  sat  down  ou 
the  bank  with  my  captain  and  sailors,  and  began  bargaining  about  the 
pice  for  the  passage.  While  they  were  thus  employed,  I  had  the  neces- 
sary purchases  made  in  the  town,  and  went  to  see  all  that  was  worthy 
inspection  in  the  neighbourhood.  When  I  returned  both  parties  were 
still  haggling,  but  soon  came  to  an  agreement,  so  that  we  could  set  out 
St  mid-day.  As  the  wind  blew  sharply,  and  the  inundations  had  only 
partly  settled,  we  passed  safely  through  the  breakers  and  whirlpools 
which  were  formed  m  the  bed  of  the  river  by  the  g^ranite  rocks.  The 
passage  was  the  more  inte^^esting,  as  there  was  continual  variety  in  the 
scenery,  through  the  numerous  islands,  each  more  strangely  shaped  than 
the  other.  It  took  two  hours  before  we  reached  the  centre  of  the  cataract, 
where  Mehemet  Ali  was  once  shipwrecked,  for  his  vessel  shivered  like 
glass  on  the  rocks,  and  he  was  forced  to  save  himself  by  swimming.  We 
landed  here  to  pass  the  night.  When  the  pilots  left  the  yessel,  they 
threw  themselves  on  the  nt)und  and  returned  thanks  to  Allah  for  our 
success.  At  daybreak  the  bank  was  very  lively  again  :  in  less  than  two 
hours  200  men  were  assembled,  half  of  them  consisting  of  idlers,  and  the 
other  half  required  to  draw  the  vessel  up  the  cataract.  Immensely  lon^ 
sod  strong  ropes  were  fastened  to  our  bark,  everything  fra^le  was  carried 
helow,  and  each  labourer  had  his  post  assigned  him  ;  about  ten  kept  the 
▼essel  in  the  right  track  with  poles  ;  the  others  pulled  at  the  ropes,  and 
the  sheik  gaye  the  order  for  commencing:  work  by  applying  his  whip  to 
the  naked  backs  of  the  negroes  and  Barabras.  My  companion,  myself, 
sod  servant,  stood  on  deck  with  whips  of  hippopotamus  hide,  to  drive 
back  the  negroes  who  would  rush  on  board  and  beg,  after  the  passage 
J'^as  over.  We  passed  the  cataract  safely,  though  with  some  difficulty, 
in  an  hour.  The  stream  is  tremendously  strong :  on  one  occasion  the 
^le  crew  was  obliged  to  rush  to  the  bows,  as  the  stem  was  beg^n- 
>nDg  to  settle  in  the  waves. 
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Numerous  fiibles  have  been  inrented  about  the  cataracto ;  for  instasce, 
that  the  noise  of  the  waters  may  be  heard  several  miles  off.  If  OdyBseos 
had  passed  them  during  his  wanderings,  he  would  not  have  found  it 
neeessaiy  to  fasten  up  the  ears  of  his  comrades  to  protect  tliem  firom 
deafness. 

In  the  evening  I  had  a  truly  Homeric  feast  prepared,  as  I  purchased  a 
sheep  for  the  sailors,  which  they  devoured  in  a  manner  worthy  of  die 
muon-traveiled  hero  and  his  gorging  companions. 

GuBtel  Abdenhahn,  Nov.  aa 
When  I  woke  this  morning  and  found  the  vessel  advancing  so  r^iidly 
in  a  dead  calm,  I  stepped  out  of  the  cabin  to  discover  the  cause.  All 
the  people  of  the  boat,  with  the  exception  of  one  man  and  the  pilot,  were 
sitting  in  their  Sunday  gala  on  the  forecastle,  and  smoking  their  pqpes 
with  great  complacency,  while  the  ship  was  towed  by  a  dosen  Barafaras  at 
a  sharp  trot,  which  was  kept  up  by  one  of  the  sailors  with  his  whip.  I  at 
first  did  not  know  what  it  all  meant,  but,  on  turning  round  and  sedi^  the 
Turkish  flag  floating  at  the  stem  instead  of  the  German  one,  I  soon 
f^md  out  the  trick  the  captain  had  been  playing  for  the  last  two  hours. 
He  had,  namely,  sent  the  pilot  and  a  sailor,  dressed  as  Amaouts,  into 
the  village,  to  press  a  doxen  men,  under  the  pretext  that  a  pacha  luidan 
order  to  execute  with  all  speed  at  Wadihal&  for  the  sultan.  EUs  plan 
had  been  fully  sucoessfuL  The  poor  follows  were  forced  to  drag  us  from 
village  to  village  without  receiving  a  penny.  As  I  could  not  allow  tins 
injustice,  I  ordered  the  Turkish  flag  to  be  immediately  lowered,  and  mine 
hcHsted.  At  first  my  people  objected,  as  they  were  not  at  all  desitous  of 
taking  on  themselves  the  nard  task  of  dragging  the  vessel  along ;  but  as 
I  threatened  the  captain  that  I  would  favour  him  with  200  blows  on  the 
soles  at  Wadihalfo,  by  telling  the  drcumstances  to  the  governor,  due 
German  flag  was  in  a  moment  flying  again,  and  just  as  quickly  the 
poor  blacks  disappeared,  though  without  rev^iging  themselves  on  the 
pretended  Amaouts — that  is,  by  ^ving  them  a  good  thrashing — -m^aoA  I 
should  have  se^i  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure. 

Deoderah,  January  Ist. 
During  my  stay  in  Thebes,  I  crawled  about  for  three  days  in  the  sub- 
terranean passages,  and  discovered,  among  other  curious  tombs,  those  of 
a  painter,  a  sculptor,  a  potter,  a  gardener,  a  merchant,  &c.  On  <Mie 
occasion,  the  following  adventure  happened  to  me.  AAer  examining 
the  chambers  belonging  to  a  grave,  I  came  to  a  small  openii^,  which 
led  down  to  some  depth  in  the  rodis.  The  boy  who  carried  my  torch 
sud  that  it  would  be  very  difficult  to  clamber  down  there ;  still,  I  forced 
him  to  do  it,  as  I  wished  to  see  into  what  labyrinth  it  m^ht  lead.  We, 
therefore,  got  down  slowly,  and  pressed  forward,  without  finding  any  ^ad, 
as  the  passage  often  turned  in  another  direction.  The  only  inhabitants 
of  this  hole — vampires  and  bats — were  terrified  by  the  bright  light,  and 
flapped  their  wings  above  us;  human  skeletons  and  mummies  sought  our 
embrace,  and  still  I  did  not  like  to  give  up  my  researches.  Just  as  we 
came  to  a  turning,  the  boy  suddenly  fell  down  before  me  with  a  sharp 
cry,  while,  at  the  same  moment,  I  felt  a  jackal  force  its  way  between  my 
legs,  and  hurry  off  with  much  howling.  It  would  have  been  a  pom:  joke 
had  it  been  a  nyaena,  for  the  latter,  wnen  followed  into  its  den,  does  not 
fail  to  commence  the  attack. 
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CoMtontinople,  April  4th. 

In  the  last  days  of  Febniaiy,  before  quitting  £gypt»  I  made  an  excur- 
BMQ  thiough  the  Great  Desert  to  the  peninsula  of  Ajtibia  Petraea,  in  order 
ior  the  last  time  to  see  the  desert  in  all  its  various  aspects.  Already 
well  acquainted  with  the  desolate  plains  of  Marocco  and  the  deserts  of 
U|^er  Nubia,  broadcast  with  black  granite  blocks,  I  felt  a  desire  to  tra- 
Terse  the  mirror-like  plains  which  sepa^te  Asia  irom  A^ca.  What 
labour  and  fatigue  such  a  pilgrimage  is  accompanied  by,  I  had  been  al- 
jeady  sufficieatly  taught  in  the  trojNcal  regions  of  Nubia;  and  still  I  coa« 
nderod  myself  the  most  fortunate  of  men,  when,  seated  on  my  dromedary, 
and  onder  the  escort  of  an  Arab  sheik  from  Sinai,  and  followed  by  my 
Egyptian  servant,  I  hurried  from  the  gates  of  Cairo  towards  the  Desert 

in  order  to  make  my  journey  rapidly,  I  had  hired  some  light  and 
quick-stepping  dromedaries,  and  only  taken  sufficient  provision,  and  one 
bag  of  water,  just  enough  for  drinkmg,  but  none  to  spare  for  cooking 
pwrposea.  I  had  even  left  my  tent  in  Cairo^  for  whidi  I  should  have 
lequired  an  extra  dromedary.  I,  therefore,  had  the  starry  sky  for  my 
covering,  and  found  it  a  most  excellent  one ;  for  I  was  so  tired  at  night, 
from  the  day's  journey,  that  I  was  only  too  happy  at  being  able  to  rest 
<m  the  ground.  Riding  on  a  dromedsury  is  excessively  fiit^uing ;  there 
is  not  a  part  of  the  body  which  does  not  feel  the  effect  after  a  couple  of 
days,  and  I  therefore  exchanged  my  dromedary  for  a  quieter  and  slower 
moving  camel  during  the  last  fow  days.  On  the  first  evening,  when  I  set 
up  my  night's  encampment,  and  took  my  provisicm  out  of  the  bag,  I  saw 
my  two  Beduins  sitting  in  a  very  melancholy  posture,  without  uttering  a 
wonL  I  asked  them  wh^  they  md  not  prepare  their  supper.  "We  have 
nothing  to  eat,"  was  their  reply.  This  carelessness  seemed  to  me  inez« 
plieable,  £»>,  according  to  the  contract,  I  had  not  to  provide  them  sus- 
tenanee,  and  had  told  them  expressly,  on  starting,  that  I  could  give  them 
nothing  to  eat,  as  I  could  only  carry  sufficient  provision  for  myself  and 
servant.  At  the  first  moment,  and  in  my  anger,  1  said  to  them  that  they 
eoold  go  without,  on  which  they  explained  to  me  that  they  only  had  a 
little  ^ig  of  meal  with  them,  ana  the  night  was  too  dark  for  them  to  go 
in  quest  of  dried  camel-dung,  to  make  a  fire  and  bake  bread.  As  I  could 
not  see  the  fellows  starve^  nothing  was  left  me  but  to  hand  each  of  them 
a  lanq>  of  dry  bread,  with  which  they  were  highly  delighted.  But  if  I 
had  given  them  nothing,  they  would  not  have  grumbled.  On  the  next 
day  1  saw  that  they  had  spoken  the  truth.  When  I  bivouacked  at  sun- 
set, they  prepared  their  bread,  by  putting  some  water  and  meal  in  a 
cop,  and  letting  the  paste  bake  a  little  while  on  the  camel-dung  fircy  Kke 
a  pancake. 

On  the  second  day  I  passed  a  castle,  which  Abbas  Pacha  built  several 
years  back,  in  the  midst  of  a  desert,  in  order  to  enjoy  the  quickening  and 
fresh  breeies  here.  In  thb  neighbourhood  several  tribes  of  Beduins 
formerly  camped ;  but  they  have  now  all  withdrawn  from  it,  in  order 
not  to  excite  suspicions,  if  anything  was  stolen  from  the  palace,  that  they 
were  participators  in  the  robbeiy.  Attempts  have  also  been  made  here  to 
find  springs  by  digging ;  but  unfortunately  to  no  purpose,  as  my  sheik 
told  me  the  devil  had  cidled  out  to  the  workmen  frt>m  the  hobs  that 
they  might  as  well  go  away  again,  for  there  was  no  water  to  be  found 
there. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


200  News  from  Egypt. 

I  have  passed  through  the  Red  Sea,  if  not,  like  the  Jews,  drjfooied, 
still  sitting  high  and  dry  on  my  dromedary.    This  sea  has  a  yery  beaatifol, 
hlue,  phosphorescent  hue,  and  is  enclosed  hy  majestic  chains  of  moon- 
tiuns,  which,  when  the  sun  sinks  behind  them,  seem  to  float  in  an  ocean  . 
of  Beneal  fire. 

On  the  Arabian  peninsula  I  followed,  for  some  distance,  the  track  on 
which  Moses  led  the  Jews  into  the  promised  land,  and  came  to  a  foun- 
tain, of  which  the  water  is  disgustingly  salt.  The  Jews  named  it  Marah, 
and  although  Moses  sweetened  the  water  by  throwing  a  tree  into  it,  the 
miracle  has  no  effect  at  the  present  day,  and  I  was  forced  to  take  a 
supply  of  this  dirty,  noisome,  and  bitter  water  with  me,  as  my  own  was 
exhausted.  This  disagreeable  taste  is  eren  noticed  in  tea,  however  much 
sugar  you  put  in  ;  still  the  vagabond  population  of  the  desert  are  con- 
tented with  this  water.  In  the  previous  summer  the  spring  was  nearly 
dried  up  :  this  was  a  great  misfortune  for  the  inhabitants  of  Suez,  where 
the  cholera  broke  out  in  consequence  of  the  drought,  and  three-fourths 
of  the  population  were  carried  off  by  it,  aldiough  hundreds  of  camels  daily 
brought  Nile  water  from  Cairo.  When  I  arrived  in  Suez,  where  I  lived 
with  the  French  consul,  whose  acquaintance  I  had  formed  at  Cairo,  I 
wished  to  refresh  myself  with  a  glass  of  really  pure  water,  but  found 
myself  deceived  in  my  illusions,  for  I  was^consideied  fortunate  in  having 
a  little  Nile  water  still  left  in  my  bags.  I  poured  it  into  a  glass,  in 
which  I  saw,  in  a  few  seconds,  innumerable  worms  developed.  I  had 
probably  swallowed  plenty  of  them  previously,  but  from  this  time  felt 
myself  mduced  to  filter  the  water  through  a  pocket-handkerchief.  Af^ 
a  journey  of  eight  days,  when  the  salt  water  began  to  decompose  rapidly, 
I  passed  the  line  of  telegraph  to  Suez,  and  bought  a  little  Nile  vrater ; 
but  as  I  found  worms  in  it  of  the  size  of  a  nut,  I  asked  in  ioke  whether 
it  had  been  standing  for  years  in  the  vessels.  <<  Oh,  no !"  the  reply  was, 
'*  it  is  quite  fresh,  and  is  only  two  months  old."  What  nice  refresh- 
ment for  the  inhabitants  of  the  desert ! 

The  desert  does  not  afford  any  great  satisfiEUstion  to  those  who  vnsh  to 
see  fine  landscapes,  in  our  sense.  Imagine  a  plain  of  sand,  spreading 
like  a  sea,  in  which  you  must  find  your  way  through  innumerable  sun- 
bleached  skeletons  of  camels.  Their  number  was  much  greater  than  ia 
Nubia,  as  the  road  of  the  Mecca  caravan  passes  through  it,  and  leaves 
countless  victims  behind.  There  is  no  want  of  vultures  in  search  for  prey. 
The  hyaenas  and  jackals  retire  to  their  dens  by  day,  but  they  may  be 
heard  howling  through  the  night.  Besides  these,  serpents,  a  large  species 
of  lizard,  and  rats,  are  the  ody  denizens  of  these  desolate  plains.  The 
serpents  are  very  dangerous,  and  their  bite  is  mortal.  On  camping  for 
the  night,  a  spot  must  be  selected  where  the  fewest  holes  can  be  seen. 
It  is  an  enigma  whence  these  animab  procure  nourishment  in  this 
immense  desert.  Once  during  the  night  I  felt  some  animal  crawl  several 
times  over  my  face,  but  I  could  not  discover  what  it  was,  as  1  immediately 
drew  my  cloak  over  my  head. 

Suez  is  a  most  peculiar  town ;  situated  in  the  middl#  of  the  desert,  on 
the  borders  of  the  Red  Sea,  it  possesses  no  wells,  no  fountains,  no  grass, 
no  shrubs,  no  flowers,  no  trees,  and,  consequently,  no  gardens.  At  a 
distance  of  three  miles,  and  on  the  opposite  coast  of  Aralna,  the  first 
littie  dirty  and  saline  spring  is  met  with. 
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After  wandering  about  for  a  fortnight,  I  returned  to  Cairo  in  good 
health  and  oondition. 

A  few  days  after  my  arrival,  I  accompanied  my  friend  and  companion. 
Von  Wroublewsky,  up  the  Nile  to  Bnlak,  where  he  took  ship,  in  order 
to  make  a  proroerous  change,  if  possible,  in  a  life  enriched  with  adven- 
tures. Accused  of  having  taken  part  in  the  revolutionary  movements  at 
Lembei^,  he  liad  found  his  way,  with  great  difficulty,  to  Constantinople, 
and  then  went,  in  order  not  to  be  interne^  with  only  one  companion,  on 
foot,  and  without  any  pecuniary  resources,  through  Asia  Minor  to  Cilicia, 
nhence  he  sailed  in  fishing-boats  to  'the  coast  of  Syria,  and  at  length 
amved  in  Egypt,  supported  through  his  wanderings  by  Turkish  hospi* 
tafity.  He  has  been  compelled,  to  my  great  regret,  to  quit  our  continent, 
as  bie  has  not  been  able  to  obtain  permission  to  return  home. 

We  mnst  now  take  our  leave  of  our  author  and  our  readers,  with  cor- 
dial thanks  to  the  first  for  the  entertainment  he  has  afforded  ourselves,  and 
begging  the  latter  to  bear  with  us  a  little  longer,  while  we  narrate  a 
piquant  adventure  which  befel  Mr.  Crentz,  near  Smyrna: 

Amon^  the  numerous  things  which  especially  strike  every  traveller  in 
Smyrna,  the  beauty  of  the  women  occupies  the  first  rank.     It  is  a  fact 
acknowledged  by  sdl,  that  Oriental  female  loveliness  is  at  home  there  in 
the  fullest  perfection.     I  had  the  great  good  fortune,  which  few  acquire 
in  Turkey,  of  admiring  it  in  a  number  of  unveiled  ladies.     It  was  on  a 
Friday,  when  I  surmounted  a  hill  without  the  town,  to  visit  the  remains  of 
an  old  Genoese  castle.    I  saw  there,  among  the  ruins  and  masses  of  rocjc^ 
a  quantity  of  women's  cloaks.     I  looked  round,  and,  as  I  could  p<or|f  pen-  \  \^,-^ 
ceive  a  single  roan  in  the  whole  neighbourhood,  I  walked,  >wWi  ttue  '  '^ '  '/  '^.^ 
Christian  impudence,  into  the  midst  of  a  number  of  women^  ^l?^  ^p9,  "^       ^' 
children,  who  regarded  me  with  astonishment ;  and  the  lovelief  th<iy  ^e?r^^ .  \  I  \  ^       .' 
the  less  did  they  attempt  to  veil  themselves.     I  therefore  emploj^^"^*  ^"    .  \-    ' 
opportunity  to  feast  my  eyes  on  this  repast  of  Oriental  beauty,  and  h^  ^A6t\  \  ^^  >" 
m  slightest  idea  of  beatmg  a  retreat    The  most  beautiful  women  I  eve:^*^'  '^ 
saw  came  towards  me,  and  did  not  appear  at  all  offended,  because  my 
eyes  paid  the  merited  tribute  to  their  charms.     Had  they  seen  a  single 
Turk  in  the  vicinity,  they  would  have  immediately  caught  up  great  stones 
to  punish  my  audacity.     A  little,  young,  and  graceful  girl  raised  a  stone 
wiUi  boUi  hands,  so  large  that  she  could  scarce  carry  it.     I  smiled  at  her, 
and  looked  as  if  I  wished  to  say  :  **  Throw  at  me — it  could  not  hurt  me, 
when  huried  at  me  by  such  a  charming  creature.''  The  stone  then  fell  from 
her  hands,  and  she  blushed  deeply.    But  the  other  maidens  helped  her  out 
of  her  embarrassment,  for  they  picked  up  stones  with  much  natural  grace, 
and  prepared  to  throw  them  at  one  another.     Behind  the  hill  there  was 
a  green  valley,  in  which  the  little  girls  were  sporting  and  dancing,  with- 
out perceiving  that  they  were  watched  by  a  Giaur.     I  confess,  I  never 
saw  more  charming  maidens.   Du  reste,  Europeans  or  Franks  are  allowed 
in  the  East  all  possible  liberties  which,  in  a  Mussulman,  would  be  regarded 
sospicbusly.     In  the  society  of  the  Armenian  and  Greek  ladies  in  the 
Levant,  everything  is  permitted  to  Europeans,  as  it  is  good-naturedly 
presumed  that  it  may  be  the  etiquette  among  them  when  at  home. 
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AMERICAN    AUTHORSHIP 

BY  Snt  HATHAKIXL. 

No.  nr. — ^Nathaniel  HAWTHORirE. 

Ajlreadt  hare  we  deTOted  a  few  pages  of  this  Magmane  to  a  geaenl 
notice*  of  the  wri^ngs  of  Mr.  Hawthoroe.  The  {Mresent  series,  however, 
affords  an  <^portiinit3r  for  resuming  the  sabjeet — with  a  particular  refer- 
ence to  one  of  his  publications  ("  Twiee-told  Tales ')  which  was  then 
hardly  mentioned,  and  to  another  (*<  The  Blithedale  Romance")  whiek 
has  heen  subsequentlj  produced. 

His  reputation  has  adYanced,  is  increaang,  and  ought  still  to  be  pro- 
gressive.  He  is  now  read^  in  their  own  consonant-crazy  tongue,  by 
borderers  on  the  Black  Sea,  and  exiles  of  Siberia.  There  is  an  individiisl 
diarm  about  his  writings,  not  perhaps,  to  the  minds  moat  influenced  bj 
it,  of  a  whoUy  unexceptionable  kind;  &r  it  may  be  true  that  **  il  fiiit  que 
chacun,  apr^  I'ayoir  lu,  est  plus  m^contoit  de  son  toe.**  Indeed,  it  is 
impossible,  we  should  think,  to  read  him  without  beeoming  saddi^  if  not 
wiser — in  spite  of  an  assumed  air  of  gaiUmrdMsey  and  a  cheery  moral 
tacked  now  and  then  to  a  sorrowful  parable,  he  is  essentially  sad-heartedt 
and  confirms  any  similar  tendency  in  his  readers.  We  expect  a  hue-aud- 
cry  to  he  raised  against  him  in  this  matter  by  the  aanatMy  commissiooeTS 
or  criticism  and  guardians  of  the  literary  board  of  health.  In  his  ahake 
of  subjects,  he  has  already  been  indicted  by  them  as  himself  a  mauvait 
sujtt  He  is  charged  with  a  fondness  for  the  delineation  of  abnormal 
character ;  and  it  is  a  true  bill.  K  guilt  be  inrolyed  in  the  indictmeat, 
guilty  he  will  plead.  Individuality,  idiosyncrasy,  propria  persanoA^, 
he  must  have  at  any  price.  Into  the  recesses  and  darker  sub-surface  nooks 
of  human  character  he  will  penetrate  at  all  hazards.  '*  This  long  while 
past,"  says  Zenobia  to  the  Blithedale  romancer,  ''  you  haye  been  follow- 
ing up  your  game^  groping  for  human  emodons  m  the  dark  comers  of 
the  heart **  The  romancer  himself  records  his  fear,  that  a  certain  cold 
tendency,  between  instinct  and  intellect,  which  made  him  '*  pry  with  a 
q>eeulatiye  interest  into  people*s  passions  and  incises,''  had  gooe  ht 
towards  unhumanising  his  heart  £lsewhexe  he  expresses  his  apprdisn- 
sion  that  it  is  no  h^thy  employ,  devoting  ours^ves  too  exchisifdy  to 
the  study  of  individual  men  and  women ;  for,  if  the  person  under  exami- 
nation be  one's  sel^  the  result  is  mretty  certain  to  be  diseased  action  of  tbe 
heart,  almost  before  we  can  snatch  a  second  glance ;  or,  if  we  put  another 
under  our  microscope,  we  thereby  insulate  him  £rom  many  of  his  troB 
relations,  magnify  his  peculiarities,  inevitably  tear  him  into  parts»  and,  of 
course,  patch  him  very  clumsily  together  again — the  quotient  beiae  a 
very  monster— which,  tiiough  we  can  point  to  every  feature  of  mi 
deformity  in  the  real  personage — may  be  said  to  have  heexx  created  mainlj 
by  ourselves.  In  harmony  with  this  tendency — this  ''  making  mj  pf^J 
of  people's  individualities,  as  my  custom  was"t — b  a  fondness  (cr  merging 
MB  (as  the  Germans  have  it)  in  not  me  :  as  where  one  of  Mr.  Hawthone'i 
characters,  in  the  wantonness  of  youth,  strength,  and  comfortable  con- 

♦  New  Monthly,  February,  1852. 

t  **  Blithedale  Romance,^  cnf.  vol  L,  pp.  187,  152 ;  and  vol.  iL,  pp.  84, 214. 
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£tioD,  meeting  wiih  a  forioro,  dejected,  used-up  old  man,  tries  to  identi^ 
his  own  mind  with  the  old  feUofrs,  and  take  hit  Tiew  of  the  world,  as  if 
looking  through  a  smoke-hlackened  glass  at  the  sun.  In  a  carious  dis- 
position of  mmdy  of  which  these  ha^  are  exponents,  lies  much  of  the 
author's  power  and  weakness  both.  With  special  ability  to  depict  ex- 
ceptional modes  of  human  nature^  is  conjomed  special  temptation  to 
lii^ger  amid  what  is  morbid,  and  to  court  intimacy  with  whatever  deriatef 
from  the  dull  standard  of  conrentionalisra,  and  gire  to  distortion  and 
oddity  the  preference  over  ^  harmonic  union.**  He  has  been  described  as 
walking  abroad  always  at  night,  so  that  it  is  but  a  moonlight  gliromering 
which  you  catch  of  reality.*  Aj^lying  to  him  what  has  been  said  of  a 
cooDtryman  of  his,  we  may  pronounce  his  delight  to  lie  in  treading  the 
border-land  between 'the  material  and  spiritu^  worlds — the  debateabla 
country  of  dreams,  sleep-walking,  and  clairroyance.  Tlie  impression  he 
leorea  oo  the  mind  is  usually  one  of  despondency  and  sadness ;  a  depress- 
ing, eoenrating  presence  not  to  be  put  by.  He  puts  on  paper,  in  palpable 
letters,  whidi  the  ddected,  doubting  heart,  in  moody  moments,  Imows 
too  well  how  to  spell  into  ''words  that  bum"  into  its  own  core — ^the 
floating,  timid,  but  cTer-recurring  fears  and  fancies  with  whidi  that  heart, 
knowing  its  own  bitterness,  and  not  knowing  its  own  whence  and  whither 
and  why,  is  tremblingly  familiar.  No  wonder  that  Mr.  Hawtiiome  should 
be  so  ncMy  endowed,  as  some  of  his  obsenrers  assure  us  he  is,!  with  the 

*  *'  He  liyes  in  the  region  and  shadow  of  death,  and  neyer  sees  the  glow  of 

moral  health  anywhere And  it  is  odIj  becanae  he  can  see  beautj  in 

ererything,  and  will  look  at  nothing  but  beauty  in  anything,  that  he  can  either 
endiire  the  picture  hims^,  or  win  for  it  the  admiration  of  others.  He  clears  out 
Ibr  himself  a  new  path  in  ait^  by  derelopiiig  the  beauty  of  deformity!'*  The  same 
lenewer  chttrges  Bir.  Hawthorne  with  erer  hunting  out  the  anomakus,  disooTer- 
ing  more  points  of  repulsion  than  of  attraction,  and  peopling  his  creations  with 
morbid  beings,  "  wandering  stars,*'  plunging  (in  the  '*  Blithedale  Romance**}  orbit- 
less  into  the  abyss  of  despair.    8ee  Westminster  Review,  Oct.,  1852. 

f  When  occup3ring  the  Old  Manse,  Mr.  Hawthorne  is  said  to  hare  been,  to  his 
ne^bours,  as  much  a  phantom  and  a  &ble  as  the  old  parson  of  the  parish,  dead 
half  a  century  before,  whose  faded  portrait  in  the  attic  was  gradually  rejoining  its 
original  in  native  dust.  *'  The  gate,  fallen  from  its  hinges  in  a  remote  antiquity, 
WBs  nerer  re-hung.  The  whed-track  leading  to  the  door  remained  still  orergrown 
with  grass.  Ko  bold  villager  erw  invaded  the  sleep  of  the  glimmering  shadows 
ia  the  avenue.  At  evening,  no  lights  gleauMd  in  the  windows.  Scarce  once  in 
many  months  did  the  single  old  nobby -faced  coachman  at  the  railroad  bring  a  £ure 
to  Mr.  Hawthome*fl  .**  If  ever  his  "  darkly -clad  figure"  was  to  be  seen  in  tiie  gar- 
den, it  was  as  a  <*  brief  apparition" — and  passing  fiirmers  would  think  they  had  but 
dieanaed  of  it,  til)  again  they  caught  agnmpse  of  the  solitary.  One  of  his  oi»-d-vtt 
observers,  however,  thus  describes  him  i^^  During  Hawthorne's  first  year's  resi- 
deoce  in  Concord,  I  have  driven  up  with  some  iHends  to  an  aesthetic  tea  at  Bir. 
Bmerson's.  It  was  in  the  winter,  and  a  great  wood  fire  blazed  on  the  hospitable 
hearth.  There  were  various  men  and  women  of  note  assembled,  and  I,  who 
listened  attentively  to  all  te  fine  things  that  were  said,  was  ibr  some  time  scarcely 
aware  of  a  man  who  sat  upon  the  hedge  (?)  of  the  circle,  a  little  withdrawn,  his 
head  slightly  thrown  forward  upon  his  breast,  and  his  bright  eyes  clearly  burning 
mider  his  Uack  brow.  As  I  drifted  down  the  stream  of  talk,  this  person,  who  sat 
sflent  as  a  shadow,  looked  to  me— a  kind  of  poetic  Webster.  He  rose  and  walked 
to  the  window,  and  stood  quietly  there  for  a  kmg  tune,  watdiing  the  dead  white 
landscape.  No  appeal  was  made  to  him,  nobody  looked  after  him,  the  conversa- 
tioQ  flowed  steadily  on  as  if  everybody  und^vtood  that  his  silence  was  to  be 
respected.  It  was  the  same  thing  at  table.  In  vain  the  silent  man  Imbibed 
esthetic  tea.  Whatever  fsncies  it  inspired  did  not  flower  at  his  lips.  But 
there  was  a  light  in  his  eye  whidi  assured  me  that  nothing  was  lost    80 
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divine  faculty  of  sileDce,  when  mixing  in  social  life.  Small-talk,  tea- 
table  prattle,  tripping  gossip,  versatile  chit-chat — these  are  not  for  one 
whose  cherished  habit  is  to  chew  the  cud  of  sweet  and  bitter  fancies,  and 
to  sit  in  the  shade  to  ruminate,  while  others  traverse  the  gay  meadow  to 
graze.  Nor  is  he  to  be  appreciated  but  by  those  who,  whatever  their 
loquacity,  are,  au/bnd,  pensive  and  given  to  speculative  breedings.  The 
art  wiUi  which  he  can  lend  a  superstitious  awe  to  his  stories,  and  subtilise 
their  grosser  common-places  into  ghostly  significance,  will  indeed  alvrays 
secure  him  a  good  company  of  readers.  But  to  enter  into  his  mood  as  well 
as  meaning,  and  to  gather  from  his  sentences  and  suggestions  all  that 
was  fermenting  in  his  soul  when  he  wrote  them,  is  for  an  inner  circle  of 
disdples.  Not  that  we  arrogate  a  place  there ;  but  at  least  we  can  recog- 
nise this  esoteric  initiation. 

The  ^'Twice-told  Tales"  have  been  criticised  by  the  author  himself 
(and,  he  intimates,  **  with  perfect  sincerity  and  unreserve*'),  and  com- 
pared by  him  to  pale- tinted  flowers  that  have  blossomed  in  too  retired  a 
shade — marked  by  the  coolness  of  a  meditative  habit,  which  diffuses 
itself  through  the  feeling  and  observation  of  every  sketch.  Instead  of 
passion,  he  observes,  there  is  sentiment ;  and  even  in  what  purport  to  be 
pictures  of  actual  life,  we  have  allegory,  not  always  so  warmly  dressed 
in  its  habiliments  of  flesh  and  blood  as  to  be  taken  into  the  reader's  mind 
without  a  shiver.  *'  Whether  from  lack  of  power,"  he  continues,  **  or 
an  unconquerable  reserve,  the  author's  touches  have  often  an  effect  of 
tameness ;  the  merriest  man  can  hardly  contrive  to  laugh  at  his  broadest 
humour;  the  tenderest  woman,  one  would  suppose,  will  hardly  shed 
warm  tears  at  his  deepest  pathos."  And  he  asks  us,  if  we  would  see 
anything  in  the  book,  to  read  it  in  the  dear,  brown,  twilight  atmosphere 
in  which  it  was  written ;  confessing  that  if  opened  in  the  sunshine  it  is 
apt  to  look  exceedingly  like  a  volume  of  blank  pages. 

All  prizes,  no  blanks,  the  pages  are  not,  whether  read,  as  Jack  Falstaff 
says,  "  by  day  or  night,  or  any  kind  of  light."  But  whenever  read,  at 
vespers  or  matins,  on  grass  or  in  garret,  by  youth  or  by  age,  the  pages 
are  studded,  haud  longis  intervaUis,  with  passages  that  pay  their  way. 
Amid  so  miscellaneous  a  '^  store,"  we  can  select  for  passing  mention  one 
or  two  only,  which  appear  most  characteristic  of  the  narrator's  manner 
of  spirit.  Such  is  '*  The  Minister  s  Black  Veil,"  which  could  have  been 
vmtten  by  none  other  than  the  hand  that  traced  in  burning  furrows  the 
**  Scarlet  Letter :"  there  is  truly,  as  Parson  Hooper  feels,  a  preternatural 
horror  interwoven  with  the  thi^ads  of  the  black  crape  covering  his  fece 
— an  ambiguity  of  sin  or  sorrow  so  enveloping  the  poor  mmister,  that 

supreme  was  his  silence,  that  it  presently  engroesed  me  to  the  exdusion  of  erery- 
thiog  else.  There  was  very  brilliant  discourse,  but  this  silence  was  much  m(»e 
poetic  and  fiucinating.  fine  things  were  said  by  the  philosophers,  but  much 
finer  thuigs  were  implied  by  the  dumbness  of  this  gentleman  with  heavy  brows 
and  black  hair.  When  he  presently  rose  and  went,  Emerson,  with  the  *•  slow,  wise 
smile'  that  breaks  over  his  face,  like  day  over  the  sky,  said :  <  Hawthorne  rides 
well  his  horse  of  the  night.'  **  The  same  authority  indTorms  us,  that  during  his 
three  years*  occupancy  of  the  Old  Manse,  Mr.  Hawthorne  was  not  seen,  probably, 
by  more  than  a  dozen  villagers — choosing  the  ri?er-side,  where  he  was  sure  of 
solitude,  for  his  walks — and  loving  to  bathe  every  evening  in  the  river  after 
nightfall; — and  other  illustrations  are  added,  in  a  *^  very  American**  tone,  of  tiie 
roniancer's  manner  of  manhood.  See  that  gaily-equipped  gift-book,  **  Homes  <^ 
American  Auth<^"  published  last  year  by  Messn.  Putnam. 
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lore  or  fympathy  can  no  Icmger  reach  him — so  ihat,  with  sdf-thudder- 
ings  and  outward  terrors,  his  earthly  &te  is  to  be  erer  groping  darkhr 
within  his  own  soul,  or  gaiing  throueh  a  medium  that  saddens  the  whdie 
world.  Soch  is  also  ''The  Weddme  Knell"— with  that  grotesquely 
repdaiye  rendeirous  at  the  church-anar;  the  aged  bride,  an  insatiate 
woman  of  the  world,  dad  in  brightest  splendour  of  youthfbl  attire,  and 
suddenly  startled,  as  she  awaits  the  bridegroom,  by  the  dreadful  ana- 
chronism of  a  tollinfi^  bell,  the  only  flourish  to  announce  her  afl&anced 
one,  who  arrires  in  me  midst  of  a  slow  funeral  procession,  his  vestment 
aduroud!  Such,  again,  is  ''Wakefield" — ^with  its  waminfl^  monition, 
that  amid  the  seeming  ccmfusion  of  our  mysterious  world  individuals  are 
so  nicely  adjudged  to  a  system,  and  systems  to  one  another,  and  to  a 
whole,  that,  by  stepping  aside  for  a  moment,  a  man  exposes  himself  to  a 
fearful  risk  of  losing  his  place  for  ever,  and  becoming  the  Outcast  of  the 
Universe.  It  is  a  ci^ital  touch  in  this  story  of  an  eccentric  man's 
twenty  years'  desertion  of  his  wife  and  home,  widiout  assignable  cause, 
even  to  himself,  while  dwelling  all  the  while  in  the  next  street, — that  of 
his  venturing  out  for  the  first  time  from  his  secret  lodging,  partly  re- 
solving to  cross  the  head  of  the  street,  and  send  one  bisty  eiance 
towards  his  forsaken  domicile,  when  "  habit — ^fbr  he  is  a  man  of  habits- 
tikes  him  by  the  hand,  and  guides  him,  wholly  unaware,  to  his  own  door, 
where,  just  at  the  critical  moment,  he  is  aroused  by  the  scrapmg  of  his 
foot  upon  the  step" — and,  in  affright,  little  dreaming  of  the  doom  to 
which  his  first  backward  step  devotes  him,  he  hurries  away,  breathless 
with  agitation,  and  afraid  to  look  back.  Not  always,  as  in  this  case,  is 
Mr.  Hawthorne  careful  to  furnish  his  tales  or  vagaries  with  a  "pervadine 
tpm%  or  moral,"  either  implicit  and  implied,  or  "  done  up  neatly,  and 
condensed  into  the  final  sentence."  What,  for  instance,  is  the  moral, 
what  the  spirit,  what  the  meaning  of  "  The  Great  Carbuncle  ?"*  Thought 
may,  as  he  alleges,  always  have  its  efficacy,  and  every  striking  incident 
its  moral :  but  interpreted  as  some,  and  they  not  purblind,  critics  appre- 
hend, tfiat  allegory  of  the  ciystal  motmtains  is  efficacious  only  as  a 
premium  to  scepticism,  and  a  damper  to  all  imagination  that  would  with 
the  lofhr  sancti^  the  low,  and  sublimate  the  human  with  the  divine. 
No  sucn  intention  may  the  allegorist  have  had ;  but  at  least  he  might 
bave  guarded  against  so  justifiable  a  gloss  by  using  a  more  intelligible 
c^her. 

In  his  best  style  is  that  brief  fantasy  of  the  mid-day  slumberer  beside 
the  tufi  of  maples,  "David  Swan" — during  whose  hour's  sleep  there 
SDocesnvely  visit  him,  as  stray  passengers  on  the  highway,  a  pair  of 
opulent  elders,  who  half  resolve  to  adopt  him ;  and  a  heart-fi'ee  maiden, 
who  becomes  a  half  lover  at  first  sight ;  and  a  couple  of  scampish  repro- 
bates, who  more  than  half  determine  to  rob  and,  if  need  be,  dirk  the 
dreaxning  lad.  When  the  coach-wheels  awaken  him,  and  he  mounts  and 
lides  away,  David  casts  not  one  parting  glance  at  the  place  of  his  hour's 
repose  b^de  the  maple-shaded  fountain — unconscious  of  the  three  un- 
realised Acts  of  that  hour's  unacted  Drama — ignorant  that  a  phantom  of 
Wealth  had  thrown  a  golden  hue  upon  that  fountain's  waters,  and  that 

*  The  idea  itself  may  have  been  suggested  by  an  allusion  in  Scott's  <'  Pirate." 
fiee  chap,  xix.,  and  note  S. 
/tme— VOL.  xcym.  no.  cccxc.  p 
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one  of  Lore  liad  ligfaed  sofU j  to  their  murmiir,  and  diat  one  of  Death  had 
threatened  to  erimson  them  with  his  blood :  so  true  is  it  that,  sleeping 
or  waking,  we  hear  not  the  wy  footsteps  of  the  strange  things  that 
almost  happen.  Very  significant  of  the  author's  meditative  habit  is  his 
descriptioa  of  the  interraption  of  Uie  two  rascals'  falonious  design: 
^'They  left  the  spot  with  so  many  jeets  and  such  laughter  at  their 
nnaecomplished  wickedness,  that  they  might  be  said  to  have  gone  on 
their  way  rejoicing.  In  a  few  hours  they  had  forgotten  tl^  whole 
affiur,  nor  once  imiigined  that  the  recording  angel  had  written  domi  the 
crime  of  murder  against  their  souls,  in  letters  as  durable  as  etenuty." 
Tins  thought  is  ilhistrated  more  at  Iragth  in  the  *^  morality**  called 
<<  Fancy's  Show-Box" — which  discusses,  as  a  point  of  vast  interest,  the 
question  whether  the  soul  may  contnust  stains  of  guilt,  in  all  their  depth 
and  fiagrancy,  firom  deeds  which  may  have  been  plotted  and  resolved 
upon,  but  which,  physically,  have  never  had  existence — whether  the 
fleshy  hand,  and  visible  frame  of  man,  must  set  its  seal  to  the  evil 
designs  of  the  soul,  in  order  to  give  them  their  entire  validity  against  the 
sinner.     Casuistry  of  this  sort  is  '^  nuts"  to  Mr.  Hawthorne. 

*'  Dr.  Heidegger's  Experiment,"  too,  has  the  real  Hawthorne  odonc 
The  quartette  of  withered  worldlings  who^  by  the  doctor's  magic  arty 
ei^oy  a  temporary  rejuvenescence — with  what  cruel  truth  their  weak 
points  are  exposed!  First  laughing  tremulously  at  the  ridiculous  idea 
that,  were  youth  restored  them,  they,  with  their  experience  of  life,  would 
or  should  or  could  ever  go  astray  again — grey,  decrepit,  sapless,  miserable 
creatures,  without  warmth  enough  in  their  souls  or  bodies  to  be  animated 
even  by  the  prospect  of  recovering  their  spring  days.  And  then,  when 
the  spell  began  to  woric,  lost  in  a  delirium  of  levity,  maddened  with 
exuberant  frolic,  and  disporting  themselves  in  follies  to  be  equalled  onty 
by  their  own  absurdities  ho^  a  century  before.  An  apoloroe,  styled 
^'  The  I^'s  Quest,"  relates  the  rambles  of  two  lovers  in  sean£  of  a  site 
for  their  Temple  of  Happiness — ^they,  the  representatives  of  Hope  and 
Joy,  while  there  dog^  them  a  darlisome  figure,  type  of  all  the  woful 
influences  which  life  can  conjure  up,  and  interposing  a  gloomy  forbiddal 
whenever  they  think  the  site  is  found : — a  site  is  at  last  found,  which  he 
forbids  not ;  but  it  is — a  grave.  Touchingly  beautiful,  however,  is  the 
inference  drawn  by  the  bndegroom,  despite  the  taunting  words  of  the 
Dark  Shadow  over  his  bride's  grave ;  for  then  he  knew,  we  are  told,  what 
was  betokened  by  the  parable  in  which  the  Lily  and  himself  had  acted  ; 
and  the  mystery  of  Life  and  Death  was  opened  to  him ;  and  he  could 
throw  his  arms  towards  heaven  and  cry,  '^  Joy,  joy  I  on  a  grave  be  the 
site  of  our  temple ;  and  now  our  happiness  is  for  eternity !"  Nor  must 
we  omit  allusion  to  ^'  Edward  Fane's  Bosebud,"  that  retrospect  of  a 
mumbling  crone's  girlhood,  when  wrinkled  Nurse  Toothaker  (now  cower- 
ing in  rheumatic  crabbedness  over  her  fire,  and  warming  her  old  bones 
too  by  an  infusion  of  Geneva)  was  a  fresh  and  fair  young  maiden — so 
fresh  and  fair,  that,  instead  of  Rose,  which  seemed  too  mature  a  name 
for  her  half-opened  beauty,  her  lover  called  her  Rosebud ; — nor  again, 
and  lastly,  to  tne  legend  of  the  mantle  of  Lady  Eleanore— fatal  handi- 
work of  a  dying  woman,  which,  perchance,  owed  the  fantastic  grace  of 
its  design  to  the  delirium  of  approaching  death,  and  with  whose  golden 
threads  the  last  toil  of  stiffening  fingers  had  interwoven  plague  and 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Naikaniel  Hamihorne.  807 

a  spell  of  drettdftd  potency;  itself  a  symbol  of  £leaiM»e's  wkh^ 
cbswil  firoiD  the  sympadiies  of  oar  eommon  natare,  and  the  instnimeiit 
o£  hut  signal  and  utter  homiliation.  The  subtle^  and  power  of  this 
legwid  are  of  tiie  rsrest* 

^  The  BHihedale  Romance"  we  esteem,  in  spite  of  its  coming  last,  tha 
highest  and  best  of  Mr.  Hawthorne's  works.  The  tsle  is  narrated  with 
more  ii^jenuitj  and  ease;  the  characters  are  at  least  equal  to  their 
ptredeeessoTS,  and  the  style  is  at  once  richer  and  more  robust — more  mel- 
lowed, and  yet  more  pointed  and  distinct  A  true  artist  has  planned  and 
has  filled  up  the  plot,  ordering  each  conjunction  of  incidents,  and  inter- 
weaving  the  cross  threads  of  design  and  destiny  with  masterly  tact ; 
skilled  in  the  by-play  of  suggestion,  hint,  and  pr^^ant  passing  mtima- 
tion — in  the  provocati?e  spell  of  suspense — in  the  hannonious  derelop- 
sent  of  once  scattered  and  seemingly  unrelated  forces.  His  humour  is 
iiresher  in  quality,  and  his  tragic  power  b  exerdsed  with  almost  oppres- 
sive effdet— 4il  tunes  making  the  boldest,  <ddest  romance-reader 

Hold  bis  breath 
For  a  while ; 

at  others,  making  all  hut  him  lose  the  dimmed  line  in  Minding  tears. 
There  are  scenes  that  rivet  themselves  on  the  memory — such  as  Cover- 
dale's  interview  with  Westervelt  in  the  woodland  soUtude,  followed  by 
his  observation  of  another  rencontre  from  his  leafy  hermitage  in  the  vine- 
entangled  pine-tree ;  and  the  dramatic  recital  of  Zenobia's  Legend ;  and 
the  rendezvous  at  EHot's  Pnlpit ;  and  above  all,  the  dreadful  errand  by 
midnight  in  quest  of  the  D^ — ^intensified  in  its  grim  horror  by  tM 
contrasted  temperaments  of  the  three  searchers,  especially  Silas  Foster  s 
rude  matter-of-fact  hardness,  probmg  with  coarse  unconscious  finger  th6 
wounds  of  a  proud  and  sensitive  souL  There  are  touches  of  exquisite 
pathos  in  the  evolotion  of  the  tale  of  sorrow,  mingled  with  shrewd 
**  interludes"  of  irony  and  humour  which  only  deepen  the  distress.  An- 
tiperistasis.  Sir  Thomas  Browne  would  call  it. 

Upon  the  bearing  of  the  romance  on  Socialism  we  need  not  descant, 
the  author  explicitly  disclaiming  all  intent  of  pronouncing  pro  or  ctm.  on 
the  theories  m  question.  As  to  the  characters,  too,  he  as  explicitiy 
repudiates  the  idea,  which  in  the  teeth  of  such  disclaimer,  and  of  internal 
evidence  also,  has  been  attributed  to  him,  of  portraying  in  the  Blitiiedale 
actors  tiie  actual  ccHnpanions  of  his  Brook  Farm  career— or  other  Ame- 
rican celebrities  (as  tnough  Margaret  Fuller  were  Zenobia,  because  botii 
living  on  ''  Rights  of  Woman"  excitement,  and  both  dying  by  drowning !). 
The  characters  are  few ;  but  each  forms  a  study.  The  gorgeous  iSenobia 
— from  out  whose  imposing  nature  was  felt  to  breathe  an  infiuence  '^  sudi 
as  we  might  suppose  to  come  from  Eve,  when  she  was  just  made,  and 
her  Creator  brought  her  to  Adam,  saying,  *  Behold !  here  is  a  Woman !'  '^ 
—not  an  influence  merely  fraught  with  especial  gentleness  graoe,  mo- 
desty, and  shyness,  but  a  ''  certain  warm  and  rich  characteristic,  which 
seems,  for  tiie  most  part,  to  have  been  refined  away  out  of  the  feminine 
system.***    Hdlingsworth — by  nature  deeply  and  warmly  benevolent, 

*  What  aocnracy  amid  tiie  hot  passion  of  Zenobia's  self-portraiture,  jost  before 
flbe  tragedy  cortaiB  drops:—*'  At  least,  I  am  a  woman,  with  evety  fiinlt,  it  may 
be,  that  a  woman  ever  had— weak,  vain,  unpriao^ed  (Uke  most  of  my  sex ;  for 
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but  restricting  his  benevolence  exclusively  to  one  channel,  fmd  havii^ 
nothing  to  spare  for  other  great  manifestations  of  love  to  man,  nor 
scarcely  for  the  nutriment  of  individual  attachments,  unless  they  nunister, 
in  some  way,  to  the  terrible  egotism  which  he  mistakes  for  au  aneel  of 
God : — ^with  something  of  the  woman  moulded  into  his  great  stalwart 
frame,  and  a  spirit  of  prayer  abiding  and  working  in  his  heart ; — b«it 
himself  grown  to  be  the  bond-slave  of  his  philanthropic  theory,  which 
has  become  to  him  in  effect  a  cold  spectral  monster  of  his  own  conjuring; 
persuading  himself  that  the  importance  of  his  public  ends  renders  it 
allowable  to  throw  aside  his  private  conscience ;  embodying  himself  in  a 
project,  which  the  disenchanted  Zenobia  reprobates  with  hissing  defiance 
as  ''self,  self,  self!'*  Friscilla,  again:  a  weakly  bud  that  blossoms  into 
health  and  hope  under  the  fostering  clime  of  Blithedale,  where  she  seems 
a  butterfly  at  play  in  a  flickering  bit  of  sunshine,  and  mistaking  it  for  a 
broad  and  eternal  summer — though  her  gaiety  reveals  at  times  how  de- 
licate an  instrument  she  is,  and  what  fragile  harp-strings  are  her  nerves — 
a  being  of  slender  and  shadowy  grace,  whose  mysterious  qualities  make 
her  seem  diaphanous  with  spiritual  light.  Silas  Foster,  too:  "lank,  stal- 
wart, uncouth,  and  grisly-bearded  ;"  the  prose  element,  and  very  dense 
prose,  too,  in  the  poetry  of  the  Communists ;  with  his  palm  of  sole-leather 
and  his  joints  of  rusty  iron,  and  his  brain  (as  Zenobia  pronounces  it)  of 
Savoy  cabbage.  And  old  Idoodie,  or  Fauntleroy — that  finished  picture 
of  a  skulking  outcast— shy  and  serpentine— with  a  queer  appearance  <^ 
hiding  himself  behind  the  patch  on  his  left  eye — a  deplorable  grey 
shadow — ^mysterious,  but  not  mad ;  his  mind  only  needing  to  be  screwed 
up,  like  an  instrument  long  out  of  tune,  the  strings  of  which  have  ceased  to 
vibrate  smartly  and  sharply — *<a  subdued,  undemonstrative  old  man, 
who  would  doubtless  drink  a  glass  of  liquor,  now  and  then,  and  probably 
more  than  was  good  for  him ;  not,  however,  with  a  purpose  of  undue  ex- 
hilaration, but  in  the  hope  of  bringing  his  spirits  up  to  the  ordinary  level 
of  the  world's  cheerfulness."*     Miles  Coverdale  himself  is  no  lay  figure  in 

our  virtues,  when  we  have  any,  are  merely  impulsive  and  intuitive),  passionate, 
too,  and  pursuing  my  foolish  and  unattainable  ends  by  indirect  and  cunning, 
though  absurdly  chosen  means,  as  an  hereditary  bond-slave  must;  fidse,  moreover* 
to  the  whole  circle  of  good,  in  my  reckless  truth  to  the  little  good  I  saw  before 
me— but  still  a  woman!"  And  oh  the  bitter,  almost  blasphemous,  yet  overmaster- 
ing pathos  of  her  following  words— the  sobbing  protest  of  a  broken,  bankrupt 
heart — '*  A  creature  whom  only  a  little  change  of  earthly  fortune,  a  litUe  kinder 
smile  of  Him  who  sent  me  hither,  and  one  true  heart  to  encourage  and  direct  me, 
might  have  made  me  all  that  a  woman  can  be!"  Words  worthy  of  thee,  Zenobia, 
queenly  struggler  against  the  bars  of  thy  prison-house! — ^words  spoken  not  wisely, 
but  too  well 

*  It  is  fine  to  see  how  the  old  man  does  ^  come  out**  under  the  spell  of  claret, 
when  Coverdale  beguiles  him  into  telling  the  story  of  his  blighted  life — ^to  recog- 
nise the  connoisseur  in  the  seedy  greybeard's  way  of  handling  the  glass,  in  his 
preliminary  snuff  at  the  aroma,  in  hu  curious  glance  at  the  label  of  the  bottle,  as 
if  to  learn  the  brand,  in  the  gustatory  skill  with  which  he  prolonged  the  first 
cautious  sip  of  the  wine,  to  give  his  palate  the  full  advantage  of  it  And  the  trans- 
forming efficacy  of  the  fiavour  and  perfbme,  recalling  old  associations;  so  that 
'*  instead  of  the  mean,  slouching,  furtive,  painfully  depressed  air  of  the  old  city- 
vagabond,  more  like  a  grey  kennel-rat  than  any  other  Mvlng  thing,  he  began  to 
take  the  aspect  of  a  decayed  gentleman."  Even  his  garments  began  to  look  less 
shabby  to  his  entertainer— but  then  Coverdale  himself  had  quaflM  a  glass  or  two 
when  thU  phase  of  the  transfiguration  opened. 
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tbe  j^roop  of  actors.  His  character  is  replete  with  interest,  whether  as  a 
partial  presentment  of  the  author's  own  person,  or  as  a  type  of  no  un- 
common indiyiduality  in  this  age  of ''  yeast.''  We  have  in  him  a  strange 
but  most  true  '*  coincidence"  of  warm  feeling  and  freezing  reflection,  of 
the  kind  deep  heart  and  the  vexed  and  vaollating  hrain,  of  a  natural 
tendency  to  &ith  and  a  constitutional  taint  of  scepticism,  of  the  sensu- 
oas»  indolent  epicurean  and  the  habitual  cynic,  of  the  idealist — all  hope^ 
and  tbe  realist — all  disapnointment  It  is  this  fusion  of  opposite,  not 
contradictory  qualities,  wnich  gives  so  much  piquancy  and  flavour  to 
Corerdale's  character,  and  his  author^s  writings  m  general 

To  become  a  member  of  the  Blithedale  socialistic  institute,  at  which  the 
worid  laughed  as  it  will  laugh  at  castles  in  the  air — ^and  all  the  while, 
evidently  idl  the  while,  to  be  convinced  at  heart  that  the  scheme  is  im« 
praeticable — this  is  quite  au  naturel  with  the  Blithedale  romancer.  When 
ne  retires,  and  former  acquaintance  show  themselves  inclined  to  ridicule 
his  heroic  devotion  to  the  cause  of  human  welfiire,  he  sanctions  the  jest, 
and  explains  that  really  he  had  but  been  experimentalising,  and  with  no 
valuable  amount  of  hope  or  fear  at  stake,  and  that  the  thing  had  enabled 
him  to  pass  the  summer  in  a  novel  and  agreeable  way,  had  afforded  him 
some  grotesque  specimens  of  artificial  simplicity,  and  could  not,  therefore, 
jpocuf  himself,  be  reckoned  a  fieulure.  Miles  gives  us  the  best  insight  into 
his  mind  in  its  distinctive  features,  by  such  a  passing  reflection  as  this— 
where  he  is  recording  the  invigorating  tone  of  Blithedale  air  to  the  new 
converts  from  £Eided  conventional  life :  '*  We  had  thrown  off  that  sweety 
bewitching,  enervating  indolence,  which  is  better,  after  all,  than  most  of 
the  enjoyments  vrithin  mortal  grasp."  His  deficiency  in  the  excelsior 
asjnration  of  the  san^ine  temperament  stands  revealed  in  erery  chapter. 
A  little  exaggerate^  but  that  not  much,  in  his  language  to  Priscilla : 
'^My  past  life  has  been  a  tiresome  one.  enough;  yet  I  would  rather 
look  backward  ten  times  than  forward  once.  For,  little  as  we  know  of 
our  life  to  come,  we  may  be  very  sure,  for  one  thing,  that  the  good  we 
aim  at  will  not  be  attained.  People  never  do  get  just  the  good  they  seek. 
If  it  come  at  all,  it  is  something  else,  which  they  never  dreamed  of,  and 
did  not  particularly  want"  And  the  conflicting  influences  of  which  we 
have  spoken  are  notably  illustrated  when  he  describes  his  antipathy  to, 
heightened  by  his  very  sympathy  with,  the  odious  Westervelt :  *'  The 
professor^s  tone  represented  that  of  worldly  society  at  large,  where  a  cold 
scepticism  smothers  what  it  can  of  our  spiritual  aspirations,  and  makes  the 
rest  ridiculous.  I  detested  this  kind  of  man  ;  and  all  the  more  because 
a  part  of  my  own  nature  showed  itself  responsive  to  him."  An  admirable 
bit  of  p^chology,  and  eminently  Uke  Natnaniel  Hawthorne. 


But  tor  our  restricted  limits,  fieun  would  we  string  together  a  few  of 
those  pithy  reflections  with  which  the  romance  abounds— many  of  them, 
mdee^  questionable,  but  nearly  all  worth  transcription,  and  stamped  with 
the  quaint  die  of  the  romancer^  esprit.  Differ  from  him  as  you  may,  von 
are  all  along  interested  in  him,  and  are  apt  to  find  more  in  his  crotchets 
than  in  a  dullard's  '*  exquisite  reasons." 

Of  ""The  Scarlet  Letter,"  <<The  House  of  the  Seven  Gables,"  the 
"  Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse,"  &c.,  we  have  entered  our  verdict,  such  as 
it  is,  in  a  previous  *'  fly-leaf."  The  ''  Life  of  Franklin  Fierce,"  a  con- 
fasedly  time-serving  palaver,  is  in  no  way  worthy  of  that  '^  statue  of 
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Aigfat  and  sileDce"*  which  Mr.  Hawthorne  has  heen  called.  It  is  meagn, 
hasty,  and  without  dbtincdTe  merit  of  any  kind.  Prejodiced  in  Ui 
&?our,  we  read  it  with  fxdl  purpose  of  heart  to  like  it  exceedingly,  sml 
to  find  an  immense  deal  in  it ;  hut  it  baffled  us  outright,  and  we  oodd 
only  conclude  that,  like  bonus  HomeruSt  this  our  bonus  AlbasprnMSTOKf 
he  caught  guandogue  dormitans. 

A  wOTd  or  two,  however,  ere  we  leave  him,  upon  his  more  genial  sad 
satisfactory  contributions  to  the  Literature  of  Childhood.  The  *^  Won- 
der-Book,^ like  most  true  books  for  children,  has  a  eharm  for  their  grave 
and  reverend  seniors.  These  okl-world  myths  of  Pandora  and  Midss» 
and  Baucis  and  Philemon,  are  related  with  the  poetieal  simplicity  and 
good  faith  which  is  dieir  due,  and  the  due  of  all  child-auditors.  Mr. 
Hawthorne  loves  and  understands,  and  is  loved  and  understood  by,  wkal 
Wordsworth  c^dls 

Real  children:  not  too  wise, 
Too  learned,  or  too  good.f 
Do  Tou  remember  "  Little  Annie's  Ramble''  in  '<  Twioe-told  Tales?" 
^— where  he  tells  us  that  if  he  prides  himself  on  anythii^,  it  b  beeaan 
he  has  a  smile  that  children  love — and  that  few  are  the  grown  kdiei 
that  could  entice  him  firom  the  side  of  sneh  as  little  Annie,  so  deep  is  hk 
d^i^ht  in  letting  his  mind  go  hand  in  hand  with  the  mind  of  a  sialsai 
child.  For  he  wisely  holds  and  sweetly  teaches  that,  as  the  pore  hmAi 
of  children  rerives  the  life  of  i^^  men,  so  is  our  moral  nature  rerivad  bj 
their  free  and  simple  thoughts,  their  native  fieeling,  i^Mir  airy  mirth,  nr 
little  cause  or  none,  iheir  grief,  soon  roused  and  80<m  allayed.  And  hi 
maintains,  with  a  fervour  and  an  experto  crede  decision  tliat  would  have 
won  him  Jean  Paul's  benison,  that  the  influence  of  these  little  ones  upon 
US  is  at  least  reciprocal  with  oan  on  them— and  that  when  life  setti« 
darkly  down  upon  us,  and  we  doubt  whether  to  call  oarselves  young  any 
Boie,  l^n  it  is  good  to  steal  away  from  the  society  of  bearded  men,  and 
even  of  gentler  woman,  and  spend  an  hour  or  two  with  children.  Here 
is  the  genuine  man  for  inditing  a  '<  Wonder-Book"  for  small  people. 
Woe  worth  the  "  onoe  upon  a  time"  when,  says  the  cc^ector  of  "  Yule- 
Tide  Stories,"  there  were  no  Popular  Tales— adding,  «<  and  a  sad  time 
U  was  for  children."^    And  a  sad  time  it  promised  to  be  for  dnldien 

*  An  American  visitor  at  Emerson's  Monday  soMei,  at  which  a  **  Congren  of 
Oracles'*  held  sSanees  to  the  admiiation  of  <*  curious  Usteners,"  and  all  ate  towA 
apples  in  perfect  good  fellowship^  describes  Miles  Coverdale  as  sittiaf,  a  little  r»- 
SKnred,  uader  a  iN^rait  of  Dante— *<  a  statue  of  night  and  silence,"  gaadagii^ 
ceptiblj  upon  the  parliamentary  group;  ** and  as  he  sat  in  the  shadow,  bis  dailc 
hair  and  eyes  made  him,  in  that  society,  the  black  thread  of  mystery  which  fae 
weaves  into  his  stories."  Sudi  was  hi»  contribution  to  the  commmuumt.  But  a 
Liverpool  consulate  will  surely  test  his  tadtnmity. 

f  "Pielude."    BookV. 

i  See  the  <<  Birth  of  the  Popular  Tale."  forming  the  introductkm  to  Mr.  Thorpe's 
^Yule-Tide  Stories,"  a  collection  of  tales  and  traditions  of  the  north  of  Europe 
(Bohn,  1853).  In  which  story  we  are  pleasantly  taught  how  two  royal  ddldro, 
lepresenting  human  beings  in  general,  while  inhabiting  a  w**gniaw>nt  domain,  an 
ill  at  ease,  with  a  vague  sense  of  longing  ;  whidi  is  at  length  relieved  by  thiir 
mother's  inwardly  wiahing  for  some  miraculous  antidote  to  their  complaint,  pis 
comes  in  the  shape  of  a  beautiftil  bird,  from  whose  **gdlden  green  and  Spldoi 
blue"  egg  is  hatched  *<  the  partircoloured,  winged,  glittering  del%ht  of  cfafldbood, 
itself  a  child,  the  wondrous  bird  Imaakiaiimi,  the  Ptrp^  Tokr  And  now  the 
"     (Natuie)  saw  her  children  no  longer  sad.    11^  contracted  an  ardent  lofS 
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Mme  few  years  sinee,  when  the  present  reaction  in  fayour  of  such  literary 
purreyors  as  the  Brothers  Grimm  had  not  yet  set  in,  and  childhood 
seemed  in  post-haste  to  he  tnmed  into  a  Useful  Knowledge  Society — a 
corporation  without  imagination,  fjEincy,  poetry,  faith,  sonl,  or  spirit — a 
j(nnt-stock  company  of  old  heads  on  young  shoulders,  and  tiny  bosoms 
without  hearts  in  them.  Then  it  was  that  Charles  Lamb  piteously  said^ 
in  one  of  his  nonpareil  letters,  *'  Goody  Two  Shoes  is  almost  out  of  print. 
Mrs.  Barbauld's  stuff  has  banished  all  the  old  classics  of  the  nursery ;  and 
the  shopman  at  Newbery's*  hardly  deigned  to  reach  them  off  an  old 
exploded  comer  of  a  shelf,  when  3fary  asked  for  them.f  Mrs.  B.'s  and 
Mrs.  Trimmer's  npnsense  lay  in  piles  about  Knowledge  insignificant 
and  rapid  as  Mrs.  B.'s. books  convey,  it  seems,  must  come  to  a  child  in- 
the  shape  of  knowledge,  and  his  empty  noddle  must  be  turned  with  con- 
ceit of  his  own  powers  when  he  has  learnt  that  a  horse  is  an  animal,  and 
Bifiy  is  better  than  a  horse,  and  such  like  ;  instead  of  that  beautiful  inte- 
rest in  wild  tales,  which  made  the  child  a  man,  while  all  the  time  he 
suspected  himself  to  be  no  bigger  than  a  child."  And  there  follows 
Lamb's  argumentum  eui  hominem  S.  7*.  C,  which,  remembering  what 
manner  of  man  S.  T.  C.  was,  we  read  very  feelingly  :  «*  Think  of  what 
you  would  have  been  now,  if  instead  of  being  fed  with  tales  and  old 
wives*  fables  in  childhood,  you  had  been  crammed  with  geography  and 
natural  history !"  Ach  Himmel  I  what  had  then  become  of  the  '^  Ancient 
Mariner,"  and  ^*  Christabel,"  and  all  the  odiers,  best  reliques  of  the  notice- 
al^  man  with  large  grey  eyes ! 

Why,  sir,  it  may  be  retorted,  he  might  then  have  become  a  cosy,  com- 
fortable, substantial,  practical  man ;  and  S.  T.  C.  might  have  been  as 
well  known  and  respected  on  'Change  as  £  s.  d.  itself.  That  pampered 
imagination  was  the  ruin  of  him. 

1^  comfortable  and  well-to-do-man  of  business!  in  yoiur  sense  it 
But  in  another  8ense,|  for  which  he  is  dear,  and  by  which  only 


ftr  the  tale.  And  the  result  was,  that  it  ^  sweetened  their  early  days,  delighted 
tfaem  with  its  thousand  varying  forms  and  metamorphoses,  and  flew  over  every 
house  and  hut,  over  every  castle  and  palace."  But  fvirthermore,  the  tale  was  not 
fimxted,  in  its  mission,  to  the  children.  **  Its  nature  was  such,  tiiat  even  those  of 
mstorer  age  found  pleasure  in  it,  provided  only  that  iA  their  riper  years  they 
powcwcd  something  which  they  had  brought  with  them  from  the  garden  of  child- 
hoed— «  child-like  simplicity  of  heart"  Without  which,  we  leoonunend  no  one  to 
Bead  Meaars.  Hawthc^ne  and  Benjamin  Thorpe. 

^  Whither  Charies  and  **  Bridget"  had  just  wended  their  way,  to  buv  some 
Buraefy  daaaics  for  little  Hartley  Coleridge.  He,  we  hope,  retahied,  as  he  cer- 
tainly prized  and  loved  them,  to  tiie  last. 

t  Had  Charles  asked  for  them,  we  presume  this  shopman  would  have  construed 
hii  stutter  into  an  inability,  for  very  shame,  to  make  inquiries  for  anything  so 
frivolous  and  out  of  date. 
X  Qays  Wordswortii  to  Coleridge  Qrut  as  Lamb  said,  ttt  nnra), 
*<  Where  had  we  been,  we  two,  beloved  friend!"  &c^ 
if  reared  on  the  modem  maanikin  system  ?    Wordsworth  "  pours  out  thanks  with 
uplifted  heart,  that  he  was  reared  safe  from  an  evil  which  these  days  have  laid 
upon  tiie  children  of  the  land,  a  peat  thai  might  have  dried  him  up,  botfy  and  souV 
Me,  m  extoiao,  the  noble  Fifth  Book  of  the  *"  Prdude"~on  the  text: 
'*OhI  give  us  once  again  the  wishing  cap 

Of  Fortonatus,  and  the  invisible  coat 

Of  Jack  the  Giant-killer,  Robin  Hood, 

And  Sabra  in  the  forest  with  St.  George! 

The  child  whose  love  is  here,  at  least  doth  reap 

One  precious  gain,  that  he  forgets  himself." 
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he  is  known,  to  hb  famiiuursy  it  went  far  towards  the  making  of 
him. 

A  wonderful  digression,  by  the  way  ;  but  one  for  which  the  *'  Wonder- 
Book"  is  radically  responsible,  and  into  which  we  should  not  ha?e  been 
ensnared,  but  that  the  Croody-books,  and  encydopeedic  horn-books,  and 
panteohnic  primers,  have  still  their  advocates  m  the  midst  of  us*     Well  i 

Tliey  may  talk  as  they  will,  but  the  fairy  times 

Were  the  pleasantest  times  of  all; 
When  up  from  their  dwellings,  a  few  dark  rhymes 

The  genii  of  earth  could  call. 
Oh,  from  our  heart,  how  we*d  pray  and  vow, 
If  rhymes  had  but  half  such  virtue  now  t 

And  therefore  grateful  and  glad  is  our  welcome  of  one  who  revivifies  dor- 
mant feelings,  and  freshens  sere  hearts  with  the  dew  of  the  morning,  and 
to  whom  we  can  say,  with  full  assurance  of  faith,  "  Historian  of  our  in- 
fancy  I  bide  with  us— do  not  yet  depart — dead  times  revive  in  thee  :"— 

We'll  talk  of  sunshine  and  of  song. 
And  Slimmer  days,  when  we  were  young ; 
Sweet  childish  days,  that  were  as  long 
As  twenty  days  are  now. 


ADVENTURES  OF  A  LETTER  BETWEEN  CASTELAMARE 
AND  NAPLES. 

I  WAS  bom  one  morning  in  August  Scarcely,  however,  veas  I  brought 
into  the  world,  when,  contrary  to  all  the  usual  ways  of  parents,  mine 
sent  me  out  into  it  to  make  my  way  as  well  as  I  could.  My  birth  had 
something  classical  in- it,  as,  like  Minerva  from  the  brain  of  Jupiter,  I 
leaped  full*grown  from  the  brain  of  my  parent  Like  Minerva,  too,  I 
had  no  mother.  The  next  step  of  my  life  was  less  godlike,  for  I  wag 
committed  to  the  pocket  of  a  servant  My  father  gave  me  one  look  of 
kindness,  as  if  I  had  something  about  or  in  me  which  pleased  him — as  if 
he  had  done  a  good  action  in  producing  me,  so  beaming  with  benevo- 
lence was  his  eye— and  then  gave  directions  that  I  was  to  be  sent  off 
immediately. 

Thus,  in  pure  kindness,  was  I  banished  the  paternal  manaon.  I  was 
hurried  to  a  strange  house  in  a  narrow  street,  and  thrust  into  a  hole  in 
the  wall.  Here  I  found  many  companions.  Some  had  a  vrell*bom  and 
an  educated  appearance,  while  others  had  a  dirty,  low-bred  air,  and  were 
most  offensive  to  me,  coming,  as  I  had,  fresh  from  a  perfumed  chamber. 
One  vulgar  fellow — a  thick,  shapeless  mass,  full  of  everything  odious^ 
like  a  rotten  water-melon— tumbled  plump  in  on  me,  giving  me  a  mark 
In  my  face  I  shall  never  lose  ;  and  when  I  uttered  a  slight  expression  of 
sensation — for  I  have  much  sensibility — he  burst  into  such  invectives 
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against  '<  aristocrats**  and  '^  flats,"  that  I  hare  bad  a  distaste  for  corporate 
bodies  ever  once.  I  did  not  tbink  his  thick  figure  nearly  so  elegant  as 
mj  thinness.  Presently  a  delicate  creature  with  a  black  seal  slipped  in 
beside  me,  scenting  the  whole  place  with  atar  of  roses.  She  whispered 
to  me  she  was  going  to  Naples,  to  announce  the  death  of  a  grandmother. 
'<  Dime !— oime  r  She  wept  much  for  a  time,  and  then  talked  of 
*<  money,  and  lands,  and  horses,  and  jewels — such  jewels !"  in  a  soft  tone 
of  Toice,  till  I  could  not  tell  if  she  were  weeping  or  laughing.  Some 
others  came  in :  one  was  lavish  in  praise  of  '*  aqua  media,"  and  was  very 
earnest  about  ''  a  proffigate  old  woman  ;"  another  talked  of  '*  donkey 
riding,"  and  lamented  over  ''  suffering  broken  spirits."  For  piy  part,  I 
was  occupied  with  my  hopes  of  gettmg  soon  to  Naples.  Here  we  all 
stayed,  however,  for  forty-eight  hours  ;  and  I  thoueht  it  very  strange,  as 
my  parent  had  directed  1  should  go  to  Naples  wimout  any  loss  of  time. 
At  last  we  were  all  thrust  into  a  bag,  and  put  into  a  boat,  and  went 
over  the  sea  to  Naples. 

I  did  not  see  anything  on  our  way  either  of  Vesuvius  or  the  sea ;  but 
two  of  my  neighbours  tdked  them  over  as  if  they  knew  all  about  them  ; 
and  thus  i  learned — ^though  I  confess  I  gathered  but  a  ^very  confused 
idea  of  them  both — that  '*  the  sea  was  a  mirror  of  blue  sweetness,"  and 
''  a  melody  of  liquid  essences,"  and  '*  a  thrilling  heaven,  with  the  tips  of 
the  wavelets  for  stars,*'  and  that  '<  it  had  seraphic  corridors,  and  mer> 
maids  sitting  in  them  combing  their  green  eyelashes  with  combs  made  of 
the  fins  of  Uue  fish  with  wings,"  and  that  Vesuvius  "  was  a  wicked  pet  of 
a  mountain,"  and  '^  had  a  darHngly  awful  crater,  but  was  very  stupid 
just  now,  and  didn't  drown  any  more  towns  like  Herculanssum,  which 
was  a  daric  love  of  a  horror  all  buried  in  lava  ;*' — and  so  they  went  chat- 
ting on,  when  another,  in  a  gruff  voice,  declared  that  ''  some  people 
talked  stuff,"  and  the  sea  was  a  good  sort  of  sea,  like  ''  another,  but  a 
Ut  bluish,"  and  <<  hadn't  half  as  many  ships  on  it  as  the  Bay  of  Ply- 
mouth," and  ''  as  to  Vesuvius,  it  was  a  poor  thing  to  crack  about  so 
much,  and  nothing  like  Snowdon."  1  thought  him  a  great  traveller,  but 
one  of  my  ohatterine  neighbours  whispered  to  the  other,  that  ''  any  one 
must  be  an  odious-heartod  monster,  and  a  crocodile,  who  did  not  adore 
italL" 

Just  then  we  bumped  on  the  shore  at  Naples.  In  a  little  time^  we 
arrived  at  a  large  house,  and  were  all  turned  out  on  a  table,  and  tossed 
about ;  some  to  one  man,  and  some  to  another.  I  saw  my  two  lively 
companions,  and  the  one  with  a  gruff  voice,  all  thrown  over  to  one  man^ 
and  so  I  thought  they  must  all  be  going  to  travel  to  the  same  country. 
''  How  they  will  contradict  each  other  by  the  way !"  thought  I. 

1  was  carried  off  into  an  inner  room,  and  looking  about  me  I  saw  I 
was  in  a  comfortable  apartment,  in  which  were  two  rather  elderly  gentle- 
men reclining  larily  in  arm-chairs.  One  was  a  tall  thin  man,  who  spoke 
fittle,  and  then  in  short  abrupt  sentences ;  the  other  was  a  stout  man^ 
who  talked  rapidly. 

«  More  letters  ?"  said  the  tall  man.     «  Stay  till  to-morrow," 

*'  They  must  stay  till  next  month,  I  think,"  said  the  other;  ''  people 
ire  going  mad  about  writing  letters.  /  never  write  any ;  we  are  per- 
fectly crushed  with  letters — ammazzati,  crushed^— and  to-day  I  am  ex- 
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luuisted,  and  I  have  an  engagement  presently,  and  then  I  am  gobg  to 
ibe  theatre  with  some  friends." 

"  Friends  V*  rejoined  the  first;  "  ah  I  /know.** 

^  Noy  yon  dont  know,"  said  the  stent  man;  and  so  they  had  a  long 
Aspnte  for  half  an  hour  abont  this,  one  guessing  a  name  and  the  other 
denying,  and  giving  a  doxen  reasons  why  it  couldn't  be  that  family  \  aod 
all  the  while  I  thought  they  might  ha?e  let  me  go  into  the  next  stieit^ 
where  my  anxious  parent  had  said  I  was  wanted  without  any  delaj. 
By-and-by  the  two  gentlemen  swept  us  new  comers  all  into  a  drawtr, 
hiffgledy-piggledy,  and  went  out,  locking  the  door;  and  there  we  weie 
left  till  the  next  day. 

I  passed  a  troubled  night,  for  I  had  something  to  say  of  modi  impor* 
tanoe  to  a  lawyer  on  business,  and  erery  hour  was  of  moment;  and 
already  three  days  had  been  lost  at  Castelamare  and  on  the  voyage  to 
Naples.  Besides  this,  a  great  portly  lubber  of  a  creature  fell  right  on 
me,  and  talked  in  a  dull  way  all  night  long  about  '<  glorioos  free  trade/' 
and  *^  low  prices,"  and  <'  the  people's  food,"  and  <'  sugars  keeping  up," 
and  the  '*  lemon  crop  lost,"  and  **  corn  at  32s. ;"  all  of  whi^  was  pare 

fibberish  to  me ;  and  then  he  kept  up  a  long  buzz-buss  about  "  King 
erdinand"  and  '<  priest  poKtics,"  till  the  door  opened  and  our  two  gentle- 
men entered.  Our  drawer  was  opened,  and  the  first  of  us  taken  out  was 
my  bX  neighbour.  To  my  surprise  the  tall  man  opened  him,  meltii^ 
the  teal  with  a  hot  iron  from  a  fire  in  ^e  next  room;  and  then  he  said, 
m  his  sharp  way,  ^  Too  much  politics;"  and  in  a  moment  in  went  mj 
balky  companion  into  the  fire,  and  I  heard  him  with  all  his  <'oon 
cargoes  frxmi  La  Puglia,"  and  '<  sv^ars,"  and  '*  workshops  of  the  wortd," 
crackling  in  the  flfunes.  I  almost  laufi;hed,  remembering  what  a  bad 
night  he  had  caused  me  with  his  *^  politics  and  King  Ferdinand." 

**  Englishman  agun,"  he  added  presently,  as  the  letter  biased. 

*^  Bene^^  said  tlM  stout  man,  *'  those  English  are  uncommonly  fond  ef 
our  politics— quite  impaxzati — ^but  that  gentleman's  friends  in  Englaiid 
do  not  learn  much  frtnn  Aun  about  them.  We  take  care  they  are  not 
injured  by  kis  bad  opinions— we  are  fritfaers  to  tiiem — -pratettori  i*  and 
he  diuckled. 

^*  They  are  our  bambini,^  scud  the  tall  man,  gravely. 

**  News  fly  much  too  frvt  now-a-days,"  conttnued  the  stout  one; 
**  things  go  on  too  quidcly  in  the  world  ;  if  all  people  were  to  ratde  oa 
as  fast  as  those  Enfi^lish  radical  milofdi  wish,  we  should  next  year  hsfs 
this  world  too  smaU  for  us ;  and,  presto,  we  should  gallop  out  of  it  ofsr 
into  some  other." 

*'  JE  vero^-delay  is  a  good  thing,**  observed  his  companion,  sagely, 
and  putting  another  letter  in  the  fire. 

''  We  in  Naples,"  continued  the  first,  <<  Kke  the  good  old  times,  slow 
and  sure."  (*<  Very  sure,"  thought  I,  listening  to  the  bumm^  letter.) 
**  The  raiboad  goes  too  fisi^  for  our  letters :  country  people  shoud  attend 
to  country  things,  and  town  people  to  town  things — e  giueto.  The  rail^ 
way  to  Castelamare  is  a  great  injury  to  us;  people  communioate  more» 
and  have  more  business,  and  write  more,  and  we  have  m<ne  to  do,  and 
no  more  pay.  I  like  the  old  sailing-boats  and  bad  roads ;  and  now  thef 
want  to  hurry  us  because  they  have  steam." 
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*^  Dekj  19  pa^ence,**  said  die  tall  man,  ''  and  patienza  is  strength.*' 

^  But  I  wemV  be  hurried,"  continued  the  other;  "  people  in  the  coim* 
try  shall  not  huny  iti^^they  ought  not  to  want  to  know  what  is  doing 
in  Naples,     /nerer  do  when  I  am  in  the  country.** 

**  Delay  produces  self-denial,"  said  the  tall  man,  ''  and  self-denial  is 
self-command."     (**  How  wise  he  is,*'  thought  I.) 

Ilias  they  talked  away  the  morning  in  praise  of  delay,  occasionally 
opening  a  letter,  and  Iniming  it  if  it  contained  **  too  much  of  tM 
stale  of  Italy,"  or  sealing  it  up  again  and  throwing  it  into  a  hoz 
when  it  contained  only  &raily  details,  or,  as  the  tall  man  said,  ^  Fame 
— seas  and  mountains."  I  stared  at  them  all  day  long  (that  is,  as  long 
as  th^  were  there,  for  they  went  home  to  dinner,  and  were  a  long  time 
letunnng),  but  I  could  get  no  attention  paid  me,  till  the  stout  one,  yawn- 
ing, took  me  up,  and  was  just  going  to  examine  me,  when  he  cried  out 
that  he  had  **  an  old  drawer  of  letters  of  last  week  which  he  had  forgot*' 
ten;"  and  so  I  was  thrown  amde^  and  the  **  old  drawer'*  occupied  them 
both  till  diey  went  away  again  for  the  night.  Here  I  was  then  for 
another  night,  but  being  very  young  I  comforted  myself  with  the  thought 
tiiat  die  old  gentleman  migm,  perhaps,  be  right,  '*  that  delay  was  a  good 
thin^."  I  was  conning  this  over  with  myself,  when  a  g^reat  stout  creator^ 
but  with  a  kindly  mr,  slipped  from  somewhere  down  by  my  side,  and  said, 
**  He  had  a  story  to  tell,  iip  I  would  like  to  hear  it."  This  was  delightful, 
as  it  would  pass  away  the  night  better  than  the  heavy  talk  of  the  last 
a%lit*s  companion  about  ^'  com  and  sugar  markets,"  and  which  had  de- 
pressed me  so  much  that  I  felt  as  if  Vesuvius,  made  of  com  and  sugar, 
were  lying  upon  me.  Some  other  of  our  companions  hearing  of  the  pro- 
posed story,  dedared  they  liked  ^*  anything  pleasant,"  and  so  he  bc^n 

THE  STORY  OF  MY  AUlTr. 

I>KAB  Frieud, — ^Yon  wish  to  know  how  it  was  I  never  saw  my  aunt 
during  her  last  illness  before  she  died.  It  was  in  this  way.  I  was  with 
B^  wife  and  children  passing  the  summer  at  our  villa  at  Moiana,  near 
Yueo.  We  proposed  one  day  to  make  a  pic-nic  expedition  up  St.  Anrdo^ 
and  dine  under  one  of  the  great  beech-trees  at  the  highest  part  of  the 
wood  which  stretches  all  the  way  up  the  slope  from  just  above  Moiana 
t»  nearly  the  top  of  St.  Angela  It  was  a  cool  day  in  August,  and  we 
afl  rode  our  donlEeys  up  the  stony  mountain,  which  rises  bare  and  barren 
at  the  hmiik  of  our  house,  often  looking  back  at  the  sea,  which  roread 
itsdf  wider  and  wider  under  our  feet  as  we  mounted  up.  My  children 
knglMd  and  clapped  iheir  hands  with  joy  ait  the  sight,  as  hesulland  and 
hill  and  bay  came  more  and  more  into  view.  Then  we  reached  some 
copse  wood,  and  passed  General  SabatelH's  house,  standing  on  a  large 
flat  spaee — a  small  unfinished  building.  I  was  sorry  it  was  not  finished, 
widi  its  garden.  It  would  have  been  a  little  paradise  of  art  set  in  the 
■lidst  of  this  wild  nature — a  wilderness  of  woods  and  mountains  with 
tint  tranquil  sea  its  boundary.  We  entered  the  heeA.  wood,  and  then 
wound  up  by  wandering  and  irregular  paths,  sometimes  among  ferns  and 
wild  flowers,  and  then  beneadi  the  spreading  boughs  of  the  great  forest 
trses ;  •omettmes  up  the  steep  sides  of  some  de^  and  then  along  flal 
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ground — so  the  mtssy  path  led  us  at  will.  Here  and  there  we  came 
upon  the  charcoal-Dumen,  uncouth  figures,  piling  their  little  mounds  of 
wood :  and  anon,  to  large  tumuli  of  a  white  earth,  two  or  three  together, 
and  flattened  on  the  top.  These  were  the  deposits  of  snow-ice  for 
Naples,  and  still  full ;  while  others  were  empty,  and  like  great  bowls 
scooped  out  of  the  ground. 

At  length  we  came,  by  easy  walking — for  the  children  got  off  their  don- 
keys and  ran  about  through  the  grass,  gathering  nosegays  of  wild  plants, 
and  rejoicing  in  the  fresh  mountain  air — to  the  top  of  the  wood,  and 
Erected  our  dinner  to  be  spread  under  one  of  the  great  beech-trees. 
Close  by  was  the  ridge  from  which  you  look  down  on  the  other  side  of 
St.  Angelo  over  Castelamare,  and  Vesuvius,  and  Pompeii.  Some  one 
proposed  that  we  should  ride  on  to  the  rocky  summit  of  the  mountain 
while  dinner  was  getting  ready.  So  we  went  on,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
we  all  stood  on  the  platform,  which  runs  round  three  sides  of  the  little 
church  of  St  Michefe.  The  decano  of  the  Duomo  at  Castelamare,  to 
which  the  little  church  belongs,  being  an  old  friend  of  mine,  had  very 
obligingly  sent  up  a  subordinate  with  the  keys  of  the  door  at  the  foot  <» 
the  rock  and  of  the  church — ^for  no  one  resides  there ;  and  so  we  first 
pud  our  devotions  before  the  miraculous  image  of  St  Michele,  the  patron 
saint  of  St.  Angelo,  and  then  gave  ourselves  up  to  all  the  enchantment  of^ 
the  scene  around  us. 

It  was  a  panorama  of  unrivalled  beauty;  from  Salerno  and  Amalfi 
round  to  Naples  and  Ischia,  all  lay  at  our  feet ;  while  as  we  looked  down 
on  it  perpendicularly  from  that  height,  the  sea,  on  the  Posidano  side 
of  the  mountain,  was  of  a  darkly  blue  colour  near  the  shore  it  has  not 
in  the  Bay  of  Naples.  To  my  eye  the  sea  wore  a  new  aspect — that  still 
sea,  waveless  and  noiseless,  for  no  ripple  reached  the  eye,  or  murmur 
came  up  to  the  ear.  It  seemed  to  look  up  at  one  as  some  mysterious 
presence  of  a  mighty  and  kind  being,  attractive  in  its  loveliness  and  power, 
and  inviting  one  with  a  dreamy  tenderness  to  commit  to  its  bosom  all 
one's  secret  thinkings  and  half-formed  aspirations. 

Near  the  church  was  another  point  of  rock,  and  rather  higher. 
Here  I  lay,  gazing  downwards  into  that  tender  face,  and  dreamed  a 
day-dream,  in  which  the  little  noup  of  fslxy  islands,  the  Grappi,  sleeping 
on  the  sea*s  breast  near  the  shore,  took  a  part,  while  beside  me  I  heara 
at  times  voices  that  told  of  Nocera,  and  La  Cava,  and  the  crater  of  Vesu- 
vius, all  visible  down  into  its  rugged  solitudes,  and  Leteri  Castle,  and 
Graniano,  and  the  Cypress.  I  was  roused  from  my  world  of  £Bmcy  by  a 
cry  that  dinner  must  be  ready.  We  all  went  down  the  rocky  steps,  and 
the  door  bemg.  locked  at  their  foot,  we  took  leave  of  the  good  official,  and 
mounting  our  donkeys,  rode  along  the  mountain  side  to  our  beech-trees^ 
and  found  all  good  things  awaiting  us. 

I  am  sure,  dear  friend^  you  have  a  weakness  in  your  composition.  Do 
not  pretend  to  be  stronger  than  all  the  rest  of  mankind.  Confess,  then. 
Do  not  the  blue  and  tenderly-speaking  sea,  and  the  towering  mountains, 
and  the  wooded  valley — do  they  not  dwindle  to  a  small  size  in  the  presence 
of  a  pigeon-pie  beneath  a  beech-tree  ?  So  it  was  with  us.  Day-dreams 
fled,  and  Nature,  with  all  her  beauties,  submitted  to  the  engrossing 
charms  of  artistic  cookery.    And  then  af^  dinner  we  sung  pleasant 
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•ODgs,  and  we  played  the  children's  games  upon  the  grassy  sward  among 
the  shading  trees ;  and  then  we  collected  all  together  upon  the  rocky 
ridge,  and  indulged  in  a  good-hy  look  down  on  those  places  that  we 
knew— the  woody  sides  of  Angelo  and  its  green  yalleys,  with  white  villages, 
giiiDg  them  gay  life;  Pie  di  Monte  and  Avrana,  and  the  Castello,  and 
the  fielredera,  perched  on  jutting  points — how  well  we  knew  them  all ; 
and  the  winding  paths,  dotted  with  village  figures  returning  homewards 
from  the  town  with  implements  of  lahour,  or  with  wood  upon  their  heads, 
or  the  women  at  their  daily  washing-trough — their  parliament  among 
the  rocks  hy  Avrana — or  some  village  priest  returning  from  helow  to  his 
moAest  mountain  dwelling  on  his  strong,  sleek  donkey ;  and  then  Cas- 
telamare, bright  and  nestling  by  the  sea-shore ;  and  beyond  that,  old 
broken  Mount  Vesuvius,  appearing  from  the  height  but  a  lowly  lull,  with 
its  yawning  pre- Adamite  crater  and  modem  molehill. 

The  noon  passed  in  the  midst  of  such  pleasures,  and  we  set  off  home- 
wards, followmg  the  grassy  paths  again  among  the  deep  g^reen  foliage  of 
die  mountain  forest,  accompanied  by  the  eaiety  and  laughter  of  young 
and  careless  hearts.  Again  we  passed  tne  general's  tenantless  house, 
ftopping,  however,  before  we  reached  it,  to  drink  the  pure,  bright  water 
from  a  spring  which  he  had  discovered  in  the  wood,  and  built  around, 
and  made  useful  for  thirsty  workers  among  those  hills ;  and  so  we  went 
down  the  stony  &ce  of  the  mountain  to  Moiana  at  its  foot,  in  the  midst 
of  olive-trees  and  chestnut  and  walnut  groves. 

On  reaching  the  house,  a  letter  was  put  into  my  hand  from  Naples. 
"From  my  cousin,  Guglielmo  Conti,''  siud  I,  recognising  the  handwriting 
of  the  address.  It  contained  but  a  few  lines,  telling  me  that  his  mother, 
mv  aunt,  the  Marchesa  Conti,  was  suddenly  and  dangerously  ill,  and 
asked  for  me;  and  that  I  should  come  directly  to  Naples,  if  I  wished  to 
Bee  her  alive.  The  letter  was  dated  Wednesday,  and  this  was  Friday. 
I  was  much  excited.  I  was  grieved  and  angered ;  grieved  at  my  poor 
aont*8  state,  for  I  loved  her  warmly.  She  was,  indeed,  as  my  mother ; 
for  my  mother  had  died  when  I  was  yowaety  and  die  marchesa  had 
broDght  me  up.  It  is  true  I  had  not  heard  ror  some  time  from  Naples 
—bat  I  lived  secluded  from  all  the  world  at  Moiana — and  the  last  letters 
described  them  as  starting  for  Switzerland,  and  I  knew  that  travellers' 
letters  miscarry.  I  was  angry  that  my  cousin  had  not  sent  to  me  the 
letter  by  messenger  across  the  bay,  and  so  have  saved  a  day,  the  post  by 
Castelamare  being  very  uncertain. 

I  might  now  be  too  late  to  see  my  aunt  alive.  However,  I  lost  not  a 
moment,'  but  bidding  a  hasty  adieu  to  my  wife  and  children,  I  hurried 
down  to  Vico,  and,  taking  a  boat,  I  set  sail  with  the  breeze,  which  blows 
in  every  af^moon  from  ^e  open  sea  between  Capri  and  Ischia,  and  was 
soon  on  my  way.  The  wind  was  higher  than  usual,  and  the  waves  in- 
creased in  size  till  they  dashed  against  my  boat's  side,  and  sprinkled  me 
with  spray  from  their  white  crests.  This  was,  however,  as  a  refreshing 
shower  in  the  warm  evening  air,  and  I  took  off  my  hat  and  leaned  my 
h%  over  to  sea  to  catch  the  cooling  vimour,  for  I  was  feverish  from  the 
^7*s  exertions — the  mountain  walk,  ana  my  eagerness  to  reach  Naples. 
%  sun  was  setting  in  all  his  gorgeous  array  of  crimson  and  gold  behind 
die  hills  at  Bai»,  and  lighting  up  with  a  fiery  splendour  a  long  horizon 
bom  behind  Vesuvius  all  round  to  where  Capri  threw  up  its  rocky  wall ; 
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but  whik  I  looked  on  the  wcmdrow  scene  with  admiration,  I  ooaU  not 
keep  out  the  thought :  ^'  It  will  soon  Mb — ^it  will  die  away — and  so  ii, 
perhaps,  at  this  moment  preparing  to  £ade  away  and  depart  with  these 
oolours  the  life  and  loving  spirit  of  my  more  than  mother.''  At  length 
we  touched  the  shore,  and  I  hastened  away  to  the  house  of  my  oousiB 
on  the  Chiaja. 

To  my  grie^  on  i^roaching  it,  I  saw  that  its  windows  were  all  dosed, 
and  the  wutters  too.  ^'  Dio  mio,"  said  I,  *'  it  is  all  orer."  I  leaped 
from  the  carriage,  and  was  hurrying  across  die  court-yard,  when  a  yoioe 
behind  me  inquired : 

<«  What  does  eocellenza  wish  ?^ 

"  How  is  the  marchesa?"  said  I,  taming  round. 

*' Ecoellensa?"  said  the  man,  with  rather  a  puoled  expression  of 
face. 

Thinking  he  was  afraid  to  answer  my  question  directly  for  ieer  of 
shocking  me^  I  lef^  him  and  ran  up  the  flight  of  stairs.  I  rang  the  beU 
sharply ;  no  one  came.  I  rang  again,  in  my  impatience.  They  are  tl& 
occupied,  I  thought,  with  the  sad  details  of  death.  Suddenly  I  heard  a 
voice  behind  me : 

^*  Eccellenza,  there  is  no  one  in  the  house.'' 

^'  What  do  you  say  ?"  I  demanded. 

^  There  is  no  one  nere,  eccdlensa." 

'^  No  one  here  ?  Where,  then,  is  my  cousin,  the  oonte;  is  he  on  the 
next  piano  ?*  and  I  darted  up-stairs  to  the  next  floor,  and  rung  the  bell 
violently.  *<  He  has  gone  up  to  this  floor,"  thou^it  I,  "  f<Nr  more  quiet 
for  his  poor  mother."  The  same  silence,  however ;  no  one  came ;  and 
again  presently  the  same  man  followed  : 

^  Eccellenza,  there  is  no  one  here." 

«  Where  is  the  conte,  then?"  cried  I.  '<  What  house  in  N^es  is  he 
living  in  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  eccellenn." 

'^  Where  is  my  aunt,  the  marchesa?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  ecodlensa." 

^  Dio  mio,  is  there  no  one  here  can  tdl  me  ?" 

'*  There  is  no  one  here  but  me,  eccellensa." 

I  knew  my  cousin  had  no  other  house  in  Naples  than  this ;  but  I  wai 
excited  by  all  the  circumstances — the  sudden  news,  my  anxiety,  my  ex- 
pectations of  seeing  my  dying  mother,  I  might  call  her,  the  voyage,  the 
closed  windows,  and  now  the  silence  and  desertion  of  the  house,  the 
absence  of  every  one,  and  the  answers  of  this  unknown  man — all  tbii 
together  confounded  me.  Was  I  under  some  delusion  ?  Was  I  mistato 
in  the  house  ?  I  took  out  the  letter  of  my  oousra,  and  read  it  again- 
I  looked  at  the  house  and  court  to  assure  myself  I  was  in  my  senses,  sod 
things  were  real  about  me ;  and  then,  seeing  the  man  stare  at  me^  I  ^ 
suddenly : 

"Who  are  you?" 

"  Eccellenza,"  replied  he,  "  I  am  the  son  of  the  porter  of  the  oopte. 
I  came  from  Portici,  where  I  live,  yesterday  to  see  my  father;  and  ju^ 
now,  an  hour  since,  he  went  down  the  street  to  see  a  friend,  and  asked 
me  to  sit  in  the  lodge  and  take  care  that  no  bad  people  came  in.  Ecs»* 
lenza  is  one  of  the  frunily  ?"  he  added,  interrogatively. 
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^  Yet — go  and  find  your  £uher  directly,  and  hmg  Yam  h^^" 

^  Lnme^ately,  eoeelleota;''  and  he  set  o£^  while  I  paced  up  and  down 
tte  eoort  in  a  fever  of  impatience. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  minntes  were  hoars.  He  did  not  return ;  and  so, 
unaUe  to  restrain  my  impatienoe,  I  jumped  into  the  cittadina  again,  and 
bade  the  drifer  go  to  the  Pakao  d'Ischitella,  in  the  Toledo.  At  least 
I  shall  find  my  aunt's  dd  friend,  the  Contessa  d'Isohitella,  and  she  will 
tril  me  someming.  As  I  drove  alcmg  I  tried  to  unravel  the  mystery. 
I  veeeive  a  letter  on  Friday,  it  is  dated  Wednesday,  two  days  bemre;  I 
come  into  Naples,  hurry  to  the  house  expecting  to  find  my  aunt  dying, 
and  my  cousin  and  all  his  family  in  deep  distress ;  I  picture  to  myself  the 
sad  scene — ^the  silent  doct<»s,  hurrying  messengers,  a  weeping  welcome^ 
and  I  arrive  to  find  the  house  shut  up  and  empty — my  cousin  gone — a 
strange  man  only,  who  knows  not  where — or  if  my  aunt  is  alive  or  dead 
—-or  where  she  is— or,  indeed,  anything  about  anybody.  I  felt  myself 
becoming  quite  ill  with  agitation  and  perplexity.  In  the  midst  of  this 
uncertainty  I  reached  the  Palazzo  Iscbitella,  and  ran  un-stairs.  The 
door  was  opened  by  an  old  woman,  who,  afk;er  much  trouble,  for  she  was 
dea^  I  made  to  understand  I  wished  to  see  the  contesaa. 

"  The  contessa  is  at  Portici,  eceellenau" 

«  At  Portici !" 

''  Yes,  eccellenza,"  continued  she ;  *^  and  to«night  eccellenza  is  very 
gay,  and  gives  a  grand  coweereaaume.^ 

"  A  grand  conversetzione  r  I  repeated,  in  amazement. 

^^  Yes,  eccellenaa,''  she  went  on.  "I^ooellenza  drove  into  Nipples  to- 
day, and  cane  here  to  get  a  fine  dress  to  wear  to-night,  and  everybody 
will  say  eccellenza  looks  beautiful  in  it** 

^  Cielo!"  I  exclaimed,  '^  how  heartless  are  some  people.  I  would  have 
sworn  that  the  contessa  loved  my  aunt  dearly,  and  would  have  been  at 
her  bedside  in  her  Hlness,  for  they  were  like  sisters  firom  their  diildhood, 
and  were  together  nearly  every  day.  And  now  my  poor  aunt  lies  dying, 
snd  the  contessa  gives  a  grand  party  at  PorticL" 

Reocdlecting  myself,  I  mquired  of  the  woman  if  she  knew  anything  of 
the  Conte  Conti,  thoi^h  wiUiout  any  great  expectation  of  learning  much. 
She  replied  that  she  did  not  know  anything  of  the  conte^  as  she  kept  the 
contessa's  house  at  Portici  when  the  contessa  was  in  Naples,  and  she  had 
been  only  a  week  here,  and  knew  nothing.  The  Contessa  Ischitella,  then, 
bad  left  Naples  only  a  week  since,  had  driven  into  the  town  that  very 
day,  had  known,  of  course,  of  her  old  friend's  dangerous  illness^  and  yet 
bad  gone  away  to  give  a  porty  to  amuse  idle  people  and  to  be  gay  and 
jojrous.  I  had  always  considered  her  of  a  warm  and  tender  di^^osition^ 
and  that  she  had  truly  loved  my  poor  aunt ;  but  how  had  we  been  mis- 
taken ;  her  friendship  was  empty,  and  her  affection  vanished  before  her 
own  vain  pleasures. 

I  was  in  despair,  for  I  now  remembered  that  this  was  a  bad  time  to 
find  any  one  in  Naples,  everybody  almost  being  in  the  country.  I 
gloomily  descended  die  stairs,  whMi  suddenly  I  recollected  the  family 
phyncian.  ^I  shall  learn  everything  firom  him,"  thought  I;  *< Dr.  NakH 
win  be  here,  and  he  will  tell  me  all."  I  drove  to  his  house,  and  found  the 
doctor  waa  out,  but  his  wife  was  at  home.     I  remembered  the  wife,  a 
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good  creature,  and  who  frequently  came  to  my  cousin's  house  in  a 
niendly  way  with  her  husband,  and  had  supper  with  the  marchesa  and 
my  cousin.  They  were  no  longer  young,  and  he  had  been  the  medical 
man  of  the  family  for  twenty  years.  My  heart  beat  as  I  entered,  for  I 
knew  now  I  should  hear  all  the  particulars  of  my  poor  aunt,  her  illness, 
her  sufferings,  and  in  the  good  woman  I  should  find  all  the  sympathy 
which  my  heart  required.  Sesides,  too,  this  perplexing  confusion  would 
be  cleared  up,  and  f  should  learn  where  the  conte  was,  and  be  enabled  to 
hurry  to  that  dear  bedside  I  was  so  anxious  to  reach  without  a  moment's 
delay. 

£fntering  the  sitting-room,  I  was  met  by  a  young  and  rather  pretty 
woman,  who  received  me  with  much  courtesy,  and  regretted  that  the 
doctor  was  not  at  home ;  he  had  two  patients  to  visit  that  night,  and 
would  be  back  soon.  She  invited  me  to  sit  down  and  wait  for  him.  I 
thanked  her,  and  observed,  that  as  the  doctor  was  from  home  I  should 
wish  to  speak  a  few  words  to  his  wife,  the  Signora  Naldi,  on  some  very 
particular  affairs  concerning  my  family ;  perhaps  she  would  oblige  me 
Dv  carrying' a  message  to  the  signora.  She  looked  rather  confused,  and 
blushed,  and  then  hesitatingly  said  that,  ''  she  was  the  wife  of  Dr.  NaldL'' 

*'  I  was  not  aware,"  I  said,  "  that  Dr.  Naldi  had  a  son  set  up  as  a  phy- 
sician, and  I  feared  I  had  made  a  mistake.  I  meant  the  old  Dr.  Naldi*8 
wife." 

"  Signore,"  she  rejoined,  "  you  have  not  made  any  mistake*  I  am  the 
wife  of  Dr.  Naldi — ^the  only  Dr.  Naldi  in  Naples.  Dr.  Naldi  lost  his  wi6 
some  little  time  ago,  and  he — he  was  very  unhappy — and — and  I  felt  very 
much  for  him,  for  he  is  an  excellent  man — and — and  he  married  me  yes- 
terday." 

"  Yesterday  !"  I  exclaimed — "  Dr.  Nsldi  married  yesterday,  while  the 
Marchesa  Conti  lay  dying  under  his  hand  !"  I  started  up  in  astonish- 
ment and  rage.  *'  Wretch^  old  man !"  I  cried  aloud,  *^  I  thought  you  had 
had  a  feeling  heart,  and  that  twenty  years  of  kindness  and  of  intimacy 
would  have  given  birth  in  your  breast  to  a  sense  of  decency  at  least,  if 
not  to  gpratitude!  Gross  man  without  heart  or  conduct! — profligate  gr^- 
beard !  You  went  from  your  old  friend's  dying  piUow  to  your  bridal 
couch ;  you  exchanged  her  chill  hand  and  glaring  eyes  for  the  beating 
pulses  and  glittering  glances  of  love  :  cruel  man,  and  no  friend !"  And  I 
rushed  from  the  room. 

"  Signore,"  she  called  after  me ;  "  but,  signore,"  she  cried,  as  I  ran 
down  stairs. 

I  did  not  stay  to  listen,  but  hurried  from  the  house.  I  dismissed  my 
cittadina  and  walked  rapidly  along  the  street,  feeling  that  I  must  have 
motion  in  my  then  agitated  state.  I  could  not  think  more.  I  dashed 
madly  on  for  some  time.  At  last  I  became  exhausted  and  ilL  Suddenly 
bright  lights  crossed  my  path ;  they  were  at  the  gateway  of  a  public 
hotel.  I  turned  in.  Abed  seemed  to  me  the  only  refuge  for  my  accu- 
mulated griefs  and  perplexities.  I  resolved  I  would  inquire  no  more  that 
night,  but  would  sleep  and  recommence  my  sad  researches  on  the  morrow. 
As  I  dismissed  the  cameriere,  I  gave  him  my  name,  desiring  that  some 
one  should  be  sent  in  the  morning  to  the  post-office  to  inquire  for  letters. 

In  the  morning,  as  I  was  dressing,  a  letter  was  brought  to  me  from  the 
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post.    I  knew  my  cousin's  handwritbg,  and  tore  it  o^n  eagerly.     It 
was  as  follovrs : 

'^Bagni  di  Lucca,  July  5. 

"  What  is  become  of  you,  my  dear  cousin,  is  a  mystenr.  Are  you  at 
Moiana,  or  at  Naples  ?  My  two  letters  to  you  at  the  former  place  you 
hare  never  noticed,  so  I  send  this  to  Naples,  poste  restante,  for  the 
diance  of  your  finding  it  some  day.  We  nave  been  here  three  weeks, 
having  lef^  Naples  on  the  10th  of  June,  immediately  after  the  funeral  of 
my  dear  mother.  She  was  very  anxious  to  see  you  before  she  died,  as 
yon  were  a  great  &vourite  with  her." 

I  stopped,  and  my  hands  fell  by  my  side. 

''  His  mother  dead,**  I  exclaimed,  <<  before  the  10th  of  June!  What 
does  all  this  mean  ?  Am  I  distracted,  and  the  whole  thing  a  delusion  ? 
Is  it  now  June,  or  is  it  August  ?" 

I  Uirew  myself  on  a  sofiE^  and  burying  my  head  in  the  pillows  I  tried 
to  think — but  my  ideas  were  all  confounded.  I  had  but  one  clear  one, 
"that  my  mother  was  dead,  and  1  had  not  seen  her." 

I  contmued  my  letter : 

"  I  wrote  to  you  a  few  lines  two  days  before  her  death — in  fiwst,  the 
day  she  was  taken  ill.  Her  illness  was  short  and  sudden,  for  she  was 
seized  on  a  Wednesday,  and  she  died  on  the  Friday.  We  hoped  you 
would  come,  and  your  not  coming  to  see  her  or  to  her  funeral  was  a  great 
sorrow  to  us  all." 

Again  I  stopped  reading. 

"  A  letter,"  1  thought,  aloud,  *'  is  wiitten  to  me  the  day  of  her  illness, 
written  three  days  ago,  only,  and  my  cousin  is  three  weeks  at  Lucca  since 
her  funeral !     What  is  this  maze  of  contradictions  ?" 

I  took  up  the  letter  again. 

"  I  wrote  to  you  again,  giving  you  all  the  melancholy  detail,  and  then 
set  off  for  this  place  with  my  family.  You  will  see  Dr.  Naldi,  perhaps.  He 
was  indefatigable  in  his  attention  to  my  dear  mother,  being  with  her  night 
and  day  till  she  breathed  her  last  He  is  a  truly  worthy  man.  His  wife 
died  a  few  days  before  my  mother — a  severe  distress  to  him.  Write  me 
a  line  whenever  you  get  this,  and  let  me  hear  of  you  and  yours.  From 
your  most  affectionate  cousin,  ''  Guolielho. 

*^  Should  you  see  that  dear  old  friend,  Contessa  d'Ischitella,  say  every- 
thing kind  for  us.  The  death  of  her  best  friend,  my  poor  mother,  caused 
her  an  illness." 

How  was  I  to  explain  all  thb  endless  confusion  ?  This  letter  of  my 
coQsin  was  dated  July  5th,  from  Lucca  Bath,  where  he  had  been  three 
weeks,  having  left  Naples  on  the  20th  of  June,  af^er  his  mother*s  funeraL 
I  was  reading  this  letter  on  the  10th  of  August ;  my  aunt  must  then 
have  been  d^  two  months !     But  how  could  this  be  ? 

While  I  was  lying  half-dressed  on  the  so6E^  sunk  in  these  perplexities, 
the  door  opened,  and  Dr.  Naldi  entered.  I  rushed  into  his  arms  as  into 
a  refuge  from  distraction.  He  placed  me  quietly  on  the  sofa  and  soothed 
my  agitation.  His  wife  had  told  him  of  my  visit ;  he  had  failed  to  find 
me  last  nighty  and  had  set  out  again  early  m  the  morning  in  his  search 
from  hotel  to  hotel  till  he  found  me.  I  told  him  of  all  that  happened  the 
day  before — my  coming,  and  my  disappointment.  He  asked  to  see  the 
letW  from  my  cousin  which  had  reached  me  at  Moiana. 

''  I  can  explain  it  all,"  said  he,  after  a  little  consideration.     <<  This 
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letter  your  cousin  wrote  to  you  on  the  Wednesday y  tibe  4tli  of  June, 
when  his  mother  was  taken  ill.  The  servant,  I  know,  was  ordered  to 
send  it  across  the  haj,  but  in  mistake  must  have  put  it  in  the  post,  and 
there  it  must  have  been  lying  ever  since,  at  Castelamaie  perhaps,  or 
Yico,  tin  by  some  chance  it  was  forwarded  to  you  yesterday.  The  post 
at  those  places  is  £unous  for  sudi  misdeeds;  and  despetcm  is  not  oar 
forte  here,  even  in  Naples.  Your  coumn's  next  letter  after  the  funeral 
was  sent  across  the  bay ;  but  I  rem^nber  now  that  there  was  a  grett 
storm  at  that  time,  and  some  boats  were  lost.  It  is  probable  the  one  in 
which  your  letter  was,  was  among  them.  Your  cousin  set  off  iiom  this 
soon  after  the  funeral ;  and  now  you*  have  in  your  hand  his  letter  from 
Lucca,  which  has  been  lying  here  'poste  restante'  till  now." 

Thus  was  this  circumstance,  which  C9n]»ed  me  so  much  perplexitj,  ex- 
plained, by  the  delay  of  a  letter  at  the  post-<^oe. 

Dr.  Naldi  then  gave  me  many  sad  particulars  of  the  last  hours  of  my 
poor  aunt,  and  consoled  me  tnat  her  illness  was  short  and  her  death 
without  pain,  and  that  she  said  many  affisctionate  words  of  me  at  tiie 
last,  until  at  length  I  became  composed.  I  then  told  him  of  what  bad 
passed  at  his  house  the  preceding  evening  ;  ^  but  he  knew,"  I  added, 
^  my  old  affection  for  him,  and  that  I  Mi  a  tiiousand  regrets  for  what  I 
had  uttered."  He  repHed,  "  His  wife  had  rdated  to  him  all ;"  adding, 
^if  you  had  but  waited  a  fSew  minutes  nry  wife  vfoxM.  have  explained  to 
you  how  different  the  circumstances  really  were  from  what  you  sup- 
posed." 1  visited  with  him  the  tomb  of  my  sunt  in  the  church  of  St. 
Chiara,  and  then  took  leave  of  ihe  good  doctor  with  a  heavy  hearty  and 
sailed  back  over  the  bay  to  Vico.  I  have  since  seen  tiie  postmasters  at 
Castelamar^  and  at  Vico,  and  reproached  them  with  their  mBoondnot  in 
detaining  letters ;  and  I  am  resolved  to  use  all  my  litde  influenoe  to  get 
the  dilatory  employes  dismissed  from  the  post-offices  as  tiie  only  balm  to 
my  wounded  spirit. 

Thus  was  it — amico  mto.     Farewelk 

My  neighbour  had  just  finished  his  story,  and  I  was  thinking  how 
good  a  thing  it  would  be  if  the  gentlemen  of  Moiana  would  set  about  in 
earnest  clearing  the  post-office  in  Naples  of  its  lame  du<^,  when  in 
came  the  two  old  gentiemen,  the  admirers  of  delay  and  the  loYen  oi  slow 
coaches.  In  a  few  minutes  I  was  taken  from  ^  dnm^er  and  thrown 
with  various  of  my  companions,  unexamined  (what  could  have  happened 
to  cause  such  an  outburst  of  activity?),  into  abox^  and  in  the  course  of 
the  morning  I  found  myself  at  length  in  the  hands  of  the  person  to 
whom  1  was  addressed.  I  was  received  with  eagerness  ;  but  scarcely  vras 
my  age  looked  at  than  a  voUey  of  imprecations  streamed  from  tiie  lips  of 
my  reader,  directed  against  the  post-office  authoritieff  at  Castefaunare 
and  Naples. 

""Too  late,"  he  cried,  at  length^'' too  late ;  if  I  had  Ind  tiiis  letter 
two  days  ago,  as  I  ought  to  have  had,  he  would  have  been  saved.  This 
evidence  would  have  stopped  tiiat  ignominions  sentence,  and  now  it  will 
take  months  to  get  it  reversed,  ^ot  no  time  will  ever  wash  away  the 
stain  of  his  supposed  guilt.     Alas !  alas ! — ^his  poor  frtther !" 

He  was  much  affected.  He  folded  me  carenilly  up,  and  put  me  away 
in  a  secure  desk  under  lock  and  key.  Here  I  meditarte  on  tiie  virtnes  of 
delay. 
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1.  JEWISH  TALE. 

Fboh  the  DinnsH  0¥  B.  S.  Inoemank. 

BT    MBS.    BUSHBT. 
I. 

^  Ib  ihy  clay  ef  penecutioii  to  retom,  lost,  unhappy  Israel  ?"  exclaimed 
die  old  nJaki,  PhiKp  Moses^  sadly  shaking  his  Tsnerable  grey  head,  a(i 
one  ewemng  in  the  autumn  of  1819  stones  were  thrown  in  tmough  the 
windows  of  the  house  in  which  he  resided,  whilst  the  rahhle  of  Hamburg 
shouted  in  the  street  in  derision  the  first  words  of  the  Jew*s  lament  for 
Jorosalem. 

^  Yes !  je  are  li^t,'*  he  oontintted,  moura&llyi  ''  Jerusalem  is  de- 
molished and  laid  waste.  Te  oould  not  stone  us  against  Jehovah's  will ! 
But  His  wrath  is  sore  kindled  against  us«  His  patience  was  great,  but 
BBs  people  have  fingottea  Him  in  the  midst  of  tneir  banishment ;  they 
have  £oisaken  the  Law  and  the  Prophets  amidst  the  dwellings*  of  stran- 
gers ;  they  have  mingled  their  blood  with  the  blood  of  the  unbeliever  ; 
and  lo !  therofofe  God's  people  are  thrust  forth  firom  the  earth,  and 
blotted  out  from  among  the  hving." 

<'Oh^  grand^ther,  grandfather!"  cried  his  weeping  grandchildren, 
dinging  to  him  in  their  terror,  **  protect  us  from  the  fearfril  Christians  I" 

^  If  ye  be  still  the  children  of  Israel,"  answered  the  old  man,  calmly, 
^*§M  your  hands,*  and  bow  your  knees,  turn  your  £ftoes  towards  the 
east — towards  the  ruins  of  Grod's  holy  city — and  pray  to  Jehovah,  the 
God  of  your  frithers !  While  thus  engaged  in  prayer,  what  if  these 
stones  crash  your  heads,  and  dash  out  your  Inrains  ?  rraise  Jacob's  God 
with  me,  and  die  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  God  <^  Sabaoth !  Then 
Aidl  his  dierobim  bear  ye  in  peace  to  our  Father  Abraham's  bosom !" 

"  Is  Aat  die  only  oomfbrt  you  can  bestow,  simple  old  man  ?"  said  his 
son  8amnel,  the  fiither  of  the  children.  He  was  the  richest  jeweller  in 
Hamburg,  and  now  saw  his  valnahle  sIk^  exposed  to  be  ransacked  and 
phaiderod  by  the  furious  mob.  ^^  Can  you  give  us  no  better  advice  than 
to  pray  ?  /know  soBMdiing  betteot.  We  will  all  let  ourselves  be  bap- 
tiwd  to-monow." 

"  Would  yon  renounce  the  fiuth  of  your  &thers  on  account  of  your 
anriety  about  your  jewellery,  my  son  ?  said  the  old  man,  casting  a  con- 
ttaptuons  ^^anee  upon  the  wealthy,  tremUing  Israehte,  who^  overcome 
wi&  fear,  was  rashmg  from  keeioBg-plaoe  to  keephig-place^  gathering 
together  and  packing  u^  his  most  valuable  articles. 

^  Troly  it  is  indi&rcnt  to  me  whether  they  call  me  Jew  or  Christian," 
replied  Samuel,  ^*  so  I  can  save  my  goods  and  my  life.  When  the  ques- 
iaaa  m^  whether  I  shall  be  a  rich  man  to-morrow  or  a  beggar — ^whether 
I  shall  walk  the  streets,  and  eo  to  the  Exchange  in  peace,  or  if  I  am  to 
be  pelted  in  open  day  by  iSte  very  children,  and  risk  nij^  health,  my 
fimbs^  my  life  itself^ when  my  jewels^  my  fumitare,  my  wife,  my  chil- 
dmv  and  my  windows  are  in  question — I  shoold  be  a  great  ass  if  I 
hesitated  to  let  a  handful  of  cold  water  be  thrown  upon  me.  It  is  only 
a  stupid  omcamay ;  but  I  dare  say  itis  jjostas  good  as  our  own  crotchets. 
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Now-a-days,  that  is  the  best  creed  which  gives  security  and  advantages  in 
trade  and  commerce." 

'^  Miserable  being  !*'  cried  old  Philip  Moses,  drawing  himself  up  to 
his  fiill  length,  '^  accursed  be  the  spirit  that  speaks  by  your  mouth !  It 
is  that  pestilential  spirit  which  has  wrought  evil  among  God*s  people, 
and  caused  them  to  become  a  byword  to  the  nations  of  the  earth,  and 
an  abomination  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven !  Accursed  be  those  goods  and 
that  life  for  which  you  would  barter  the  faith  of  yoiur  forefamers,  and 
mock  even  the  altar  of  the  strangers,  to  which  you  would  fly  in  yonr 
abject  cowardice!  Accursed  be  the  security  and  the  advantages  for 
which  you  would  betray  Jehovah !  Accursed  be  the  trade  and  the  com* 
merce  that  have  enticed  God's  people  to  become  the  slaves  of  Mammon, 
and  frantic  worshippers  of  the  Golden  Calf!" 

'*  You  talk  wildly,  old  man  1"  replied  Samuel.  <<  You  do  not  know 
how  to  accommodate  yourself  to  the  times.  You  are  aged,  and  cling  to 
old  notions ;  but  the  days  of  your  prophets  are  gone  by." 

"  Their  words  shall  stand  to  the  last  of  days,"  said  the  old  man,  ralsbg 
his  head  proudly;  "  and  be  it  my  care  to  proclaim  them  among  ye,  even 
if  the  earth  should  bum  around  me,  and  sink  beneath  my  feet !  Is  it  not 
enough  that  we  are  a  stricken  and  dispersed  race,  cast  forth  into  the 
wide  world,  and  condemned  to  live  despised  in  the  land  of  the  stranger  ? 
Shall  we  add  humiliation  to  humiliation,  and  despicably  constrain  our- 
selves to  laud  and  call  those  just  who  scorn  us,  and  trample  us  in  the 
dust?" 

The  jeweller's  handsome  saloon  was  full  of  fugitive  Israelites,  who 
sought  refuge  and  protection  at  the  abode  of  theP  wealthy  Samnel; 
whilst  the  police  and  the  watchmen  pretended  to  be  endeavourbg  to 
quiet  and  disperse  the  mob  outside. 

The  assembled  Jews  loudly  deplored  their  misfortunes,  and  some  of 
them  gazed  with  astonishment  on  the  aged  Philip  Moses,  who  stood 
there,  firmly  and  fearlessly,  like  a  prophet  among  them,  and  poured  for^ 
words  of  wisdom  and  instruction  to  his  trembling  fellow-believers. 

Two  or  three  of  the  old  rabbis,  with  long  beards  and  black  silk  ialan^ 
or  robes,  alone  listened  attentively,  and  with  calm  seriousness  to  him, 
the  most  ancient  of  their  community.  But  the  young  beardless  Israelites 
uttered  cries  of  lamentation,  bewailing  the  conduct  of  the  people  of 
Hamburg,  bewailing  their  broken  windows,  and  all  the  damage  that 
would  accrue  to  their  trades  or  business  in  consequence  of  this  new  per^ 
secution. 

"  Ah !  if  my  mother  had  not  been  so  over-faithful  to  my  fatiier,"  said 
a  conceited  young  Jew,  ^'  I  might  have  gone  with  comfort  to  the  theatre, 
and  seen  that  pretty  Ma'amselle  Wrede,  without  being  recognised  as  a 
Jew,  and  abused  accordingly ;  and  running  the  risk  of  getting  my  head 
broken  to  boot." 

"  Oh!  that  we  had  never  been  circumcised!"  cried  another ;  "  our  lives 
are  actually  not  safe  in  the  streets." 

"  Would  [that  we  were  all  baptised !"  g^aned  a  third.  "Ay,  with 
some  phiit«r  that  would  turn  our  dark  liair  to  red,  and  remove  the  too 
apparent  marks  with  which  Jehovah  has  signalised  us,  and  cast  us  out 
among  our  foes." 

"Oh!— woe— woe!"  shrieked  the  women  and  children— "whither 
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Aall  we  flj  in  our  great  distress  and  misery  ?   Ah !  were  it  bat  morning, 
and  this  dreadful  night  were  passed !" 

"  Leave  off  your  lamentations,  ye  foolish  and  untoward  ones !"  cried 
Philip  Moses.  *' The  Lord  has  strucky^  with  imbecility,  and  with  blind- 
ness, and  with  corruption  of  heart.  He  has  scattered  ye  abroad  among 
all  the  tribes  of  the  earth,  because  of  your  perversity;  he  has  given  thee 
a  timorous  hearty  oh  Israel !  so  that  the  sole  of  thy  foot  cannot  find  rest, 
and  thou  feelest  that  thy  life  is  in  jeopardy,  ana  goest  about  groaning 
night  and  day;  and  in  the  morning  thou  sayest,  Would  that  it  were 
evening !  and  m  the  evening.  Would  that  it  were  morning !  because  of  the 
torror  of  thy  heart,  and  the  vbions  that  are  before  thine  eyes.  But 
hearken  what  the  Lord  declares  unto  you  by  the  mouth  of  His  servants 
from  the  tabernacle  in  your  foreign  synagogue.  If  your  affliction  and 
your  humiliation  be  greater  than  your  transgressions,  shake  the  dust  ftt>m 
your  feet,  and  go  forth  fix>m  the  place  where  ye  are  treated  with  ignominy 
and  oppression !  Leave  the  iniquitous  Mammon  in  the  hands  of  the  evil- 
doers, and  take  only  with  you  that  to  which  there  cleaves  no  curse  in  the 
nght  of  Jehovah !  Come !  I  will  lead  ye  from  city  to  city,  and  from 
Ittod  to  land,  until  we  find  some  spot  on  earth  where  Jehovah  may  veil 
our  disgrace,  and  grant  us  freedom  among  the  children  of  mankind,  or 
else,  like  our  Others  of  old,  among  the  wild  beasts  of  the  wilderness !" 

*'  What  are  you  dreaming  of,  old  man?"  exclaimed  his  rich  kinsmen, 
in  dissatisfied  chorus.  ^'  Should  we  leave  our  hard-won  gains,  and  go 
forth  Hke  beggars  into  the  world,  with  old  sacks  on  our  shoulders? 
Where  shall  we  find  a  more  commercial  town  than  this  ?  And  in  what 
part  of  the  world  would  we  not  be  exposed  to  annoyances  and  persecu- 
tions ?  No  path  leads  back  to  the  promised  land,  and  were  we  to  be 
guided  by  your  dreams,  we  should  neither  be  able  to  feed  our  wives  and 
our  little  ones,  nor  to  gather  golden  pieces  and  silver  ducats." 

"  If  ye  believed  in  Jehovah,"  replied  Philip  Moses,  "  ye  would  also 
bdieve  that  there  is  a  way  to  the  promised  land ;  but  that  thought  is  too 
grand  for  your  contracted  souls.  The  flesh-pots  of  Egypt  are  dearer  to 
yon  than  the  manna  from  heaven  in  the  wilderness;  and  if  the  Lord  God 
were  to  call  up  Moses  among  you,  ye  would  stone  him  as  your  fathers 
stoned  the  prophets." 

'<  What  avaib  all  this  long  discourse,  poor,  foolish  old  man  ?"  said  his 
8QD,  the  rich  jeweller,  interrupting  him.  "  Sit  down  there  in  your  com- 
fortable arm-chair,  and  amuse  yourself  with  the  children,  Moses,  while 
the  rest  of  us  consult  together  what  is  best  to  be  done.  He  is  going  into 
his  dotage,"  added  he,  turning  to  the  other  Jews,  ''  and  sometimes  he  is 
not  quite  in  his  right  senses.  He  has  quarrelled  with  all  his  family,  and  I 
keep  him  here,  out  of  charity,  in  my  house,  as  you  see ;  but  for  all  that 
I  have  to  put  up  with  many  hard  words,  and  much  abuse  from  him." 

Then  there  commenced  a  mumbling  in  the  room,  and  a  buzzing  sound 
as  in  a  beehive,  every  one  giving  his  opinion  as  to  the  best  way  of 
quieting  the  people  of  Hamburg,  and  making  up  matters  with  them. 
Some  proposed  that  a  deputation  should  be  sent  to  the  Senate  to  demand 
the  protection  of  the  military  for  their  houses. 

''  It  would  be  of  no  use,"  said  others.  ^*  These  mean,  abominable 
members  of  the  Hanseatic  League  are  om*  worst  enemies ;  these  stupid, 
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paUry,  petty  dealera,  who  envy  our  d&vemen  m  buiuiees,  and  eoret  oer 
profits — ^it  is  just  they  themselves  who  fet  the  populace  against  us." 

^  Then  let  us  remove  to  Ahona,^'  cried  some.  '^  Those  Danish  block- 
heads will  at  least  have  sense  en<^h  to  be  willing  to  receive  us  with  A 
oar  ridies ;  and  they  will  be  glad  to  have  an  opportunity  of  cauang  a 
loss  to  the  impudent  Hamburgers,  in  vetum  for  their  ^  Sckukdmeie^ 

<^  But  when  the  worst  part  of  die  storm  is  over,  we  will  repent  haviqg 
gone,"  argued  others;  ^for  diere  is  not  so  much  business  done,  or  ao 
much  money  to  be  made  there,  as  here.  It  is  better  for  us  to  put  up 
with  rudeness  and  wilJi  temporaiy  annoyances,  than  to  nm  the  riak  of 
seriously  injuring  our  business,  and  lessening  our  gains." 

^^  If  the  worst  hf^peos,  we  can  but  let  ouMelves  be  baptased,"  said 
Samuel,  ''  and  then  we  can  no  more  be  called  Jews  than  the  Ham- 
burgers themselves." 

"  What  good  woidd  that  do  V*  exdaimed  a  shabby-looking  Jew,  with 
a  long  beard.  ^<  It  is  not  on  account  of  our  religion  that  they  perseonte 
us;  it  is  only  our  wealth,  and  the  luxuries  we  can  afford,  that  excite  tibeir 
envious  dislike.  Our  handsome  houses  are  our  misfortune,  and  our 
splendid  equipages ;  our  beautiful  villas  on  the  Elbe  and  the  Alster,  and 
all  the  brag^»adoeio  of  our  young  fope.  Go  about  like  me,  with  a  matted 
beaxd  and  tattered  garments !  Live  well  in  d^  privacy  of  your  own 
houses,  but  let  not  your  abundance  be  seen  by  any  one !  You  will  dien 
find  tliat  no  one  will  envy  you,  or  persecute  you.  Let  the  children  in  the 
street  point  at  us,  and  abuse  us!  Is  it  not  for  being  what  it  should  be 
our  fffide  to  be  called  ?  If  they  even  treated  us  as  if  we  were  lepers,  thegr 
could  not  prevent  us  from  being  GU>d'0  chosen  people.  We  are  blessed 
in  our  a£Gaiirs,  and  in  our  wedbck ;  we  multiply,  and  611  all  lands,  and 
devour  the  marrow  thereof;  we  are  reaU^  die  lords  of  the  people,  though 
we  do  not  bl^h  to  seem  their  slaves." 

This  adrice  was  rejected  by  the  ridier  and  more  modem  Israelitei^ 
ifAo  had  no  inclination  to  array  themselves  in  sadcdoth  and  ashes,  and  to 
relinquish  the  ostentations  display  of  that  wealth  which,  in  the  midat  of 
so  many  humiliations,  and  with  so  many  equivocal  acts,  and  little  tricks 
in  trade,  they  had  amassed. 

<*  No,  no !  I  know  a  much  better  plan,"  said  one  of  the  richest  men 
present,  who  had  originally  been  a  s<Mrt  of  pedlar,  and  sold  tapes  and  rib- 
bons. *^  We  will  take  it  by  turns  to  give  turde-feasts;  we  will  invite  all 
the  young  men,  the  sons  of  the  mere&nts,  to  our  tables  ;  our  wives  and 
our  daughters  must  show  all  mannw  of  kindness  and  complaisance  to 
diem,  and  not  keep  them  at  such  a  cold  distance  as  they  do  now ;  let 
them  lay  aside  their  reserve,  and  try  to  please  them.  It  is  better,  &r 
better,  even  to  marry  among  the  Christians,  dian  to  have  them  as  enemies^ 
now-a^days." 

On  hearing  these  words,  dd  Philip  Moses  arose ;  he  could  no  longer 
endure  to  listen  to  his  people  humbling  themselves,  as  he  thought^  so 
basely.     He  tore  his  dothes,  and  anathematised  the  tongue  that  spoke 

*  *' ScJmkelmeiery*  a  play  upon  the  name  Mr,  Meiety  was  a  nickname  signifying 
Smuggler,  which  the  lower  classes  in  Hamburg  bestowed  on  the  Danes,  whom 
they  accused  of  having  smuggled  ^e  French  into  Hamburg. 
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last.  He  tben  -tried,  witk  all  tke  elo^oence  of  which  he  was  master,  to 
touch  the  hearts  and  rouse  the  spirits  of  those  who  were  the  best  among 
&e  assemhfy,  by  setting  forth  to  them  the  misery  and  degradation  which 
their  owa  eelfishaess  and  cupidity  had  brought  upon  them.  He  charae- 
terised  their  present  persecution  as  a  just  punishment  from  Jehoyah  for 
thflsr  degeneracy,  and  their  being  so  absorbed  in  the  pursuit  of  money. 
He  condemned  their  indifierence  to  the  fetith  and  the  customs  of  thw 
finefathers ;  their  nerieot  of  the  Sabbadi,  and  of  its  holy  rites ;  their 
^MTing  off  their  bearas,  and  their  being  ashamed  to  be  known  to  be  what 
liiey  were.  He  invmg^ed  against  their  connexion  with  Christians,  and 
move  especially  their  marriages  with  them,  by  which  two  of  his  own  sons 
had  disgraced  him.  And  he  denounced  their  excessive  keenness  in  the 
pwvauit  of  gold,  as  likely  to  be  ruinous  to  them,  and  as  being  certain  to 
baiRO  kn  injurious  effect  on  their  settling  happily  in  any  and  every  ooun- 
tiy  in  ihe  worid. 

But  this  was  too  much  for  his  fellow- Jews  to  hearken  to  in  silence. 
They  all  attacked  him  vehemently,  calling  him  a  crazy  old  traitor,  who 
only  wished  th^  destruction.  Loudly,  however,  as  swelled  their  chorus 
o^  abuse,  stiM  more  loudly  arose  the  voice  of  die  old  man,  as  he,  in 
the  words  of  the  prophet  Jeremiah,  rejnoved  them.  "  O  Israel !  thine  own 
wickedness  shall  correct  thee,  and  thy  backslidings  shall  reprove  thee.  I 
had  planted  liiee  a  noUe  vine,  wholly  a  right  seed  ;  how  then  art  tho« 
turned  into  the  degenerate  plant  of  a  strange  vine  unto  me  ?  For  though 
then  wash  thee  with  nitre,  and  take  thee  much  soap,  yet  thine  iniquity 
is  marked  befoare  me,  saidi  the  Lord  God.  Yomr  sons  have  withhcudeii 
good  things  firom  you.  For  among  my  people  are  found  wicked  men ; 
Aey  lay  vndt  as  he  that  setteth  ssares ;  they  set  a  trap,  they  catch  men. 
As  a  cage  is  f uU  of  birds,  so  are  theur  houses  full  of  deceit,  therefore  they 
are  become  great  and  waxen  rich.  They  are  waxen  fat — they  shine ; 
yea,  they  overpass  the  deeds  of  die  widcecL  They  judge  not  the  cause  of 
dw  fotheriesB,  yet  they  prosper.  Shall  I  not  visit  for  these  thines  ?  saitk 
die  Lord.  Shall  not  my  soul  be  avenged  on  such  a  nation  as  this  ?  Go 
ye  upon  her  walls  and  destroy ;  but  make  not  a  full  end :  take  away  her 
battlements,  for  they  are  not  the  Lord's !" 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  these  last  words  than  a  shower  <^  stones, 
hurled  against  the  closed  vrindow-shutters,  demolished  diem,  and  dashed 
in,  while  this  new  attack  was  followed  by  shoots  of  triumph  and  derisive 
hnghter  from  the  streets. 

^'  Away  with  him — away  with  die  old  prophet  !*'  cried  several  of  die 
Jews.  ^'  His  imprecations  are  bringing  fresh  evil  and  perseoutioa 
upon  OS.'' 

^'  This  is  not  a  dme  to  be  preaching  all  that  old  twaddle  to  us  about 
our  sins,"  said  his  son,  the  rich  Samuel.  *'  I  will  not  listen  to  another 
vord ;  and  if  you  expect  to  remain  longer  in  my  house,  you  must  keep 
yoor  tongue  to  yourself,  I  can  tell  you.  It  would  be  more  to  the  pur- 
pose if  you  went  to  your  room,  and  shaved  off  that  beard  of  yours,  that 
joa  might  look  like  odwr  men.  We  must  hovd  with  die  wolves  we  are 
among,  and  if  the  mob  were  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  your  long  beard,  which 
is  just  Hke  that  of  an  old  he-goat,  and  your  masquerade  gari>,  they  would 
pull  the  house  down  about  our  ears." 

^  Oh,  graadCather,  grandfiather !''  exclaimed  the  youngest  of  his  grand- 
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children,  stardDg  away  from  him,  ^'  how  your  eyes  are  blazing !  You 
are  not  going  to  hurt  my  ^Either  ?" 

^^  For  your  sakes,  I  will  not  curse  him/'  said  the  old  man,  in  a  low, 
tremulous  voice  ;  '^  but  accursed  be  the  spirit  which  influences  him,  and 
my  unfortunate,  perverted  people !  I  shall  shake  the  dust  from  my  feet 
at  the  threshold  of  your  door,  my  son,  and  never  more  shall  you  behold 
my  countenance  in  this  world ;  but,  in  your  last  moments,  you  will  re- 
member this  hour.  I  will  wander  defenceless  among  our  enemies ;  I  will 
bare  this  grey  head  to  their  insults,  stand  amidst  their  showers  of  stone^ 
and  peradventure  be  torn  asunder  by  their  violent  hands,  before  my  own 
child  shall  pluck  out  the  beard  from  my  aged  cheeks,  or  turn  me  out  of 
his  house  as  a  beggar." 

"Stay! — are  you  mad?"  cried  Samuel;  "you  will  not  pass  alive 
through  that  mob  outside.  Hold  him,  some  one!"  he  exdaimed  to 
those  around.  "He  is  deranged,  as  you  see,  and  is  going  into  hb 
dotage.  I  should  be  sorry  if  anything  were  to  happen  to  him,  or  he 
were  to  meet  with  any  injury." 

But  old  Philip  Moses  went  away,  like  Lot,  from  the  doomed  Sodom, 
and  never  once  looked  back.  No  one  attempted  to  detain  him,  for  his 
denunciations,  and  his  terrible  look,  had  frightened  them  all.  With  his 
snow-white  locks  uncovered,  and  in  his  torn  dark  silk  talar^  alone,  and 
without  his  sta£P,  he  went  forth,  and  shook  the  dust  from  his  feet  as  he 
stepped  from  the  door. 

when  the  Hamburg  populace  perceived  him,  a  group  of  children 
began  to  abuse  htm,  but  no  one  took  up  the  cry,  and  not  a  hand  was 
lifted  against  the  silent,  venerable-looking  old  man. 

"  Let  him  go  in  peace  I"  said  the  one  to  the  other;  "  it  is  old  Philip 
Moses.  He  is  a  good  man;  it  would  be  a  sin  to  hurt  Aim,  or  to  scoff  at 
him." 

"  But  if  we  had  his  son  Samuel  in  our  clutches,"  said  others,  "  be 
should  not  get  off  so  easily ;  he  is  the  greatest  bloodsucker  among  them 
all!" 

IL 

It  was  late  at  night — ^the  tumult  in  the  streets  had  ceased.  No  more 
carriages  rolled  along  from  the  theatre,  or  from  parties  at  the  houses  of 
the  rich  Hamburg  merchants.  The  promenade  on  the  "  Jungfemstieg** 
had  been  over  long  before,  and  the  pavilions  were  locked  up.     Lights 

glimmered  faintly  from  the  upper  windows  of  the  large  hotels,  and  only 
ere  and  there  a  solitary  reveller  was  to  be  seen,  humming  an  air,  as  he 
was  wending  his  way  homewards  from  the  "  Sallon  d'ApoUon,"  or  was 
stopped  by  some  straggling  night-wanderer  of  the  female  sex.  The  moon 
was  shining  calmly  on  the  Alster,  and  the  watchman  had  just  called  the 
hour  by  St.  Michael's  clock ;  but  two  strange-looking  figures  still  walked 
up  and  down  the  '*  Jungfemstieg,"  and  seemed  to  have  no  thought  of 
home,  though  the  sharp  wind  scattered  the  leaves  of  the  trees  around 
them,  and  the  flitting  clouds  often  obscured  the  moon  on  that  cold  Sep- 
tember night.  A  dark-haired  young  girl  walked,  shivering  with  cold, 
alongside  of  an  old  Jew,  and  seemed  to  be  speaking  words  of  comfort  to 
him,  in  a  low,  sweet  voice ;  and  that  Jew  was  the  aged  Philip  Moses  I 
"  You  are  freezing,  my  child,"  said  iSoB  old  man,  as  he  threw  the  skirt 
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of  his  toni  talar  around  her  shoulders.  ^'  Let  me  take  jon  back  to  the 
bouse  of  your  mother's  brother ;  but  /  will  not  cross  his  threshold  aeain. 
I  made  that  70w  the  day  he  was  seduced  into  wedding  the  artful  Chris* 
tiaD  girl.  On  this  day  has  my  third  son  closed  his  door  against  me,  and 
I  hare  no  more  daughters  on  this  earth.  But  yes,  I  have  you  still — you, 
the  daughter  of  my  dear  and  excellent  Rachel !  Come,  let  me  take  you 
home.  It  is  hard  enough  upon  you  to  be  an  orphan — fatherless  and 
motherless — and  a  servant  to  your  Christian  aunt ;  you  shall  not  become 
houseless  for  my  sake.  Poor  Benjamina!"  he  exclaimed,  as  a  bright 
beam  from  the  moon,  that  was  unclouded  for  a  minute,  enabled  him  to 
see  her  lovely  youthful  face  distinctly,  and  to  observe  how  tears  were 
gathering  in  her  long  dark  eyelashes.  "  Poor  Benjamina !  you  are  in- 
deed kiua  to  care  so  much  for  your  rough  old  grandmther,  and  not  to  be 
afraid  to  come  and  wander  about  with  him,  in  our  day  of  persecution, 
when  he  was  thrust  out  alone  among  our  foes  !" 

"Ah,  dear  good  grandfather!*'  replied  Benjamina,  *^how  could  my 
unde  Samuel  behave  so  ill  to  you !  Qut  all  my  uncles  are  not  so  bad  as 
he  is.  I  am  tolerably  comfortable  at  uncle  DanieFs  eveiy  other  week, 
and  they  are  kind  to  me  now  at  uncle  Isaac^s,  since  I  have  grown 
stronger,  and  am  able  to  assist  my  aunt  in  the  kitchen.  Do  go  with  me 
to  one  of  them.  Their  wives  and  new  connexions  do  not  hate  us  as  the 
other  Christians  do  ;  and  you  must  go  somewhere.  Since  uncle  Samuel 
has  become  so  rich,  he  disdains  all  his  poorer  relations,  and  will  not 
tssodate  with  them.  Why  did  you  choose  to  live  with  him,  rather  than 
with  either  of  your  other  sons  ?  I  am  sure  neither  of  them  could  have 
found  it  in  his  heart  to  have  treated  you  as  Samuel  has  done  to-day. 
Yon  never  took  a  vow  not  to  enter  Isaac's  house,  therefore  do  go  with 
me  to  it.  I  shall  reside  there  with  you,  and  attend  upon  you  ;  and  the 
pretty  children  will  become  fond  of  you.  They  can  learn  from  you  the 
history  of  Joseph  and  his  brethren,  and  hear  about  little  Benjamin,  my 
namesake.  You  can  teach  them  as  you  taught  me  at  my  poor  mother's, 
when  I  was  a  little  girl.  Come,  dear  grand£Either,  come  ! — before  day 
dawn,  and  our  persecutors  awake.  In  uese  times  of  tribulation  we  must 
cherish  each  other — we  unfortunate  and  persecuted  fugitives.'* 

^'  It  is  five  years  since  I  have  entered  my  son  Isaac's  house,"  said  the 
old  man,  slowly.     '*  How  many  children  has  he  now  ?" 

'^  Ah,  you  do  not  know  that,  dear  grandfather,  and  yet  he  is  your 
own  son  !     His  fiftii  boy  is  an  infant  in  its  cradle." 

"  Is  his  Christian  wife  kind  to  him  ?  and  does  she  not  turn  his  feeble 
spirit  from  Jehovah,  and  the  faith  and  the  customs  of  our  forefathers  ? 
1  have  not  seen  him  lately  at  the  synagogue,  but  he  never  misses  going 
to  the  Exchange." 

**  Only  come  with  me  to  him,  grand&ther,  and  you  will  see  that  he  is 
better  than  Samuel,  though  he  may  not  go  to  the  synagogue,  and  only 
tuts  the  shop-door  on  the  latch  on  Saturday,  instead  of  shutting  it  up. 
Ion  will  like  his  nice  little  boys,  though  my  aunt  rather  spoils  the  eldest. 
The^  have  all  lieht  hair  and  pretty  blue  eyes,  like  their  mother.  Many 
Christians  visit  the  house ;  and  the  good  Mr.  Veit,  who  is  a  painter, 
sometimes  teaches  me  to  draw  when  I  am  there.  You  do  not  hate  all 
Christians,  do  you,  grandfather,  because  some  of  them  treat  us  cruelly  ? 
You  do  not  condemn  them  all  so  much  as  these — our  uncharitable  per- 
secutors?" 
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^  No,  my  ohild,^  replied  the  old  man.  ^<  I  «dmit  the  general  pUan- 
thiopy  of  the  ChristUms,  which  they  helieve  they  learned  &om  thetr  wiie 
hot  noforttmate  prophet ;  thoagh,  m  their  present  oondact  towards  ns, 
they  giTe  no  proof  of  it.  Yet  fieur  be  it  from  me  to  bhune  them  for  tint. 
Our  kw  tells  ns  to  make  onr  own  hearts  clean  before  we  judge  others; 
that  so  we  may  find  forgiveness  in  the  day  of  atonement.  Bat  stay  not 
out  here  longer,  so  late,  my  daughter  ;  yoor  good  name  may  be  made 
the  prey  of  the  tongne  of  oie  backbiter  and  the  slanderer,  although  it  is 
01^  in  a  work  of  meucy  and  of  lore  in  which  you  are  engaged,  and  ftr 
lAns^  the  Lord  God  of  Sabaoth  will  bless  you  in  future  dim.  LeaTeme 
to  wander  out  into  1^  solitary  paths !  The  Lord  can  sena  to  me— even 
to  me — a  raven  in  the  desert,  if  he  think  fit.  My  tent  is  now  the  great 
Temple  of  the  Lord,  where  the  sun  and  the  moon  are  lights  in  the  hirh 
altar,  and  the  lour  corutxs  of  the  earth  are  the  pillars  of  the  tabemadb. 
Hark !  from  thence  shall  it  seem  to  me  that  His  mighty  dierubs  as« 
singing  praises  to  His  name,  when  the  wild  storms  of  nature  are  playing 
around  my  head.  Let  me  go,  my  child,  and  weep  not  because  1  am  a 
lonely  wanderer !  I  would  rather  roam,  houseless,  through  the  world, 
than  sedc  a  refuge  under  the  roof  where  I  am  an  imwelcome  intruder. 
I  would  rather  be  stoned  by  the  Christians  than  be  disdained  as  a  pauper 
by  my  own  kindred— my  own  children— «nd  perhm  hear  that  I  am  so, 
when  the  infirmities  of  age  compel  me  to  listen  in  silenoe." 

^  Well,  then,  so  be  it,  dear  grandfiather,  and  I  will  remain  wit^  yoo. 
The  Christians  may  stone  me  in  yoor  arms  if  they  will." 

The  old  man  was  silent  for  a  time,  and  he  appeared  to  be  fighti^  « 
hard  battle  in  his  heart. 

*'  Come  then,  my  child,**  said  he  at  length,  Wfkang  Benjamina  by  tiie 
hand,  ^'  for  your  saike  will  I  endure  disgrace,  and  ask  sheker  from  a  son^ 
who  cared  more  for  a  strange  woman  than  for  his  fMiier's  bleastng." 

They  then  proceeded  in  silence  to  the  ^^  Hopfenmarkt,**  and  rung  ait 
the  clo^ier  Isaac's  door. 

^  Is  that  any  of  our  people  ?**  whispered  an  anxious  voice  from  « 
window.  Phifip  Moses  answered  in  Hebrew,  and  a  little  while  after  the 
outer  door  was  opened. 

Isaac  reodved  his  deserted  old  father,  who  had  thus  taken  refuge  with 
him,  with  sincere  pleasure ;  yet  this  {deasure  vras  damped  by  the  per- 
plexed and  uneasy  feelings  which  came  over  him  when  he  thought  of  the 
daily  reproaches  which  he  foresaw  he  would  have  to  encounter,  and  the 
many  disturbances  in  his  domestic  life  which  he  feared  the  \mbending 
rabbi  would  occasion.  But  their  common  grievances  and  danger  drew 
their  hearts  together.  Though  Isaac*s  house  vras,  at  present,  exempt 
from  all  damage  (siuce,  through  his  marriage  with  a  Christian,  and  bis 
frequent  intercourse  with  Christians,  he  seemed  almost  separated  from 
his  own  people),  he  lived  still  in  constant  terror,  on  aeoount  of  the  ini- 
mical disposition  evinced  towards  the  Jews,  which  had  now  actoally 
broken  out  in  open  persecution  of  them ;  and  he  sought  in  vain  to  eon- 
oeal  from  those  with  whom  he  associated  the  interest  he  secretly  took  in 
the  fete  of  his  unhappy  nation. 

He  was  extremely  indignant  when  he  heard  how  his  rich  brother, 
Samnel,  had  behaved  to  the  old  man ;  and  he  begged  his  father  to  ferget 
ail  the  past,  and  make  himself  at  home  in  his  house.     But  he  retolved,  at 
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tbe  same  time,  not  to  permit  his  domestic  peace  to  be  disturbed,  or  the 
halnts  of  his  daily  life  to  be  disarranged,  by  the  old  man's  prejudices — 
such  at  least  as  could  not  be  borne  with  easily,  and  might  not  give  cause 
of  oomplaairt.  ^  He  must  accommodate  lumself,  as  ray  guest,  to  the 
ways  of  the  house,"  thought  he  to  himself.  "  He  will  be  accustomed  to 
them  in  time,  and  there  would  be  no  use  in  banning  as  we  could  not 

go  OfL 

<<  Your  brother  (Samuel  has  not  honoured  hit  fiitiier,  and  he  cannot 
nmoeil  in  wcnidly  matters,"  said  Philip  Moses,  as  he  seemed  endeaTour- 
inr  to  read  in  the  countenance  of  his  son  what  was  pasnng  in  kis  mind. 
*'Mt  may  the  Alm^hty  give  him,  and  all  our  people,  gmee  to  repent, 
and  let  not  His  angry  countenance  be  turned  upon  us  to  oor  ruin !  Bfy 
kifs  will  not  be  many,"  he  added,  earnestly ;  ^  but  had  it  not  been  for 
■y  fnthfully  attached  Benjamina's  sake,  I  would  rather  haTe  gone  forth 
to  wander  over  the  wide  world  than  have  exposed  your  heart,  my  son,  to 
a  tnal  which,  I  fear,  if  beyond  your  strength." 

Isaac's  wife  was  quite  out  ra  humour  when  Benjamioa  went  to  her 
Mroom  to  tell  her  what  had  taken  plaoe. 

^  It  win  never  answer,"  said  she,  '^  to  have  that  old  instigator  of  strife 
here  in  our  house.  He  hates  me  already,  because  I  am  not  one  of  yoar 
ladon.  It  was  on  my  account  that  he  has  never  hitherto  chosen  to  put 
his  feot  within  our  doors." 

**  No»  my  grandfedier  does  not  hate  the  Christians,"  lepHed  Benja- 
mina,  cheerfully.  ^  If  he  lives  here,  he  will  bring  good  hide  and  a 
Ueasbig  to  the  house.  Dearest  aunt,  may  I  not  get  the  little  blue 
diamber  rea^  for  him  ?  I  did  not  dare  to  go  near  him  when  he  was 
with  my  undo  Samuel,  and  yet  he  was  so  kmd  to  me  when  I  was  a 
child." 

"WeH,  I  suppose  I  can't  help  his  staying,  for  the  present' at  least,** 
nptted  the  aunt,  peevishly,  ^'  so  yon  can  put  the  blue  cnamber  in  decent 
Older  for  him,  Benjamina.  But  if  yon  make  too  much  fuss  about  him, 
or  give  me  any  additional  trouble  with  this  new  pest,  I  will  send  you 
biek  to  Danid.  You  may  stay  for  the  present;  but  keep  him  as  mui^ 
at  possible  away  from  the  children  and  the  rest  of  us.  We  shall  have 
(fate  annoyance  enough  with  him  at  the  dinner-table." 

**  Poor,  poor  grandmther  I"  sighed  Benjamina,  as  weeping  silently  she 
left  her  unkind  aunt,  who  had  often  before  spoken  harshly  to  her,  but 
bad  never  wounded  her  feelings  so  deeply  as  now. 

Isaac  had  afterwards  an  unpleasant  matrimonial  scene,  and  a  sharp 
htde  of  words  with  his  wife,  in  reference  to  the  old  man,  to  whom  he 
oodd  not  deny  an  asylum  in  his  house,  however  many  scruples  he  him- 
nif  had  as  to  keepmg  him. 
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With  the  new  year,  a  sudden  and  most  welcome  thaw  comes  on  with 
the  wind  from  the  halmy  south ;  the  river  is  hreaking  up  its  icj  bondage, 
and  the  whole  town  is  astir. 

It  is  astonishing  what  general  joy  it  diffuses.  The  whole  waterside 
and  in  the  streets,  everybody  as  busy  as  bees ;  steam  getting  up  on  board 
twenty  boats  bound  up  and  down  ;  and  for  my  part  I  rushed  to  the  strand 
to  secure  a  berth  on  board  something,  anything,  overjoyed  at  the  cfaanoe 
of  escape. 

The  language  of  the  puff  advertisements  is  quite  overpowering — 
where  choose  when  such  stunning  excellence  besets  one  in  everything.  I 
shut  my  eyes  on  the  daily  press  and  go  straight  over  the  inviting  plankt 
on  board  one  of  the  many  loaded  steamers  caught  here  on  her  way  down 
-«-the  Fatd  Anderson-AoeAedi  to  the  guards,  loaded  to  sinking,  loaded  to 
death !  but  no  matter.  After  that,  and  after  I  had  paid  my  fare  with 
my  eyes  shut  (one  should  never  be  too  precipitate),  they  found  room  for 
six  hundred  bushels  of  coals,  seventy  horses,  and  eight  hundred  turkeys 
and  fowls,  which  poor  things  had  been  kept  in  cellars  half  dead,  during 
this  tremendous  frost,  and  were  now  transferred  to  the  hurricane-deck,  or 
upper  roof  of  my  chosen  steamer.  Of  all  things  in  the  worid  I  should 
have  avoided  this  particular  Noah's  ark. 

This  boat  was  already  full  loaded,  but,  at  the  last  moment,  and  two 
hours  after  they  had  solemnly  promised  (like  the  fibbing  *'  one,  two^ 
three"  of  the  auctioneer)  to  be  "  gone,"  these  unhappy  horses  and  turkeys 
appeared  on  the  wide  strand.  They  could  not  be  resisted.  What !  re- 
fuse dollars !  what  signifies  going  down  in  the  middle  of  the  river !  or 
any  additional  misery  to  suiy  sentiment,  or  no  sleep  for  the  highly- 
favoured  cabin  passengers  for  a  whole  week  or  ten  days. 

Wei],  only  eight  hours  after  the  last  horse  had  been  coaxed  on  board, 
and  while  the  steam  valves  had  been  for  so  many  hours  snorting  and  roar- 
ing in  aid  of  advertisements  and  solemn  promises,  then  a  few  more  coals — 
only  six  hundred  busheb — might  as  well  fill  up  all  round  the  boilers, 
and  leave  not  an  inch  to  plant  your  foot  on  the  deck,  and  not  an  en- 
couraging inch  of  seeming  spare  safety  for  the  rushing  river  and  rock 
ice  bursting  and  crushing  with  the  headlong  stream — at  last,  I  say,  we 
push  off,  and  night  closes  round  us  as  we  sweep  round  the  south  and 
pretty  wooded '  point  and  hills  below  Coving^n.  We  bid  a  kind  adieu 
to  the  queen  city  for  letting  us  go.  Surely  we  are  always  more  grateful 
for  any  change  of  any  particular  misery  than  for  any  positive  pleasure,  or 
any  positive  good,  if  we  ever  do  really  know  what  is  for  our  good ! 

There  was  I,  delighted  to  get  away,  even  for  a  good  chance  of  sinking 
in  the  river  before  we  could  pass  the  first  lower  reach,  the  night  daric  as 
Erebus,  with  various  pleasant  opinions  as  to  whether  we  weren't  ^'  some- 
how, I  guess,  a  sight  overloaded  !"  The  boat  was  a  capital  one,  but  it  is 
certain  we  were  abominably  loaded,  dangerously  loaded.     Often  the  small 
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ripple  of  the  river  flopped  over  the  guards,  washing  the  horses*  feet  as  they 
stood  in  two  rows  on  each  side  of  the  engines,  with  their  heads  to  the 
wtter,  where  they  might  poke  their  noses  for  amusement,  poor  things. 

A  loaded  cotton  hoat  of  six  hundred  or  a  thousand  bales  is  a  curious  sight 
on  these  mighty  streams;  but  our  heterogeneous  cargo  I  saw  nowhere 
equalled  all  the  way  down  to  New  Orleans.  I  forgot  to  add  some  three 
or  four  hundred  empty  flour  barrels,  on  which  the  unhappy  poultry  were 
perched,  on  the  roof.  This  floating  scene  of  sufiering,  misery,  and  death 
(thirty  turkeys  were  thrown  over  dead  the  first  night),  was  our  Belvidere  I 
From  this  feathered  village  we  were  to  enjoy  the  country,  the  view,  and 
the  air! 

Glad,  however,  as  we  were  to  be  off,  we  were  not  aware,  till  long  after, 
of  our  singular  good  fortime  in  escaping  ;  for  the  next  week,  the  wind 
shifting  round  once  more  to  the  north-west,  froze  the  river  and  all  nature 
up  as  hard  as  ever,  so  that  nothing  could  get  up  or  down. 

li^ell,  we  are  afloat  We  have  had  our  tea  (or  supper).  I  have  heard 
several  sad  sounds  of  throwing  over  the  dead  and  dying  turkeys.  Of  the 
ninety  or  hundred  passengers,  the  rough  ones,  or  bachelor-loafers,  bags- 
men,  planters,  and  others,  gather  and  smoke  in  the  forecabin  over  the 
boilers;  the  family  men,  and  the  more  genteel  and  more  aspiring,  keep  at 
the  hinder  part  of  the  saloon  among  the  ladies,  or  as  near  them  as  pos- 
sible round  the  nearest  stove. 

A  gay  party  of  Tennessee  youth  sit  round  the  ladies'  table  playins^^  ^  v  A  - 
"yutah"  (a  sort  of  New  World  ecar^e  and  pam-loo  mixture).  A  eood-""*- ' 
natured,  good-looking  Englishman,  settled  in  New  Orleans,  who  is  ije-  \  /[\' 
taming  with  his  excessively  hard-featured,  grim  American  lady  home  from  ^  - 
a  Saratoga  trip,  invites  me  to  their  sanctum  (across  the  curtain  line)^  ^^  /'/  , 
Several  of  the  girls  are  pretty,  and  all  very  lively.  I  look  on,  and  escape  ^  "*  ^ 
the  more  stupid  ring  of  rummating  males  round  the  stove. 

As  I  can  make  nothing  of  the  g^ame  played  (by  any  number  as  well  as 
two),  I  reflect  every  now  and  then,  at  every  extra  thump  against  the  ice^ 
on  how  excessively  little  our  wooden  deck  below  us  is  above  the  water  ; 
one  of  our  coal-loaded  river  barges  one  meets  in  the  Pool  is  nothing  to  this 
exact  scientific  nicety  between  floating  and  sinking.  The  idea  alone, 
made  any  other  idea  of  a  blow-up  perfectly  laughable.  But  instead  of 
philosophising,  let  me  now  take  a  parting  glance  at  Cincinnati;  a  place 
that  might  well  fill  a  volume  merely  to  say  what  it  has  become  since  Mrs. 
TroUope  told  us  something  about  i^  and  many  others  since  her  day. 

I  have  spoken  of  a  few  trifling  things  on  the  mere  surface,  m  this 
great  western  city,  which  has  often  been  written  about  of  late  years  ;  but 
the  change  is  so  rapid  in  most  objects  which  strike  the  eye,  that  hardly 
any  one  year  is  a  sure  guide  for  the  next.  It  is  not  only  the  mere  build- 
ing of  more  streets  and  houses,  th^  greater  number  of  human  beings  con- 
gregated together,  and  the  greater  mixture  of  each  added  year*s  emigra- 
tion, pouring  in  human  beings  already  e^own  up  by  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands, but  the  yearly  change  of  ways  and  means,  and  no  doubt  a  constant 
dumge  in  the  domestic  manners  and  ideas  of  all  Americans,  east  or  west 
of  the  Mississippi.  All  this  I  may  leave  for  books ;  I  have  but  a  few  pages 
at  my  dispoiMU.  I  think  too  much  has  been  said  of  (of  the  morale^  at 
least)  Cincinnati,  and,  indeed,  all  other  great  American  towns ;  every 
year  getting  still  bigger,  still  more  irregular  and  ill-governed,  where  all 
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sorts  of  dri&ed  mnsanees  increase  mtrch  faster  than  die  population,  and 
wltere  each  year  thej  are  coming  nearer  and  nearer  what  we  are  in  fitde 
OTer-peoplea  England.  With  onr  thoughts,  and  wajs,  and  customs 
(slightlj  modified),  'tis  still  the  same.  For  the  first  fifty  years  we  in  ear 
conceit,  and  insolence,  and  ignorance,  would  not  condescend  to  praise  anj^ 
tiling,  or  know  anything,  about  our  cousins,  who  licked  us  aflter  eight  kmg 
years*  fighting,  and  sent  us  an  ambassador  to  bow  and  walk  about  at  St 
James's  among  as  silly  and  selfish  a  set  of  embroidered,  sneering  gentlemeii 
as  may  be  found  there  now.  l^me,  and  the  astonishing  effects  of  a  moreen- 
Eghtened  (less  shackled)  government  begins  to  tell  on  the  toughness  of  our 
ifi^norant  prejudices.  We  awake  from  a  sort  of  dream  when  the  finest 
ships  to  be  seen  by  a  Lord  Derby  at  lirerpool  (he  goes  on  board  some- 
times), and  a  Lord  John  in  the  Thames,  are  not  ours,  das !  no,  they  aie 
Americans.  The  balance  and  bustle  of  trade  all  over  the  world  is  every  new 
year  turning  more  and  more  against  us.  Even  our  own  merchants  tale 
up  and  freight  American  ships !  Safer,  futer,  handsomer  than  Eaglaod's 
fleet,  more  numerous  all  over  the  world,  they  tower  over  our  pigmy,  iH- 
built  things  even  in  our  own  waters,  and  should,  desc^uling  to  particnlan, 
shame  our  builders  at  BlackwalL  I  say  nothing  of  our  royal  dockyards, 
as  they  are  quite  impervious  to  any  new  lights,  and  seem  to  set  a  pre- 
mium on  blunders  and  absurdity. 

Linocent  of  all  this,  each  fresh  traveller,  however  wise  and  common- 
place, howeyer  fashionable  and  funny,  is  now  loud  about  the  wonders  of 
America!  and  there  is  in  this  sense  nothing  left  for  us  but  to  praise. 
I  might  wish  our  rulers  would  come  across,  and  take  a  lesson  in  these 
yulgar  but  most  essential  things — "domestic  manners'*  may  be  safelj 
left  to  obscure  trifiers  and  wits.  American  strength  may  be.  vulgar,  but 
our  fashion  is  contemptible ;  nay,  with  us  it  works  fataJiy :  we  are  all 

Xemely  ignorant  and  lazy,  and  each  jack-in-office,  only  thinking  <rf 
ack's.  Rotten-row,  and  his  circle,  is  above  his  business,  content  to 
ride  out,  shoot,  and  dress  for  dinner ! 

Lord  Carlisle  and  now  and  then  a  clever  fellow  crosses,  and  witnesses 
the  untrammelled  vigour  and  go-ahead  better  sense  of  the  stars  and 
stripes ;  but  it  does  not  appear  that  we  get  on  the  least  bit  the  better  for 
it,  or  that  his  late  colleagues  in  Downing-street  are  at  all  more  wide 
awake  to  what's  going  on — but  I  forget  myself,  and  this  same  town.  I 
saw  very  few  of  their  ladies,  owing  to  the  extreme  cold,  no  doubt 

What  we  should  call  the  working  cksses,  seem  entirety  Irish  and  Ger* 
man ;  all  badly  clothed,  dirty,  and  slovenly, — the  streets,  the  pavements, 
and  the  houses  to  match ;  indeed,  the  better  sort  of  men,  natives,  are 
not  so  well  dressed  as  in  the  eastern  cities.  This  careless  ne^eet  may 
be  traced,  increasing  as  one  comes  westward,  in  their  ladies  imd  gentle- 
men— that  is,  planters,  lawyers,  merchants,  and  large  storekeepers— ^t 
pervades  eveiything,  naturally  enough,  the  further  removed  Aey  are 
towards  the  woods  and  prairies. 

Indeed,  short  of  the  Ohio,  in  Kentucky,  Virginia,  Tennessee,  and 
Maryland,  people  of  educadon  dress  anyhow,  and  wear  the  oddest  Sva 
Crow  tiles  posnble  {Punch  would  be  in  ecstasies !).  Just  now,  the  Kos- 
suth hat  is  the  thing — a  wide-awake,  with  a  great  buckle  in  front,  to 
which  some  of  the  most  respectable  loafers  add  a  small  black  feather. 
Some  few  exquisites  pride  themselves  on  velvet  caps  and  half  a  yard  of 
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wstdi-dudn  danriiDg,  and  imtUiiig^  seab  at  ike  waistband.  Bat  no 
matter  what  the  cu*e88  is,  there  is  no  change  morning  or  night.  I  haTe 
known  Vhrginians,  men  of  edncation,  attend  balls  unshaved,  and  in  dirty 
liaots  and  uncombed  hair,  their  coats  and  hats  (all  quite  right  when 
new)  nerer  bmshed^  nor  ever  left  off  till  worn  out ;  to  be  sure  there 
were  exceptions — the  jomigest,  of  coona,  the  cleanest  and  smartest — but 
Booe  of  the  ladies,  who  were  all  well  dressed,  seemed  to  think  anything 
of  it  At  Cincinnati,  in  the  advertisements  for  their  balls,  the  gentlemen 
sre  warned  that  there  is  no  admittance  (one  and  two  dollars  a  ticket) 
without  a  lady.  These  public  balls  prevail  throughout  the  Union  in 
their  cities;  private  ones  are  very  rare  indeed,  and  more  like  family 
parties. 

Already  in  the  States  there  are  immense  seminaxies  and  boarding- 
tthoob  for  young  ladies.  There  is  a  fiBr-famcd  one  in  Ohio,  at  Steuben- 
TiHe,  and  some  of  its  young  ladies  wece  on  board  of  us,  goin^  home  to 
Tennessee  and  Mississippi ;  but,  like  that  other  young  lady  of  the 
Alkgfaany  cars,  who,  too,  had  just  left  her  great  school  near  Hamsbmg', 
they  seem  to  pick  up  nothing  at  iheae  scfaoob  but  the  most  wild,  silly, 
jgane  ideas  (from  each  other),  and  a  very  queer,  independent  small  talL 
As  yet,  however — perhaps  lor  ^leae  next  hundred  years — a  refined  educa- 
tion would  be  completely  thrown  away ;  l^y  dress  and  dance— quite 
noogh. 

Fashion  and  refinement  of  thought,  perceptions  of  the  subEme  and 
beantifbl,  tact,  good  taste,  and  a  love  of  nature— inhere  nature  itwlf  is 
to  be  upset,  and  the  sooner  the  better,  up  and  down  these  riven  and  re- 
gkms— of  what  use  here  ?  Whisky,  rum,  tobacco,  cotton,  pigs,  and  flour, 
kugh  to  scorn  small  conventional  elegancies  and  accomplishments — 
the  dancing  and  dressing,  nevertheless,  notwithstanding,  when  firoze 
1^  or  in  the  season,  or  when  trade's  slack.  This  must  be  pre-eminently 
the  feeling  at  Cincinnati ;  which  is,  trade  apart,  a  very  dull  city  ;  ihey 
have  had  no  time  in  fbr^  diort  years  to  think  of  el^^ce  or  idle  amuse- 
ments ;  but  you&,  however  pent  up  in  storei,  will  dance  and  frolic  now 
»d  then,  and  tiiaty  as  Nym  says,  "  is  ^e  humour  of  it.** 

l^ey  were  going  to  get  up  a  dance  in  the  cabin  during  the  evening, 
hit  the  youne  ladies  could  not  agree  to  turn  out ;  and  the  fiddler,  an 
smateur  EnsGshman,  at  last  got  sulky,  after  tuning  up  invitingly  <moe 
or  twice,  and  put  up  hss  fiddle ;  but  I  do  not  think,  after  all,  tlie  giria 
weiem  ftmh;  it  was  the  men  who  held  back,  stood  shilly-shally,  or  showed 
^  most  stoical  Red  Indian  indifference— a  quality  comndeied  of  the  first 
csnellence  in  every  thing.  As  a  rule,  I  should  say,  tine  Americans  never 
talk  tin  excited  by  anger  or  some  self-interest ;  and  then  it  is  an  inter- 
minahle  set  speech,  and  thus  iimr  cleverest  people  grow  into  bores  of  the 
&it  magnitude. 

Cincinnati  is  in  the  soutb-west  comer  of  diestate  of  Ohio,  about  fif- 
^Qcn  miles  firom  die  border  of  Indiana ;  so  that  quitting  the  city  we  soon 
Ittfe  the  state  of  Ohio  at  the  river  ]Miami  and  its  ridi  bottoms.  Gene- 
'^7  it  is  a  fiat  wheat-growing  state  ;  but  its  banks  all  down  the  stream 
tte  finely  undulated ;  conical,  well-wooded  hills  fiorming  the  banks  of  the 
nw,  with  many  agreeable  openings  of  meadows  and  small  valleys^  *^  bot- 
^00^"  mih  tiieir  attendant  great  and  small  streams  all  swelling  this  most 
^  and  beantiftil  Ohk,  wUeh  takes  its  rise,  as  the  AUeghaay,  near  the 
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shores  of  Lake  Erie  in  its  north  branch,  and  from  the  south-west  as  the 
Monongahela,  in  Pennsylvania. 

In  a  peculiar,  wild,  bold  river  beauty,  nothing  can  exceed  these  scenes 
right  and  left  as  you  descend  ;  it  seems  only  a  little  hurt  where  roan  has 
been  chopping  and  digging ;  still,  in  our  civilised  sense,  it  is  all  the  more 
cheering,  and  makes  a  rich  variety— cities,  villages,  farms,  fieictoiies, 
steamers — and  the  human  race  is  getting  multiplied.  I  find  a  hundred 
things  unsaid  of  this  city,  and  indeed  of  all  the  country  on  the  track  of 
the  river,  with  twenty  mie  streams  which  pour  in  on  both  sides,  besides 
the  great  and  little  Miami  joining  the  Ohio,  twenty  miles  apart,  above 
and  below  the  town,  each  watering  superb  and  extensive  valleys— one 
stretching  to  the  capital,  Columbus,  in  the  centre  of  the  state.  But  to  at- 
tempt any  further  notice  of  what  I  leave  behind  roe  would  fill  a  volume  or 
two;  already  I  find  myself  bewildered  by  fresh  objects  and  new  settlements, 
every  day  planting,  building,  and  increasing  on  the  banks.  We  pass  the 
Miami  a  few  miles  below,  forming  here  at  its  mouth,  the  dividing  fine ; 
and  the  state  of  Indiana  is  now  on  our  right,  while  Kentucky  keeps  on 
below  the  junction  with  the  Mississippi,  and  for  a  hundred  and  tnirty 
miles  on  the  left  to  their  largest  city,  Louisville,  at  the  falls  of  the  river ; 
and  where  a  stupendous  short  two-mile  canal  is  cut  through  just  below 
the  town,  to  clear  this  great  rapid  (for  it  is  not  exactly  a  fall)  of  the 
river.  This  rapid  is  always  the  one  great  point  of  anxiety,  and  forms  a 
kind  of  barrier,  beyond  which,  upwards,  the  larger  class  of  Mississippi 
steamers  cannot  come,  except  occasionally,  when  the  river  is  very  high  ; 
so  that  there  is  always  a  great  gathering  of  boats  at  Louisville,  at  the 
town  wharfs,  and  below  the  canal  at  Shipping  Port,  where  the  great 
mail  and  passenger  steamers  He. 

All  the  smaller  steamers  which  pass  the  canal  up  and  down  are  for 
cargo  and  passengers  jointiy ;  their  cabins  aud  tables  on  a  less  scale,  and 
so  are  their  fares.  I  paid  only  fifteen  dollars  all  the  way  to  New  Orleans 
from  Cincinnati,  whereas  these  g^eat  mail-steamers  charge  twenty-five 
from  Louisville  down.  They  were  very  liberal  to  us,  allowing  the  pas- 
sengers who  preferred  it  to  leave  them  at  this  point,  and  go  on  board  the 
finer  boats ;  but,  though  we  were  detained  half  a  day  at  the  canal,  I 
thought  it  best  to  remain  quietly  on  board,  as  most  of  my  fellow-pas- 
sengers did ;  but  of  this  when  we  do  get  so  far,  for  the  ice  is  seriously 
troublesome,  and  we  are  not  at  all  sure  we  may  not  be  stopped  by  it. 

I  see  the  exact  distance  is  460  miles  by  the  river  from  Pittsburg  to 
Cincinnati,  and  494  iniles  to  its  mouth,  maKing  in  its  whole  length  964 
miles,  without  reckoning  its  branches  above  Pittsburg.  In  all  this  length 
it  appears  a  greater  river  than  the  Missbsippi  itself  ;  it  is,  indeed,  often 
wider.  The  great  difference  lies  in  the  greater  depth  of  the  latter,  which 
it  is  lost  in  at  the  junction  at  Cairo,  where  the  Mississippi,  even  9^t  re- 
ceiving the  Ohio,  looks  much  narrower  than  the  Ohio. 

I  do  not  often  venture  on  statistics,  as  too  diy  and  uninteresting  to  the 
readers  of  magazines ;  but  I  s^m  tempted,  while  yet  near  Cincinnati,  to 
ut  down  a  few  items,  which  should  by  rights  have  been  mentioned  before, 
ad  I  more  room  to  enter  into  details.  Thus,  it  is  situated  in  a  valley 
forty  or  fifty  feet  above  the  river  at  its  medium  height,  the  Ohio  cutting 
this  valley  in  half,  the  southern  circumference  of  the  surrounding  hills 
being  (behind  Covington  and  Newton)  in  Kentucky.   The  town  was  laid 
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out  bj  Momn*  Denmao  and  Paiterfoiiy  in  1788,  and  was  first  called 
LosantiTille,  on  the  site  of  Fort  Washington,  then  one  of  the  far- west 
militanr  stations  of  the  in&nt  repoblio,  from  whence  the  Indian  wars  were 
carried  on. 

The  first  purchase  of  311,000  acres  here  of  the  Indians,  stretching 
ah>Dg  the  right  bank  of  the  river,  was  by  an  Honourable  Jolm  Symmes. 
There  were  two  or  three  settlements  of  a  few  hunters  at  this  time,  one  at 
North  Bend,  fifteen  miles  below  it;  but  in  '89  Govemment  fixed  on  its 
present  site,  changed  the  name^  and  ended  the  petty  riyahry  of  these  eariy 

E'  '«rs,  for  already  business  was  looked  to  up  and  down  the  river.  Tlie 
grew  rapidly.  The  first  church  was  built  in  '92  ;  in  '93  they  pub- 
a  daily  paper ;  in  '94  two  "  keel  boats"  were  built,  with  buUet- 
[ffoof  covers  and  port-holes,  armed  with  guns  and  rifles,  to  run  upwards 
as  £ur  as  Pittsburg  and  back  once  a  month.  Drinking  and  gambling  were 
then  the  chief  feature  in  these  new  settlements.  The  population  in  1795 
was  but  Bre  hundred,  with  a  small  detachment  firom  tne  army. 

Early  in  this  century  their  progress  was  very  rapid ;  thousands  poured 
in  from  the  eastern  states,  attracted  by  the  richness  and  cheapness  of 
land.  The  trade  with  New  Orleans,  carried  on  with  keel-boats,  which 
got  down  in  a  month,  and  up  again  in  about  three  months,  was  found 
verv  lucrative,  making  amends  for  its  risks  and  tediousness,  having  often 
to  nght  their  way  up  and  down,  sometimes  against  the  Indians  they  had 
made  their  enemies,  or  against  their  own  robbers  and  pirates !  In  1819 
it  was  first  made  a  city,  and  contained  10,000  souls ;  the  progression,  in 
1830,  26,000;  1840,  46,000;  in  1848,  100,000,  and  at  this  moment 
160,000.  It  has  15,000  houses,  ranging  in  regular  streets,  at  right 
an^es,  towards  and  to  the  hills  at  the  &ck  two  miles,  and  on  its  river's 
&oe  three  miles.  It  has  seventy-four  churches,  three  colleges,  four 
medical  and  one  law ;  one  female  college,  several  seminaries  for  young 
hdies  ;  four  grammar-schools,  and  twelve  popular  schools  of  five  thousand 
popib ;  six  bnks,  eight  laige  public  halls,  a  court-house,  town-hall  and 
gaol,  three  civil  courts,  sitting  tne  whole  year,  an  exchange,  a  mayoralty 
and  mayor^s  office ;  several  public  libraries  belonging  to  societies ;  sixteen 
insurance  offices,  a  post-office,  three  theatres  (but  only  one  open  this 
winter),  a  museum,  waterworks,  gasworks,  two  hospitius,  four  orphan 
asylums,  one  lunatic ;  a  great  many  foundries,  cotton  and  woollen  £GM^- 
tones,  and  many  others;  mills  of  all  kinds;  and  lastly,  the  great  pork- 
Idlling  and  packing  warehouses  on  the  cuuJ,  which  I  have  spoken  of. 
Upwuds  of  two  hundred  steam-engmes  are  in  constant  activity,  *^  driving" 
the  machinery  of  planing-mills,  foundries,  flour-mills,  saw-nulls,  rolling- 
mills,  furniture  &ctories,  &c  They  estimate  invested  capital  in  this 
every-day  stir  at  twenty-five  millions  of  dollars. 

But  the  press  is  perliaps  the  most  remarkable  feature  in  this  activity— ^ 
no  less  dian  thirteen  daily  and  twenty-five  weekly  newspapers!  four 
monthly  periodicals.  They  count,  too,  seven  turnpikes,  two  great  canals, 
a  ndlroaa  to  Sandusky  on  the  lakes,  another  to  Columbus,  and  a  general 
tek^iraph ;  two  great  cemeteries,  four  miles  off—that  of  Spring  Grove 
containing  a  hundred  acres.  Grapes  succeed  veiy  well  all  over  this 
eoontry,  and  a  good  deal  of  tolerable  claret-like  wme  is  made.  I  find 
these  are  but  a  few  of  the  noticeable  things,  but  I  must  stop ;  besides, 
all  this  so  changes  and  so  increases  with  every  new  year,  that  it  would 
June^YOL.  xoYHi.  no.  ccoxc.  b 
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be  absurd  to  dwell  on  it ;  it  may,  however,  mteiM;  a  momentary  cnrioatr. 
Not  that  I  think  one  ne«d  be  90  much  in  love  with  the  dry  or  wet  goods 
«f  this  world,  in  extending  streets,  the  mukipKcity  of  shops,  or  ike  endless 
struggles  of  trade  and  manufactures — all  showing  the  increase  of  t^ 
Inman  race,  and  the  contrivances  to  feed  and  amuse  them — if  that  were 
but  the  one  end  and  aim ! 

Already  in  this  fine  valley,  these  charming  hills  and  streams,  some  of 
die  beauty  is  gone  for  ever.  The  wild  and  beautiftd  dexiisens  of  diese 
woods  and  plains — the  deer,  the  Indian — the  eieamess  of  ihe  skies,  the 
aroma  of  the  flowers  on  diese  wild  banks— all  gone !  Man  jostles  man, 
ruts  disfigure  the  earth,  and  stenches  fill  interminable  streets,  where  a 
dense  population  drink  whisky,  feed  pigs,  and  higgle  over  European 
frippery.  How  many  hateM  passions  and  things  are  here  engendered, 
the  concomitants  of  all  populous  cities ;  not  to  mention  the  extraordinaiy 
swarms  of  rats  1  The  very  atmosphere  at  times  is  as  dense  in  clouds  of 
smoke  as  London  itself,  and  this  must  come  of  meddling  with  the  bowels 
«f  the  harmless  earth,  as  well  as  ^tat  *'  saltpetre**  of  our  dear  bard's 
scented  lord. 

Seme  men  are  lost  in  the  greatness  which  looms  afar  in  other  cen- 
turies to  come ;  we  may,  indeed,  take  it  any  way,  Just  as  one  is  in  the 
humour.  For  my  part,  I  do  not  see  that  me  earm  being  more  peopled 
if  any  great  blessing  to  the  human  race.  What  is  China  better  for  her 
three  hundred  millions,  dose  packed,  to  the  exclusion  of  all  other  ani- 
mids  ?  They  must  eat  rats  and  dogs,  even  as  dainties  beyond  the  reach 
of  the  half-starved  multitude.  As  to  the  astonishmg  power  and  gloiy 
of  this  race  or  that,  and  the  siqperior  enlightenment,  science,  and  arts, 
and  superior  mode  of  killing  eadi  other  in  greater  numbers,  what  a 
melancholy  farce  it  is !  It  adds  nodiing  to  all  the  happiness  we  are 
susceptible  of— not  a  jot  We  Enfflidi  are  veiy  proud  of  spreading  ibd 
Anelo-Saxon  raee,  the  most  inquisitive,  meddling,  and  destructive  on 
earth.  We  alter  or  destroy  everything  not  squaring  vrith  our  rery 
limited  ideas  !  We  make  killing  aU  the  lower  creation  our  amusement ! 
Soon,  soon  there  will  be  no  beautxM  animals  left ;  in  these  woods  and 
plains  the  bear,  the  deer,  the  bufialo,  the  beaver,  most  wantonly  de- 
stroyed ;  as  if  God  had  not  made  these  things — the  lion,  the  ostrich, 
nor  beasts  nor  birds  can  escape  the  destroyer  man.  To  be  sure  there  is 
some  hope  for  the  rattlesnakes  of  Wisconsin,  for  rats,  and  for  the  fidi« 
of  the  deep  sea ;  but,  alas !  for  the  beautxfiil  beasts  and  birds,  not  the 
most  entangled  forests  can  conceal  them,  the  most  remote  island,  in  its 
own  savage  virtues,  innocence,  and  happiness.  A  whder  comes,  or  a 
meddling  Pmritan  preacher,  or  a  protectorate!  and  all  the  vice  and 
misery  of  us  Europeans,  conspicuous  in  iAie  Anglo-Saxon  race.  I  am 
going  down  the  Ohio ;  but  a  dever,  gentlemanly  follow,  a  lieutenant- 
colonel,  who  writes  a  pleasing  book,  puts  me  in  mind  of  this  destroying 
-propensity. 

He  takes  a  run  down  by  the  lakes  and  these  rivers,  chiefly  to  InH  all 
the  ui^vrtunate  birds,  prairie  cocks  and  hens  (grouse),  he  can  bring  his 
dog  and  double-barrels  to  bear  on,  in  pure  wanton  amusement  Strange, 
that  men  shouki  thus  cultivate  a  taste  for  cmdty,  and  run  about  the 
world  destroying  everytlung,  and  boasting  of  their  game-bags  and 
battues.  What  can  be  more  detestable  thui  those  wanton  slaughters, 
whether  in  our  own  fields  or  west  of  Chicago  ?    Another  set  of  rational 
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persooB  galley  all  day  after  a  poor  fox.  Yes,  and  a  Mr.  Cammiiig,  par 
exeeUemoey  goes  slaughtering  by  wholesale  in  Africa — highly  amimd ! 
— «nd  here  we  have  these  poor,  withered  skin  trophies  at  Hyde  Park 
Comer.  Ay,  conceded^  the  mcsre  risk  the  more  manly  the  sport :  and 
why  not  hnnt  and  shoot  eaeh  oilier,  at  an  increased  nsk,  at  which  we 
have  such  a  pious  horror  ?  Can  we  wonder  at  a  taste  for  war?  Oh, 
no ;  the  picas  raise  their  eyes  and  their  voices,  and  diatter  of  wickedness 
and  sin,  hot  not  a  word  of  oor  eternal  cruelties  to  the  lower  creation ;  to 
riled  their  blood,  or  worry  them  to  death,  is  voted  a  manly  amns^nent, 
is  cvdtivated,  is  landed ! — even  our  priests  dare  to  kill  and  destroy  lor 
amusement ;  worry  a  poor  fox  or  hare  all  day,  and  boast  of  it  over  their 
daret,  in  the  teeth  of  our  humane  societies !  But  I  shall  only  whisper 
these  heterodox  and  most  outlandish  notions  to  the  ice- vexed  Ohio.  By 
the  way,  all  down  the  river,  sea-going  ships  are  built  and  cleared,  even 
to  hamsft  Inde,  from  Pittsburg,  Marietta,  Cindimati,  and  many  other 
towns  on  its  banks.  When  the  river  is  high,  a  frigate  might  sail  right 
down,  over  the  rapids  and  all,  to  sea,  and  now-a-days  may  be  towed  np 
again  by  a  steamer ;  not  that  it  is  done,  as  it  wouldn't  pay ;  so  they 
femain  attached  to  their  various  seaports,  built  somewhat  dieaper  than 
in  the  yards  on  the  Atlantic. 

In  the  descent  of  the  Ohio  many  beantiful  islands  are  passed ;  some- 
timee  diey  are  still  quite  wild,  sometimes  with  farms  on  them.  '^  Blen- 
nerhas^'s"  has  a  canons  story  attached  to  it ;  once  owned  by  a  citizen  of 
that  name,  who  was  mined  by  being  eonneoted  with  Aarom  Burr ;  tiie 
niii»  of  his  once  fine  mansion  are  stall  to  be  seen,  I  believe  ;  he  himself 
dyimr  in  Geraiany  thirty  years  ago. 

After  all,  how  unsa^sfiMtoiy  it  is  hurrying  down  this  unique  river  in 
ifais  way;  to  see  nothing  of  the  idands,  caves,  salt  sprines  (*'  salines"), 
iron  mines,  and  coal,  exquisite  streams  and  valleys  opemng  out  on  us 
every  twenty  or  thirty  miles  on  both  sides.  Then,  a^n,  those  Indian 
mounds,  wluoh  are  so  impenetrable  to  our  puzzled  arobsdologists  and  an- 
tiquaries, ^peaking  of  some  departed  race,  it  may  be,  old  as  the  '^  IHad.'' 
The  largest  of  these  barrows  or  mounds,  like  all  of  them,  oveigrown  by 
immense  forest  tiees,  is  on  "  Big  Grave  Creek,"  thirteen  miles  below 
Wheeling,  at  £Kzabeth  Town ;  but  as  we  passed,  and  am  now  passing, 
so  many  objects  of  great  interest,  everything  is  so  cold,  so  frozen  up, 
that  one  is  glad  to  sit  crouching  over  the  stove,  and  give  the  whole 
river,  hades,  isltmds,  and  aH,  to  t^  sharp  winds. 

I  have  been  ludcy  enough  to  get  a  cabin  to  myself,  widi  nobody 
sleeping  over  or  under  me  (all  tlie  cabins  have  double  berths).  In  the 
mornings  there  are  the  usual  ablutions  at  the  one  comb  and  jack-towd  (I 
sever  saw  ^  one  tooth-brush)  in  the  barber^s  shop,  where,  too,  the  bar 
deals  otrt  its  fire-water ;  the  bar-keep^  ad<ting  a  private  spec  of  veiy 
insipid  apples.  I^ecayuoes  run  on  his  eounter  fc^the  fruit  in  its  iimocent 
fkoB^ ;  but  he  has  a  good  store  of  it  condeneed  in  the  shape  of  apple- 
whuky,  strictly  guaKied  at  a  whole  dime  a  small  glass,  showing  an 
impettuibable  love  of  morality — and  dimes.  The  bariwr,  a  yovagy 
handsome  mulatto  man,  had  music  in  hn  soul,  and  when  his  chair  was 
not  filled  by  any  of  his  numerous  helpless  victims,  wodd  teadi  himself 
mam  on  tluit  mostcantadEerous  of  vids,  the  violin ;  but  he  had  beard  of 
P^igaaim,  or  ^' Old  Dan  Tucker,  way  dowa  in  (Hd  Vnginyr 
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All  our  cabin  servants  at  table  were  smart,  handsome,  saucj  jTOung 
citizens,  who  treated  us  oil  very  mnch  de  haui  en  ba$,  and  cleared  us  oofc 
of  the  way  of  their  dinner-table  cloths  and  midnight  mattresses^  when 
ihey  spread  them  on  the  floor  about  the  stove%  without  ceremony.  Hie 
porter,  however,  was  a  real,  virtuous  Uncle  Tom,  who  kindly  polished 
the  boots  at  a  dime  (5d.)  a  pair,  and  to  whom  all  portmanteaus  and  bags 
paid  toll  for  lifting  them  in  and  out  of  your  cabin,  at  a  dime  a-piece ;  it 
was  imperative,  but  enforced  with  an  obsequious  flourish,  and  £splay  of 
white  grinders  and  laughing  whites  of  eyes — **  Well,  sa,  dat's  de  way  we 
fix  it  down  dis  way  anyhow."  There  was  but  one  more  bit  of  ebony,  in 
the  shape  of  a  very  tall,  dry  creature,  and  excessively  dignified  and 
serene,  m  the  shape  of  a  cabin  stewardess.  The  ladies  were  often  irate 
at  her  excessive  tyranny  and  sauce ;  at  which  she  looked  down  on  them 
with  an  expression  of  mild  contempt,  when  they  ventured  to  remonstrate 
at  anything  very  audacious — ^not  often,  for  no  people  in  the  world  dis- 
play a  more  stoical  indifference  for  small  annoyances  :  perhaps,  indeed, 
they  do  not  feel  them  at  all,  as  there  is  no  great  nicety  anywhere  in  this 
young  country.  I  followed  this  plan,  and,  however  vexed,  never  said  a 
word,  but  fixed  my  mind  on  the  stem  Indian  under  tortore,  and  the 
great  spirit !  I  have  said  nothing  of  the  big  bones  found,  and  now 
mostly  gathered  up,  at  Big-bone-lidc-creek,  in  Kentucky.  But  we  have 
got  the  mastadon  and  Arctic  elephant,  I  think,  in  Great  Russell-street. 
The  oft-recurring  word  *'  lick, "  marks  all  those  spots  where  the  wild  or 
tame  quadrupeds  licked  the  salt  oozing  horn  the  many  saline  springs 
along  the  tributaries  to  the  Ohio.  We  pass  the  Kentucky  river — a 
stream,  in  grandeur,  said  to  be  nearly  equal  to  the  Hudson  ;  but  all 
these  great  tributaries  have  their  peculiar  beauties — sometimes  ronuing 
for  hundreds  of  miles  through  a  succession  of  delicious  valleys,  with  fif^ 
or  a  hundred  mills  already  on  their  banks,  or  rushing  through  glens, 
having  eaten  their  way  down  through  the  hard  limestone  hills  for 
hundreds  of  feet,  with  their  deep,  narrow  beds  un£Eithomable.  How 
exquisitely  romantic  must  a  ramble  be  amidst  these  scenes  in  summer — 
the  Indian  summer  at  any  rate — for  I  should  not  like  to  trust  maasa 
mosquito,  and  one  ought  to  be  well  shod  for  rattlesnakes. 

Fine  marbles,  coal,  and  iron,  abound  all  over  this  country  in  grand 
profusion ;  but,  indeed,  so  does  every  rich  and  good  thing  in  nature — in 
water,  earth,  and  air.  In  these  rich  valleys  (<<  bottoms")  and  plains  wheat 
and  Indian  com  is  raised  in  immense  quantities,  and  forms  the  great 
staple  of  the  west ;  millions  of  bushels  are  destroyed  to  make  burning 
whisky,  which,  coloured,  Ac,  is  the  New  England  rum,  another  of 
their  great  staples. 

I  find  I  must  avoid  digressions,  and  get  on  faster ;  or  would  I  paint  the 
kickings  of  the  poor  horses — the  horrid  screechings  of  the  brutal  anim^lff 
in  diarge,  knocking  them  about — the  constant  ringing  of  the  eng^ine 
bells  (everything  is  expressed  to  and  from  the  en^eer  and  the  helms- 
man and  pilot  by  certain  strokes  and  ringines  of  the  bells  on  board  aU 
the  American  steamers) — the  dead  pluff  sound  of  the  poor  dead  turiceys 
as  they  were  thrown  over — ^the  harsh  grating  of  the  snags  and  logs  as 
they  rubbed  along  our  sides,  or,  stuck  in  the  floats,  were  buried  on  the 
guards,  to&;ether  with  floes  of  the  floating  ice — the  incessant  cavernous 
howHng  whistle  ef  the  waste  steam-pipe,  and  the  occasional  im^urthly 
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of  the  whistle — the  roundiog^-to  at  yanoos  towns  to  get  wood  or 
eodi,  take  in  or  send  out  passengers — M  this  made  an  incessant  uproar, 
which  defied  sleep.  Besides,  I  could  not  help  thinking  of  our  oeing 
loaded  to  the  last  half  inch  of  floating  capacity ;  and  how  the  least  hitch 
—a  small  snag,  a  plank  cut  through,  or  any  trifle  (if  only  decently 
loaded),  might  send  us  all  down  on  the  instant  The  hoilers  blowing 
up  quite  a  secondary  consideration — ^not  worth  considering  at  all. 

Well,  I  shut  my  eyes  all  night.  We  arriTcd  all  safe  at  Loubville 
early  next  day,  and  made  oursdves  fast  to  an  outside  steamer  lying  at 
the  wharf —  the  Greek  Slave  !  She  has  ahready  found  her  way  here. 
What  a  Califbmia  is  £une  !  but  surely  never  was  there  such  a  piece  of 
humbug  as  that  much  ado  about  nothing  Greek  slave  in  Hyde  Park ! 
there  were  fifty  statues  at  our  Exhibition  of  greater  merit,  particularly  in 
the  Austrian  marble  court 

The  Ohio  here  at  Louisville  is  particularly  wide  and  mnd ;  passing 
over  a  wide  ledge  of  rocks  opposite  the  town,  it  forms  mese  rapids  for 
about  two  miles.  The  canal  of  two  miles  is  cut  through  the  solid  rock,  in 
aome  places  forty  feet  deep ;  the  first  steamer  passed  through  in  1816. 
There  is  an  island  near  the  town,  which  stands  on  the  higher  bank  of  the 
Tiver,  and  commands  a  fine  view  of  the  country,  and  Indiana  opposite. 
The  place  is  full  of  factories,  foundries,  and  building  yards;  and  is, 
though  not  the  capital,  the  largest  town  in  Kentucky,  going  ahead  ex- 
tremely of  late  years. 

Some  boats  were  before  us  in  the  canal,  so  we  waited  our  turn,  and 
many  of  us  passengers  went  on  shore  across  other  steamers  and  hundreds 
of  cotton  hues  scattered  about  the  strand  and  trod  on  by  anybody.  Its 
population  is  60,000  or  70,000,  and  they  have  all  sorts  of  halls,  theatres, 
mstitutions,  asylums,  &&,  to  be  found  in  all  their  cities,  no  matter  how 
new  ;  all  well  built  too,  mostly  in  brick,  but  of  grand  proportions,  and 
always  well  fitted  for  their  purposes.  Here,  too,  they  have  four  daily 
and  twelve  weekly  newspapers !  and  killing  and  curing  pork  one  of  the 
many  great  speculations.  Here,  too,  they  build  steam-boats,  and  make 
vast  quantities  of  iron  machinery  for  the  steamers  on  all  the  western 
waters.  On  these  rivers,  six  years  ago,  they  reckoned  no  less  than 
1300,  valued  at  16,000,000  !  and  4000  keel  and  flat  boats  ;  the  total 
value  even  then  of  all  the  products  floated  on  these  waters,  260,000,000^ 
of  the  whole  commerce  (mland  joined)  400,000,000  to  500,000,000 
(ddlars),  double  the  amount  of  the  foreign  commerce  of  the  whole  United 
States!  The  average  of  steam-boats  lost,  sunk,  or  blown  up,  about  fifty 
per  annum. 

The  river  is  full  of  snags,  logs,  and  ice,  here  very  conspicuous  in  their 
accelerated  motion.  Several  log  and  timber  fishers  dart  out  in  their  oanoea 
and  dinfi;ies,  in  spite  of  the  ice,  and  catch  any  plank  or  log  straying  within 
safety  distance  of  the  rapids. 

In  a  fit  of  pity  and  msgust  at  being  forced  to  see  all  our  live  cargo 
sofllering,  I  went  on  shore  resolved  to  change  my  steamer ;  but  after  I 
had  got  across  all  the  cotton  and  all  the  mud,  I  could  find  no  steam-boat- 
oflb^  and  nothing  but  dir^  grog-shops  and  hucksters  all  along  the  firont 
street  One  man  told  me  I  had  better  get  a  hackney-coach  to  go  down  to 
Portland,  or  Shipping  Port — ^but  where  get  one?  We  were  not  told  at 
what  moment  our  steamer  might  let  go  the  Greek  Slave^  and  enter  the 
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canal,  so  that  I  was  afraid  to  go  up  and  find  one,  or  look  about  the  town ; 
besides,  my  trunk  was  on  board,  and  we  were  told  we  should  be  off  directly ; 
a  dodge  of  the  captain's,  who,  though  a  fine  looking  fellow,  was  over 
taciturn  to  us  men,  and  over  talkative,  I  thought,  to  the  ladies ;  bat  both 
he  and  his  clerk  (who  took  the  head  of  the  table  and  &ir  sex  by  turns) 
were  emart  men,  and  particularly  gallant — indeed  they  were  the  greateai 
beaux  on  board.  Altogether,  I  thought  it  best  to  put  up  with  the  ills 
we  had ;  every  mile  below  this  town,  on  to  Cairo  (near  500  miles),  most 
things  would  be  easier — the  weathw  warmer — less  ice  in  the  rivers — and 
even  the  poor  tuikeys^  I  hoped,  rejoice  in  a  little  sun,  to  dry  themand^thw 
wretched  co(^.  In  short,  by  sunset  we  entered  the  canal,  and  by  aiid- 
night  found  ourselves  below,  dear  of  the  last  sluice-gate,  at  Slapping 
Fort,  among  the  grand  Mississippi  steamers.  The  charge  is  no  less  than 
160  dollars  per  steamer ;  if  by  the  river  down  the  rapids^  45  doUars  to 
the  pilot. 

We  did  not  find  less  but  more  ice  as  we  progressed  ;  and,  out  of  the 
sun  next  day,  the  air  so  cold  as  to  freeae  on  the  shady  side  of  the  boat. 
Now  began  our  wooding^  every  few  hours,  at  the  wgod  dep6ts  on  the  wild 
forest  ba&kks,  where  the  wood-cutt^s  have  it  corded  ready,  or  placed 
corded  in  scows  fast  to  the  banks,  so  that  the  steamer  rounds  to  beside 
them.  The  bargain  is  made  (from  two  to  three  dollars  the  cord),  and 
the  crew  soon  throw  it  on  board,  whefe  it  forms  a  great  pile,  with  ooal, 
and  hay  for  the  horses,  in  the  bow  of  the  boat,  at  the  mouth  of  the  fire* 


Next  day,  we  pass  many  spots,  all  of  moire  or  less  interest,  impoesilde 
to  notice-— Salt  river— Sinking  creek,  where  there  is  a  cave,  &  wonderful 
cave,  with  basins  of  pure  water  on  its  floor,  confined  by  natural  sides  e£ 
stone  '^  as  thin  as  the  blade  of  a  knife." 

Lady  Washington  rode,  standing  out  boldly;  Bonharbor  coal-mines; 
Green  river,  in  Kentucky,  famous  for  its  Mammoth  Cave.  Tfatt  river  is 
navigable  to  the  cave,  165  miles.  It  is  almost  incredible  that  stupen- 
dous cave  should  be  known  to  extend  eighteen  miles,  and  is  supposed  but 
a  small  part  of  it  I  with  more  than  200  avenues,  forty-seven  domes,  elg^ 
cataracts,  several  rivers.  The  mouth  of  this  wond^ul  cave  is  on  a  plains 
entering  its  mouth  by  a  romantic  dell.  The  first  vestibule  is  200  feet 
long  by  150  wide,  and  60  feet  high,  as  smooth  as  a  plastered  wall ;  but 
the  wonders  increase,  and  I  most  cease. 

€roUiic  halls,  cathedrals,  star  chambers;  the  temple,  with  a  roof  120 
feet  high,  covering  an  area  of  two  acres — here,  indeed,  man  may  ruminate 
on  his  insignificance — all  this,  and  eighteen  miles  more  of  it,  far  under- 
ground !  Some  day  we  shall,  nay,  we  shoukl  have,  travels  in  the  Gzeat 
Mammoth  Cave,  in  three  volumes. 

Half-way  down  the  Ohio  nearly,  we  oome  to  the  moudi  of  the  Wahash 
(Indiana),  which  is  navigable  for  river  craft  for  £aar  hundred  miles,  rai- 
ning through  the  centre  of  the  state.  A  hundred  miles  u]^  it  is  the 
notorious  Harmony,  bought  in  1824  of  the  German  Harmonites  by  our 
Robert  Owen,  of  Lanark,  to  try  his  soeiai  eystem,  which,  as  it  descTYed, 
soon  broke  up. 

Lower  down,  at  ^  Cave  in  Rock,'*  Mason  and  his  gang  of  river  pirates 
hung  out,  and  plundered  the  loaded  boats  on  the  river.  He  was  snot  at 
lengtlv  and  his  gang  dispersed.     Then  we  pass  the  Cumberland  river  on 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Mart  Qfih%  Ohio. — The  JUhduippi  and  New  Orleam.    243 

the  left;  below  this  comes  in  the  Tennessee  river,  the  largest  tributary,  a 
river  of  1200  miles  long,  and  navigable  for  boats  for  a  thousand  miles. 
At  its  mouth  is  the  town  of  Paducah.  Here  the  Ohio  is  very  wide  and 
wild,  the  shores  getting  lower,  with  rarely  any  of  those  hills  on  its  banks 
seen  higher  up,  but  eveiywhere  dense  forests,  where  not  cleared  in  patchef 
by  &rms,  or  in  semicircles  round  towns  and  villages  near  the  water. 

I  £orgot  to  mention  Evansville,  two  hundred  miles  below  Louisville,  in 
Indiana,  a  smart,  fast-increasing  town,  quoted  as  one  of  the  most  trading, 
enterpridng  places  on  the  river.  We  put  into  the  boat-office  for  a  moment, 
though  the  ice  resisted  us  a  good  deal ;  but  our  boat  behaved  nobly,  and 
eand  nothing  for  saagi^  nor  ice^  nor  anythins^,  and  took  us  on  at  the  rate 
of  seven  or  eight  miles  an  hour  through  a&  obstructions.  I  felt  sorry 
when  at  last  we  arrived  beside  one  of  the  old  steam-boat  floating  **  hotels/' 
at  the  muddy  flat  bank  in  the  wild  woods  of  the  fiur-famed  Cairo.  J£  it 
is  not  Dkkens's  "  Eden,"  it  deserves  to  be — a  desolate  group  of  board 
hooMs  at  the  junction  of  these  mighty  rivers.  Here  all  is  level  forest 
swamp.  They  have  raised  a  kind  of  ditch,  called  a  lev^e,  to  keep  out 
the  rivers  firom  the  little  patch  of  land  they  have  cleared  behind  these 
dveairy-lookiag  habitations.  A  few  idle,  sickly-looking  men  lounged  on 
the  guards  of  their  floating  stores  and  hotels'  decks.  (Old  worn  out 
steamers  are  thus  em^oyed  at  various  places  up  and  down  these  rivers.) 

An  English  and  American  company  have  alternately  tried  to  settle  tins 
pestiferous  spot.  Our  company  made  it  a  monopoly  in  worthless  land, 
over-built^  and  rumed  themselves. 

About  a  hundred  people  still  vegetate  here — ^they  cannot  be  said  to 
live,  for  they  look  half  dead,  and  seem  to  long  to  escape.  The  miasma 
most  be  terrible  indeed  to  deter  desperate  men  from  attempting  to  settle 
in  so  eligible  a  qpot  for  trade.  People  are  never  agreed  as  to  the  par- 
tieolar  complexion  of  this  £Bver,  from  which  none  escape — a  sort  of  yellow 
fever  and  ague,  common  to  all  this  country  in  a  milder  form. 

And  now  comes  that  stupendous  dead  level,  stretching  along  the  wide 
pkun  of  the  Mississippi  to  tne  Gulf  of  Mexico ;  nothing  but  wild  forests 
and  flats^  with  just  a  strip  on  each  side  of  the  river  of  a  mile  wide^  cleared 
by  the  planters,  from  within  150  or  200  miles  above,  to  New  Orleans^ 
cultivated  in  cotton,  sugar-caae,  Indian  com,  rice,  and  tobacco.  Another, 
the  only  sonrce  of  wealth  higher  up  and  hereabouts,  is  flrewood,  cut  and 
corded  along  the  bank%  for  Uie  steamers.  At  these  depto  live  a  few 
miserably  sickly  wood-cutters  in  as  miserable  plank  shanties.  They  put 
one  in  mind  of  plants  under  a  board,  or  shut  out  from  the  sun  and  wht. 
Lon^Ty  thin,  feeble ;  never  well,  never  ill ;  not  ill  enough  to  drop  weir 
axes  and  take  to  their  beds — if  they  have  any,  doubtful.  Even  these 
men  do  not  own  the  wood  they  selL  The  owner,  some  (banter,  employe 
them,  and  himself  rides  a  long  way  through  the  woods  to  look  titer  them 
oesasioually,  see  what  they  are  at,  and  collect  his  dolluw.  We  saw 
■eyeral  specimens  of  these  wood  proprietors — '^  half  horse,  half  alligator^ — 
nUwild  originals  to  a  man,  and  in  the  most  odd-looking  garments— 
loese  boots,  with  red  tops,  dra^(ged  over  loose  tronserS)  with  a  sky-blue 
ooat^  or  g^y^  and  a  felt  hat  of  every  possible  shape,  serving  as  a  parasol 
oc  vmbrdla,  as  the  case  might  be.  These  dollar-making  individoids  we 
hailed  as  we  approached  their  depots. 

"  HoVs  your  wood  ?" 
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«  Two-and-a-half— no  drift." 

"  Two-and-a-quarter  F* 

"No." 

The  skipper,  mayhe,  thinks  the  wood  looks  rather  qaeer,  too  rotten,  or 
mixed  with  too  much  drift-logs,  so  on  we  go ;  perhaps  goes  from  Indiana 
bank  over  to  Kentucky  bank,  or  from  'Kansas  to  Tennessee^kaik 
another : 

"What's  your  wood?" 

"  Three— first-rate.     Hickory  and  oak  real,  and  no  mistake." 

"  Round  to." 

A  young  wood-meter  jumps  on  shore,  measures  off  (for  they  don't  tmst 
to  soi'disant  measurements),  and  in  half  an  hour  we  haye  the  wood, 
about  eight  or  ten  cords  at  a  time,  and  ofip  again.  Cash  is  always 
paid. 

The  sort  of  wood  and  price  are  placarded  on  boards — ^generally  chalked 
up — at  these  spots,  but  not  often  to  be  clearly  made  out.  I  observed 
both  parties  are  extremely  laconic — ^no  questions  asked,  no  talk — and 
here,  cut  off  from  the  rest  of  the  world,  from  everything  supposed  to  in- 
terest human  beings,  they  never  make  the  smallest  request  for  newt  of 
any  sort,  or  even  look  at  us  or  our  pretty  girls  (who  show  their  £M^es  at 
their  cabin-windows)  with  the  least  curiosity  or  interest  whatever. 

In  our  course  downwards  we  pass  some  few  cotton-loaded  steamers,  a 
shade  slower  than  ourselves,  and  some  of  the  mail-steamers  passed  as  ; 
now  and  then  a  Yankee  pedlar's  floating  store  of  notions,  or,  like  Ban- 
vard's  beginning,  loaded  with  "  calico  for  bees'- wax."  They  drift  along 
wi^  the  current,  with  a  long  oar  to  steer  by,  that  is,  to  put  their  floating^ 
shantie  on  shore,  where  they  can  make  bargains.  All  down  we  took  in 
passengers  ;  among  others,  a  party  of  young  fellows,  well  dressed,  with 
small  waggons  and  horses,  carrying  some  thousands  o(  fruit-tree  slips  for 
grafting  peach,  cherry,  and  apple  orchards.  They  landed,  I  think,  at 
Memphis,  and  thus  traverse  various  states ;  grafting  insured  at  a  dime  a 
tree.     Surely  an  admirable  plan  for  all  parties. 

But  one  word  en  passant  of  the  Upper  Idlssissippi,  which,  from  it9 
source  in  the  small  lake  of  Itasca  to  Cairo,  where  the  Ohio  joins  it, 
innumerable  noble  rivers  pour  into  it,  not  to  mention  the  grand  Missouri  ; 
its  upper  course  above  the  falls  of  St.  Anthony  is  said  to  be  11 00  miles, 
where  it  is  600  yards  wide,  falling  over  a  limestone  ridge  seventeen 
feet. 

For  700  miles  farther  down  to  St.  Louis,  its  features  are  everywhere 
magnificent.  Beautiful  islands,  limestone  rocky  blufb  of  400  or  5QO 
feet  perpendicular  on  the  river  in  some  places  ;  distant  and  proximate 
mountains ;  noble  rivers,  and  their  opening  viJleys  ;  its  rapids  at  the 
junction  of  Rock  river  and  Des  Moines— must  maJce  this  scene  far 
variety  and  grandeur  quite  unique,  even  in  this  magnificent  western 
world. 

All  this  kind  of  beauty,  however,  ceases  before  it  reaches  Cairo  ;  we  see 
nothing  but  an  island  off  the  point,  and  must  imagine  the  rest  In  its 
onward  course  the  great  Mississippi  has  nothing  but  its  deep,  IxMling, 
whirlpool,  sullen,  turbulent  grandeur,  as  it  rolls  silent  and  dangerous  to 
the  ocean. 
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It  is  low  jiut  now,  and  may  be  from  half  to  a  mile  wide  or  more  ;  but 
when  swollen  in  the  spring,  it  rises,  at  a  medium,  fifty  feet,  floods  the 
great  forest  plains  on  both  sides,  and  rushes  on,  in  some  places  thirty 
miles  wide,  through  the  woods,  a  waste  of  terrific  muddy  waters.  StiU 
the  channel  can  be  traced  by  the  eye  to  those  navigating  the  stream,  no 
Cvther  than  the  wall  of  forest-trees  which  follow  the  course  of  the  river 
on  nUierhand* 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  this  prodigious  rise  is  so  lowered  and  absorbed 
by  its  spread,  and  into  innumerable  channels,  that  in  the  course  of  1000 
or  1200  miles,  at  Natchei^  it  is  lowered  to  thirty  feet,  and  at  Baton 
Boc^e,  above  New  Orleans,  to  ten  or  twelve.  I  confess  I  was  not  serry 
to  go  down  it  in  its  more  quiet  state.  We  ohen  see  its  sandbanks  bare, 
andean  mark  the  newgpx>wth  of  young  timber  nursery-grounds,  where  it 
has  quitted  one  side  for  the  other,  and  where  it  has  made  its  "  cuts-ofiT 
across  its  eariier  windings.  We  followed  the  main  stream  through  some 
of  these  new  cuts ;  at  others  we  were  forced  to  follow  the  bayou  round, 
often  almost  in  a  complete  circle,  for  it  is  singidarly  tortuous  all  the  way 
down. 

Leaving  the  Ohio,  ihe  weather  grows  colder;  it  rains  first,  then  snows, 
and  the  woods  are  covered  with  a  white  mantle,  so  we  have  not  at  all  got 
rid  of  the  winter,  though  some  of  our  days,  descending,  were  sunny  and 
I^eaaant. 

We  find  a  great  deal  of  loose  ice  coming  down  from  the  Upper  Missis- 
sp^l  it  makes  our  situation  more  critical,  and  in  some  of  the  wide  reaches 
the  waves  make  a  complete  breach  over  the  boat's  deck;  but  as  we  are 
something  less  oppressed  with  load  by  the  ordinary  consumption  each  day, 
we  can  afford  to  dash  through  waves,  snags,  and  ice.  During  the  day  it 
is  but  pleasantly  exciting,  and  relieves  the  monotony  of  the  scene,  for  one 
can  see  nothing  from  the  roof  of  our  boat  but  the  far-stretching  turbid 
river,  and  interminable  forests,  and  so  on  to  each  town. 

We  pass  New  Madrid,  in  Missouri  state,  on  the  right,  the  scene  of  a 
very  severe  earthquake  in  1811 ;  it  raised  some  neighbouring  lakes  and 
drsoned  others,  so  that  com  is  grown  where  they  once  were,  while  the 
banks  of  the  river  were  for  hundreds  of  yards  swallowed  up  in  the  stream. 
Hie  town  itself  was  sunk  twenty  feet ;  but  this  is  an  old  story,  and  a  mile 
or  two,  more  or  less,  of  mud  bank  is  not  missed. 

Memphis  is  very  pleasantly  situated  on  one  of  the  Chickasaw  bluflb, 
but  they  should  be  ^led  gentle  hills — they  are  nothing  like  the  grand 
fimestone  perpendicular  bluffs  above.  Government  have  established  a 
navy  yard  here,  and  there  is  an  active  commerce  up  and  down  the  river, 
bei^  the  only  point  fit  for  it  on  either  side  for  600  miles,  down  to  Vicks- 
borg.  It  is  backed  by  a  great  cotton-growing  country ;  120,000  bales 
are  said  to  be  annually  sent  on  board  here.  Population  about  12,000. 
The  nxMiths  of  hu^  rivers  coming  in  right  or  left  are  barely  perceptible. 
The  Arkansas  river,  in  its  state,  now  on  our  right,  is  one  of  these,  infe^ 
xior  only  to  the  Missouri  ;  its  coarse  said  to  be  2000  tniles. 

I  will  mention  a  few  other  names  as  singular.  We  pass  the  Yazoo, 
wfaidi  is  jobed  by  ihe  Yellabusha  and  Talehatchee,  160  miles  above 
its  mouth ;  all  these  rivers,  great  and  small,  send  dozens  of  cotton- 
kiaded  steamers  down  the  great  stream.    Keeping  on  the  even  tenor  of 
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oat  way,  we  arrive  at  Vickfibarg,  famous  for  its  gamblers  and  Lynch  law; 
bvt  all  this  is  changed.  It  is  now  a  very  qcdety  respectaUe  place  oi  maay 
&ctones,  and  nrach  trade  in  eotton  and  diy  g^oods,  and  on  tne  mostbean- 
tifcil  spot  I  hare  yet  seen,  called  a  Unff,  rising  grounds,  and  pretty  bilk 

We  stepped  here  an  hour  or  two  for  goods  and  passengers.  A  YidBfr* 
borg  loafer,  with  his  great  beard,  came,  towd  in  hand  (he  was  dicss- 
ing),  out  of  his  room  at  the  old  steam-boat  (hotel)  as  we  sidled  up  to  i^ 
and  I,  jumpiDg  on  the  hotel  deck,  ran  up  the  bank  to  get  a  paper  at  tlie 
I^eas  office,  but  I  was  told  none  were  out  yet,  as  the  president's  speech 
had  taken  extra  hours  to  stnke  off. 

By  this  time  our  milk  was  exhausted,  and  we  were  in  hopea  o£  a  htA 
snqpply  at  breakfast ;  but  the  steward  contrived  not  to  get  any — a  sotll 
saving.  Altogether,  however,  our  table  was  not  bad,  consraering  the 
lowness  of  our  fare  (in  dollars).  Here  we  took  on  boaord  a  fiirailv  gmog 
to  Texas  with  their  slaves.  Poor  things ;  the  females  excessively  n^jf 
dirty,  and  ill-dressed.  The  master  and  mistress  poorer  than  dieir  akma, 
but  not  in  rags.  Some  looked  serious,  but  not  so  deeply  ae  as  their 
master  and  mistress  ;  some  smiling  and  lively.  But  a  party  of  lads  whe 
came  on  board  somewhere  lower  down  were  as  gay  and  nearly  as  well 
dressed  as  our  gentlemen's  sons ;  they  had  been  lured  somewhere,  sad 
had  all  the  liveliness  and  easy  assurance  of  boys  leaving  schooL  One  eea 
never  judge,  however,  by  appearances,  either  of  happiness  or  missfy; 
and  I  always  suspect  conversations  got  up  by  travellers  by  a  set  of 
painted  qoesdens  to  any  slave  met  in  a  steamer  or  hotel,  or  on  his  own 
master's  estate ! — "  Would  you  like  your  freedom  ?"  Of  course — the  bars 
word  (as  that  of  slavery  is  odious)  is  dear  to  us  all,  and  yet  how  often 
does  it  mean  nothing — sometimes,  I  am  convinced,  hunger,  wretdiednes^ 
and  despair.  They  may  be  free,  when  old,  to  starve  ;  and  as  to  a  life  of 
diuly  hard  work  on  one  farm,  or  in  one  village,  what  slave  ever  drudged 
in  serious  monotonous  cheerlessness,  from  youth  to  old  age,  more  hop^ 
lessly  than  our  own  farming  labourers  ?  The  whole  world  is  for  ever 
dmuting  about  words — shifdng  from  facts  to  abstract  ideas^  bad&wardi 
and  forwards,  to  suit  the  mom^itary  purpose. 

Bere  is  the  Englishman's  American  lady  thinks  her  slaves  the  happisrt 
creatures  on  earth  (and  it  is  true  of  haute  slaves),  but  is  very  ind^fiiaiit 
at  the  idea  of  kissing  the  queen  s  hand !  and  yet  she  would  go  to  court 
I  wodd,  if  she  ever  went  to  London. 


"  My  dear,  you'd  have  to,"  says  the  attentive  husband,  "when  pre- 
sented.'^' 

At  which  she  looks  awful  daggers,  with,  "  W^,  I  guess  she'd  never 
catch  me  a  kissing  her  hand  ;  no,  I'd  not  demean  mysdf  so  low— let  her 
slaves  do  it" 

I  think  there  waa  nothing  passed  on  board  all  the  way  down  very 
amuAng.  I  was  in  hopes  to  have  seen  more  originals^  and  expected  te 
see  some  turn-ups  among  a  set  of  card-play«rs  among  the  loafas  sad 
sharpers,  who  were  occasionally  joined  by  a  judge,  a  lawyw,  and  a 
planter,  whose  fiamilies  were  on  board.  They  sometimeB  played  all 
foura^  sometimes  the  constant  game  of  yutah ;  often  sittine  up  till  nair 
ni^t  playing  for  dollar  stakes  ;  but,  except  a  little  awfid  swearing  at 
eadi  other  between  two  cronies,  nothing  oeeurred — no  ^  difficnltyr"  ** 
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fights  aie  called,  nor  any  fun.  Th«re  was  no  piano,  80  reading  andcarda 
pperailed  among  ^e  laiues.  There  was,  to  be  sure,  one  sudden  Mssis^ 
apfn  flnta^on,  howerer*  A  fine  girl,  a  tall  governess  going  to  Natdws, 
took  a  violent  fiiney  to  a  young  fellow  with  lank,  long  hair,demnre  and 
soit  spc^en.  For  a  whole  week  he  never  ventured  near  the  lair,  and  safe 
fiir  down  the  table  among  the  hopeless  bachelors,  when  all  at  once,  by  love's 
enchantment,  we  saw  him  seated  at  the  head  of  the  table  next  his  inamoratal 
He  was  studious,  and  bad  hnt  her  a  bo<^  at  some  propitious  moment. 
And  DOW  they  were  never  a  moment  asunder;  £ur  in  the  night,  by  moon- 
light, as  we  ran  into  move  pleasant  weather  south,  they  walked  alone 
along  the  outor  balconies  (whieh  are  carried  round  these  boats)  in  the 
most  loving  propinqui^.  The  women  whispered — the  men  winked — 
it  was  a  match.  No,  she  left  us,  and  the  gentleman  did  not  foUon^ 
Bat  these  sort  of  flirtations  are  sudden,  and  very  violent  in  the  states ; 
they  may  end  in  a  day  ;  nobody  thinks  anything  <^  it. 

The  poor  turkeys  and  poultry  b^on  to  enjoy  the  sun  a  little  ;  aJto* 
gftker  about  eighty  died  on  the  passage  the  first  few  days,  from  the  wet 
and  cold ;  their  later  sufferings  came  from  the  sun  and  thirst.  I  now 
and  then  helped  the  two  men,  thor  owners,  to  give  them  water,  but  these 
was  no  trough  anywhere,  and  some  of  the  poor  things  never  got  aay. 

The  horses,  too,  got  more  used  to  the  fire  of  the  engine,  the  bells^  the 
whistles,  and  the  screeching  brutality  of  ^  their  keepers.  Ther  plunged 
lesB^  and  submitted  to  their  £ite,  tied  up  in  the  cold  wind;  for  the  dedc  ia 
open  all  round  at  the  sides.  Grand  Gulf  is  remarkable  as  being  an  ugly 
customer  in  snags,  and  whirlpools,  and  eddies. 

But  I  do  not  mention  all  the  towns,  rivers,  blufi^s,  and  wooding  sta* 
tioos  along  the  river — alternately  in  Arkansas,  Tennessee,  Mississippi,  and 
LouisiaDa;  it  would* be  an  unmeaning  hst  of  names — some  of  thent 
curious  and  Indian,  but  the  greater  part  incongruous  or  absurds 
Palmynis,  Carthages,  and  Brownsvilles,  Sirapsonville&  Nev«r  surdy 
was  tnia  French  word  viUe  so  hacked  and  vulgarised — idl  over  America  ;^ 
80  Aat  '^cut-oflb,"  and  Bayou  Atacafidaya,  Hg  BUck  Creek,  Horse- 
shoe Bend,  Devil's  Bake-oven,  &c^  are  quite  a  relief. 

As  the  sun  was  getting  warm,  and  ice  had  nearly  disappeared  on  our 
spprowji  ta  New  Orleans,  I  began  to  look  out  ^  alligators,  and  at 
'StfOfa  Sara  (8er6e  ?)  we  saw  a  small  one  sunning  hinuself  near  some 
large  trunks  of  trees  dose  to  the  town,  and  where  we  put  in  widi  the 
boat  It  was  hot  an  infiemt,  and  ^ppdl  quietly  into  the  river  out  of 
harm's  wi^ ;  <^very  Kkdy  ka  mother  didn't  know  it  was  out  T  the 
skmper  suggested. 

We  pass  Natchei^  built  on  nice  hills  or  blufis,  for  every  little  elevation 
of  the  shose  on  eidier  ode  is  welcome  in  this  thousand-mile  dead  fbresi 
kveL  Most  of  these  towns  asd  settlements  were  originally  French ;  and 
there- 18  a  story  here  of  horrid  treadiery  and  barbarity  to  the  poor  Indians 
in  tiie  «ghteenth  century.  But,  ind^  what  is  the  whde  history  of  us 
Christians,  Spaniards,  French,  and  Elnghsh  among  these  children  of  the 
liew  Wo^,  but  a  succession  of  robh^ry,  treachery,  and  butcheiy  t  the 
estalog«e  b  too  black  to  venture  on,  filling  one  with  disgust  and  anger, 
att  in  the  name  of  God  and  Heaven  I 

We  see  a  mail  steamer  going  up  the  Red  River,  where  we  take  an  im- 
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meDse  cirde,  not  yeDturiog  through  the  ''  cat-o£P."  An  old  steamer  at  die 
bank  did  duty  as  a  sort  of  store  and  dep6t  at  its  mouth ;  below  this  the 
sugar  cane  thrires  best  This  is  an  immense  river,  rising  in  New  Mexico^ 
1500,  or  2000  miles  off,  running  through  dense  tangled  forests  and  sandy 
wildernesses;  it  is  navigable  for  700  miles,  to  where  it  runs  under  naturtl 
rafts  of  fallen  trees,  so  deep  and  compact  that  it  is  crossed  as  on  a  bridge, 
on  horseback,  for  miles,  the  overgrown  mould  moss  and  shrubs  concealing 
the  river  beneath ;  this  is  above  Nachitoches.  Of  late  years  the  excel- 
lence  and  fertility  of  hills  and  valleys  on  this  wonderful  river  begins  to  at- 
tract settlers,  and  several  lar^  towns  have  sprung  up,  far  more  remote 
and  ^'  out  of  the  world"  than  here  in  savage  Mississippi  itself.  It  is  not 
the  novelty  alone — all  nature  here  astonishes  in  the  gigantic  span  of  her 
silent  workings. 

;  We  rush  through  the  Racourci,  twice  **  cut  off,"  and  in  half  a  mile  save 
a  twenty  mile  bend  (bayou);  but  bayou  means  any  winding  side  river,  or 
inlet,  as  well  as  these  multiplied  serpentine  vagaries  of  this  fisher  of  waters. 
We  have  left  the  Mississippi  state  (at  Bayou  Sara),  and  are  now  entirely 
in  Louisiana,  and  soon  pass  Baton  Rouge,  the  capital.  It  is  built  on  the 
last  rising  ground  to  be  called  a  hill,  even  by  courtesy.  The  town  is  small, 
and  looks  pretty  &om  the  river.  Here  the  U.  S.,  or  Uncle  Sam,  has  sa 
arsenal,  barracks — a  fine  building* — and  400  soldiers,  a  hospital,  a  land- 
office,  a  state  house,  penitentiary,  gaol,  a  college,  and  all  the  et  ceterssof 
the  capitals  of  each  state,  but  it  is  known  only  to  a  few  officials  ;  all  the 
world  live  at  New  Orleans. 

I  might  have  marked  the  phases  of  this  unique  river  more  vividly.  At 
one  place  where  we  put  in  for  wood  in  'Kansas,  at  New  Carthage,  the 
proprietor  lived  on  the  spot  in  the  woods,  in  not  a  bad  frame-house. 
This  was  a  stern  original,  the  beau  ideal  of  the  "  true  gritj**  half  horse, 
half  alligator,  as  he  sat  and  whittled  on  the  top  of  his  piles  of  wood.  His 
slaves  were  employed  about ;  and  one  old  woman  was  driving  a  span  of 
oxen  in  a  cart  loaded  with  wood.  About  fifty  yards  from  his  bam  I  ad- 
mired a  slip  of  his  territory ;  undermined  by  the  river,  eight  or  ten  acres 
had  sunk  thirty  or  forty  feet ;  noble  pines,  oaks,  hemlocks,  at  the  bottom 
of  this  muddy  crater,  still  kept  possession  of  the  soil,  but  all  thrown  bto 
various  angles,  and  some  prostrate,  while  yawning  mud-chasms,  through 
which  the  river  was  stealing,  wound  about  their  lower  uptom  roots.  This 
scene  of  utter  desolation  and  engulfed  wilderness  he  called  Old  Carthage! 
Shade  of  Sdpio !  here  was  a  modem  Marius  sitting  on  hts  logs,  but  only 
ruminating  tobacco  and  pouching  his  dollars.  Nothing  pays  so  well  as 
wooding  up  and  down  this  river.  Our  boat  expends  a  thousand  ddlars 
each  trip  for  wood  alone.  This  severe  'Kansas  colt  was  no  doubt  hsuppjt 
the  jingle  of  dollars  sweet  music.  He  defied  fever  and  mosquitoes;  and 
as  for  the  sinking  of  Old  Carthage  at  his  door,  or  had  it  sunk  house  and 
all,  it  would  not  have  moved  his  grim  resolve  to  go  on  cording  his  wood. 
Hereabouts  we  first  begin  to  ol^rve  the  curious  Spanish  moss,  which 
drapes  and  at  length  kills  the  forest  trees.  It  is  very  singular ;  wafted  by 
the  air  this  parasite  attaches  itself  to  the  branches,  grows  in  long  graceful 
festoons,  and  drapes  the  woods  ;  but  I  think  funereally ;  I  do  not  like  it ; 
it  looks  melancholy;  vampire-like  it  kills  its  victims.  It  is  of  an  olive- 
greenish  grey  colour,  and  is  converted,  after  being  kiln«dried  and  broken 
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fi&e  flax,  into  mftttresses ;  Us  inner  texture  bmng  black,  very  much  re- 
aemUes  horsehair. 

In  our  winding  course  we  have  got  to  the  west  of  New  Orleans,  so  that 
the  lower  part  of  this  river'runs  eastward  from  about  Plaquemine,  and  so  on 
to^the  Baluse,  in  an  E.S.E.  direction,  as  if  it  came  from  Mexico  ;  but  such 
are  the  immense  distances,  that  even  this  last  change  in  its  general  direc- 
tion comprises  200  or  300  miles.  I  have  said  nothine  of  the  planters, 
their  bouses  and  sugar-cane  mills,  steam-engines,  and  negro-quarters, 
gmerally  built  in  a  street  of  small  firame-houses  behind  the  great  house 
and  garden.  These  sugar  plantations  begin  below  Red  River,  till  beyond 
Baton  Rouge  they  fringe  both  shores  in  Louisiana,  to  New  Orleans ;  the 
wall  of  forest  forming  an  unbroken  line  behind  them,  of  firom  one  to  two 
miles  width  of  fields  from  the  river  side.  The  great  cotton  plantations 
are  more  in  the  interior,  and  out  of  sight,  and  spread  over  the  south 
tiirough  aU  the  states. 

We  saw  nothing  of  die  sugar-cane,  which,  planted  in  the  spring,  is  out 
in  the  autumn,  and  the  fields  cleared ;  and  as  the  Indian  com  grows  and 
ripens  at  the  same  time,  the  fields  are  everywhere  quite  bare ;  indeed, 
shortly  after  our  arrival,  they  were  covered  with  snow,  an  unheard  of 
thing  so  hr  south ;  but  this  year  is  very  severe,  kills  many  indigenous 
flowers  and  shrubs,  and  nearly  all  their  orange-trees,  which  are  invariably 
the  chief  ornament  of  their  gardens.     But  no  more  of  the  river. 

On  the  tenth  day,  of  a  balmy  afternoon,  we  pass  round  the  cres- 
cent-bend in  front  of  the  great  city  of  New  Orleans,  and  after  landing 
our  seventy  horses  at  the  barracks  below  the  town,  we  return^  and  take 
up  our  berth  among  the  steam-boats  :  their  wharfs,  at  what  is  called  the 
ler^e,  taking  up  one-third  Tin  the  centre)  of  the  river  face,  which,  firom  the 
upper  to  the  lower  tier  of  shipping,  extends  about  five  nules.  These 
levees  are  no  levies  at  all,  as  1  expected ;  they  are  not  a  bit  above  the 
level  of  the  streets,  being  merely  broad,  well-planked  wharfs,  sloping  to 
the  river,  supported  by  strong  piles,  and  about  ten  feet,  at  the  highest  part, 
above  the  cuixent,  which  is  now  very  low.  I  am  quite  disimpointed  with 
the  first  view  of  this  much  bepraised  city  of  the  south.  I  expected  to 
find  it  more  French,  antiquated,  picturesque  in  solid  high-peaked  roofed 
houses,  and  a  French  or  Spanish  air,  but  aU  is  now  monotonous  American. 
I  can  only  except  the  old  cathedral  in  the  middle  of  the  town,  still  the 
French  quarter ;  but  now  the  great  mass  of  the  place,  houses,  streets, 
warehouses,  cotton-presses,  stores,  language,  dress,  manners — all  is  wholly 
American,  down  to  hackney-coaches,  cotton-drays,  and  nifi;gers. 

No  sooner  do  we  touch  one  of  the  outer  steamers  (for  there  is  no  room 
to  come  quite  inside  the  double,  often  triple,  rows,  forming  bridges  across 
eadi  other's  decks),  than  a  troop  of  hacks  eallop  down  the  planks,  draw 
up  in  files,  and  their  drivers,  chiefly  Paddies,  jump  on  board,  whip  in 
hand,  and  seise  on  us.   * 

«<  Youll  be  going  to  the  Verandah  Hotel,  or  ?  It's  myself  11  take 
yon  there  in  no  time." 

"  Ay,  my  man,  anywhere." 

We  all  shake  hands,  and  bid  a  kindly  good-by  to  each  other,  for  ten 
days  b^fets  fiiendly  nods  and  sociability,  and  moot  than  one  sincere  and 
hearty  invitation  to  plantations  500  miles  off. 
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Tbe  gmt  St  Cfaaries  Hotel,  corner  of  St  Charlee-street,  luA  j«t 
been  bwit  down  ;  so  the  Verandah,  close  to  it,  became  the  hotel,  ihovgh 
there  are  hundreds  in  the  town ;  and  thither  I  betook  myself,  wmit 
Ihrougfa  the  nssal  registration,  witii  the  usual  warning  on  the  bedrooa- 
dmm,  besides  the  pleasure  of  being  urbanely  oongrat^ated  on  my  good 
hick  in  getdng  one  of  the  two  beds  unoeccqned.  This  is  an  immane 
hotel :  hundreds  of  beds,  hundreds  at  table,  hundreds  at  the  bar.  At 
meals  we  sit  in  an  immc^isely  fine  domed  hall,  in  darkness  visible,  on 
exactly  ^e  same  plan  as  the  Astor,  and  all  others  $  but  it  is  better^  and 
the  charge,  including  everything,  three  dollars  a  day. 

The  mvt  thing  yvhich  strikes  one  at  New  Orleans  is  the  want  of  care 
and  neatness  in  everything  in-doors  and  out  The  streets  are  miseraUj 
paved ;  the  only  place  to  walk  with  any  pleastn*e  is  on  the  planked  levee 
at  the  water-side,  among  the  cotton  bales,  casks,  boxes,  carts,  hacks,  aad 
crowds. 

I  ranged  on  it  along  the  whole  extent  of  the  river  face,  and  could  not 
hut  admire  the  numbers  of  fine  ships  in  tiers  above  and  below,  where  they 
fiaoe  the  sncoession  of  cotton-presses  and  yards,  each  with  its  curious  steam- 
engine  press,  operating  on  uiousands  of  bales,  reducing  them  at  a  sii^ 
squeeze  (placed  between  two  moving  platforms)  to  h&  ^eir  plantsfafm 
mze,  and  ready  for  shipping. 

Everylhing  here  is  on  a  magnificent  scale,  as  if  this  pestilent  swaB^ 
and  threatening  stream  disdained  economies  of  iqpace,  thought,  or  action. 
Indeed,  aU  that  meets  the  eye  whispers,  *^  Be  bold,  be  resolute  ;  giin 
your  ends  at  any  risk ;  short  is  your  time— be  ofl^— or  die."  The  most 
prudent  and  ridiest  merchants  keep  this  in  view.  Why  talk  of  j<m 
house,  your  means,  yourfEunily,  your  fiiends,  when  everything  dnfts  in  a 
year  or  two,  and  swarms  of  new  &oes  poor  in  and  out ;  whM^e  the  polioe 
and  the  law  stand  for  very  little ;  where  there  is  no  rule,  no  ord^^-^e 
very  authorities  set  at  defiance j  by  their  own  motley  citiaen  mob,  or  the 
mob  of  desperadoes  ^m  every  state  in^  Union !  True,  all  Ihisdoes  ntt 
appear  at  first  sight,  and  its  worst  features  only  break  out  at  iatervak. 
But  all  police,  regulation,  order,  deaaliness,  andL  obvious  conamon-seBie 
urangements,  are  quite  neglected  by  the  nu^or  and  nranieipality — as  in 
most  of  their  cities — or  they  dare  not  enforce  them.  Here  Aey  are  in  s 
dead  look,  some  parts  of  the  city  being  beyond  the  oentre  (or  one  end) 
jurisdiction! 

Their  dmly  papers  are  loud  against  this  misdiievous  and  absurd  state 
of  things.  Meantime,  as  every  soul  is  bosy,  liewor  none  hungry,  though 
dirty  and  ragged  enough,  and  all  the  world,  like  ourselves,  used  to  a  loose 
self-govermnent,  tilings  go  on  somehow,  the  town  increases,  and  its 
popdation  swelled  by  Iriw  emigrants,  who  flock  more  and  more  each 
year  to  the  south. 

One  hardly  overhears  French  spoken,  except  by  die  oldest  n^ro  davae, 
and  some  few  French  new  firom  France  ;  for  the  natives  (they  call  tiieoi- 
selves  exiles)  though  they  speak  both  languages,  seldom  have  oocasi^ 
to  speak  French,  except  to  new  comers,  or,  petha^  (if  French),  at  home, 
in  tneir  fiunilies. 

Fine  buildings  ahoond.  The  custom-house,  in  granite,  now  rising  on 
the  river  side,  near  the  centre,  Canal-street,  will  be  a  noUe  edifice.   Ibe 
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whole  town  10  on  piles  ;  and  there  are  no  cellars,  nolluDg  underground. 
The  least  hole  dtu^,  up  rushes  tiie  water!  In  such  a  swamp,  howerer  the 
sorfiu»  may  he  iiyj  payed,  or  planked,  one  wonders  tiiey  yenture  to 
hnild  anjUung  solid  or  heavy,  and  yet  the  whole  town  is  of  brick,  with 
Many  houses  BtasetTe  and  of  stone ;  the  suburbs  only  in  frame,  fires  are 
so  frequent,  so  very  often  are  houses  burned  on  purpose! 

The  cluef  maiket-day  is  on  Sunday,  after  morning  mass  at  the  cathe- 
dral close  by  (about  the  oentre  of  the  city,  opening  out  on  a  s<{uare  to 
tiw  river).  The  market  is  a  fine,  ample  buildmg,  open  on  all  sides.  H«re 
all  the  work-a-day  worid  may  be  seen — chiefly  very  uffly  female  negroes 
— squattii^  in  rows  along  the  sunny  strand,  with  litUe  piecayune  heaps 
of  pot-herbs,  vegetables,  grapes,  oranges,  bananas,  pepper,  sugar  and 
sugar-cane,  pineapples,  yams,  sweet  potatoes.  This  tropical  feshion  puts 
one  in  mind  of  lue  West  Indies.  I  looked  about  for  Indians,  but  only 
saw  two  or  three  half-stanred  creatures  standing,  c<dd,  mute — statues  in 
rags;  yet  did  I  look  with  interest  on  their  wan  feces — this  was  Me»r 
laud.  But  even  the  degraded  remnants  about  the  southern  towns  con- 
Inst  fevourably  with  the  chattering  monkey-antics  of  the  restless  negroes, 
who,  fersooth,  affect  to  despise  them. 

I  one  day  crossed  the  bcoliog,  rushing  sfewam  to  die  opposite  shore^  a 
kind  of  sulmrb  called  Algiers,  where  everything  bears  die  marks  of  decay; 
noddy  roads,  broken  wmufe,  nothing  neat  or  cared  fer ;  some  few  ware- 
houses at  the  river  side,  where  a  few  ships,  not  findmg  room  at  the  ci^ 
side,  unload  or  load  occasionally.  Steam  ferry-boats  cross  every  half- 
heor  from  two  or  three  of  the  city  ferries,  the  fere  a  dime  bodi  ways.  A 
Frenchman  going  over  was  loud  against  the  knavery  of  hb  tenants,  and 
everybody.  He  had  made  money  in  eighteen  years ;  but  to  keep  it,  or 
get  his  rents,  or  get  any  one  house  repured  or  painted,  was  hard  work. 
He  called  on  an  independent  operative  at  a  store  about  some  job,  ordered 
fer  the  twentieth  lame-— ^'  Mon  Dieu!''  said  he,  '^  quel  pays!^ 

Tins  side  is  fast  washing  away.  A  fine  house  m  the  best  style^all 
dieir  country-houses  are  large,  square,  vrith  high  roofe  and  dormant  win- 
dows (mansards),  with  broad  verandahs  carried  quite  round  them,  or  at 
least  on  two  sides — this  house  and  its  ruined  garden,  all  now  in  ruins, 
had  been  long  abandoned  by  its  owner  to  the  devouring  river.  It  was 
dose  to  the  £>attng  ferry-office  and  platform.  A  few  squalid  squattras, 
negroes  and  Irish,  had  taken  possession,  ready  to  move  when  the  pre- 
imses  l>egan  to  move. 

The  city  is  full  of  exchanges,  large  saloons  with  bars.  At  some  of 
them,  the  crowds  who  hang  about  them  day  and  night  have  *'  cold  cuts'* 
and  lunch  gratis.  Here  most  of  the  tums-up  and  scenes  of  violence  occur; 
not  that  I  saw  one  in  the  two  weeks  I  remained.  There  were,  however, 
two  night  assassinations,  and  people  out  at  night  always  went  armed; 
but  these  grog-shops  below  the  cathedral,  and  in  Lafayette  suburb  above, 
are  the  worst 

They  may  be  said  to  have  no  outlet  by  land  except  the  Shell-road,  of 
five  or  six  nules,  straight  as  an  arrow  across  the  flat  or  swamp  of  Pal- 
mettos (ditched,  and  near  the  town  lazily  cultivated)  to  Lake  Ponchartrain 
to  the  north-east.  This,  and  a  canal  opening  from  basins  in  the  eastern 
suburbs,  and  running  south  of  the  lake,  and  a  railroad  parallel,  to  Lake- 
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port  on  the  lake,  seem  the  only  lines  at  all  frequented.  "Hie  Sh^-road 
18  exquisite  in  its  smoothness,  formed  of  the  gnothodon  shell  (a  giant 
cockle),  an  extinct  species,  found  in  masses  about  the  Gulf  oi  Mexico 
swamps. 

This  fine  bit  of  road  is  the  fashionable  drive  for  their  fiist  men  and  £ut 
horses,  in  their  spider-spoke-wheeled  light  waggons^  common  all  over  the 
Union.  They  drive  out,  smoke  and  drink  at  hotels  on  the  lake,  then  they 
drive  back,  smoke  and  drink,  sometimes  racing  all  the  way. 

Walking  out  Caual-street,  the  widest,  if  not  the  best,  in  New  Oileans 
(the  canal  filled  up  and  planted  with  trees),  just  at  the  suburbs,  a  short 
mile  firom  die  river,  the  fsLzy  ruffian  cotton-draymen  are  allowed  to  leave 
the  dead  carcases  of  their  poor  horses  and  mules  when  worn  out  or  killed. 
A  horse  and  mule  I  saw  by  the  road  side  infecting  all  the  air ;  and  so  on 
in  all  the  swamp  Palmetto  ends  of  the  suburbs.  This,  too,  in  a  town 
where  the  most  exact  care  should  be  taken  to  prevent  infections,  where^ 
from  the  inevitable  summer  miasma,  the  yellow  fever  too  often  decimates 
the  inhabitants  ;  but  nobody  cares. 

What  with  returned  or  going  Califomians,  rich  planters  once  in  ten  or 
twenty  years  turning  up  from  their  far-off  estates  on  the  Red  River,  or 
the  centres  of  these  wild  states,  or  suddenly-enriched  artisans  and  trades- 
men, &c.f  New  Orleans  is  full  of  curious  originals— some  violent,  some 
funny  and  harmless  enough.  About  this  hotel,  where  Common  and 
Charles-street  comer  is  crowded  day  and  night,  one  of  tiiese  odd  creatures 
displays  himself.  He  has  made  dollars,  and  now  idles  about  from  dram- 
shop to  dram-shop  (exchanges)  in  utter  vacancy,  dressed  in  superfine  blue 
broadcloth,  richly  embroidered  in  oak-leaves  (Uke  a  prime  minister's),  lus 
buttons  gold  eagles  and  half-eagles,  with  an  immense  gold  eagle  and 
cockade  in  a  broad-brimmed  beaver  white  hat,  his  fingers  in  rings  of  pricey 
and  round  his  neck  half  a  dozen  massive  gold  chains ;  but  all  this  is  not 
rich  enough — he  stands  in  silver  shoes  !  All  the  world  know  this  crazy 
creature,  and  he  chats,  and  drinks,  and  treats,  and  is  treated,  for  ever. 
He  is  very  political,  and  beats  six  acres  of  rattlesnakes  and  copper-heads 
in  biting  republicanism. 

The  fierce  cold  returns,  the  snow  lies  six  inches  on  the  g^und,  the 
orange-trees  are  killed,  iron  pipes  split,  and  the  whole  town  pelting  eadi 
other  with  rare  snow-balls;  but  such  a  winter  is  not  in  the  oldest 
memory. 

But  I  must  cut  this  short;  already,  I  fear,  beyond  the  limits  very 
obligmgly  consigned  to  my  monthly  ramble. 
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BEWARE  OF  THE  CHOCOLATE  OF  CHIAPA 
Br  Dudley  Co8T£Llo. 


INTRODUCTORT. 

A  csNTUBY  had  passed  since  Hernando  Cortes  accomplished  hb  daring 
march  across  the  mountains  and  rivers  which  intersect  the  wide  tract  of 
ooontry  that  lies  between  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  and  the  Bay  of  Honduras, 
and  me  civilisation  of  Europe  was  already  widely  spread  over  its  surface, 
though  it  was  more,  perhaps,  in  externals  than  in  reality :  for  altogether 
to  mfuse  a  new  character  into  a  people,  demands  more  than  the  occupa- 
tion of  a  hundred  years. 

The  principle  which  Spain  adopted  at  the  very  outset  of  her  conquer- 
ing career  on  the  American  continent,  was  to  subdue  as  much  by  Religion 
as  by  the  Sword  ;  and  the  earliest  efforts  of  the  Christian  missionaries,  at 
the  head  of  whom  was  the  excellent  Las  Casas,  had  been  directed  towards 
the  voluntary  conversion  of  the  natives.  The  success  which  they  met 
with  was  proportionate  to  their  zeal,  and  long  before  the  period  to  which 
we  have  referred,  the  mass  of  the  Indian  population  in  all  the  transatlan- 
tic provinces  of  Spain  had  renounced  the  worship  of  their  forefathers,  and 
boi^ted  themselves  as  good  Christians  as  any  amongst  the  descendants  of 
their  conquerors,  in  whose  veins  the  *'  sangpre  azul"  was  flowing. 

To  a  people  accustomed,  amidst  many  forms  and  ceremonies,  to  bend 
the  knee  and  bum  incense  before  their  idols,  the  substitution  for  their 
own  of  a  faith  like  that  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  was  far  less  diffi- 
cult than  it  would  have  been  had  a  simpler  and  severer  doctrine  called 
upon  them  to  renounce  the  superstitions  of  their  old  religion.     To  trans- 
iet  their  allegiance  from  one  visible  object  to  another,  was  easy  enough 
with  the  multitude:   they  might  be  slow  to  comprehend  the  mystical 
troths  which  their  new  teachers  laboured  to  inculcate,  but  to  do  homage 
to  a  statue  or  a  picture  was  little  more  than  the  extension  of  the  prin- 
ciple on  which  they  had  formerly  worshipped,  and  they  yielded  a  ready 
MMot  to  exhortations  which,  in  their  view  of  the  case,  merely  required 
^^^  to  turn  from  the  images  of  their  two  thousand  fierce  and  sanguinary 
^rities  to  adore  those  of  the  mild  Virgin  and  a  host  of  interceding  Saints. 
Outwai^ly,  then,   the   Indian  converts  became   ardent  devotees  of 
we  new  faith,  but  it  was  very  lone  before  they  forgot  or  ceased  to  be 
uifluenced  by  Pagan  traditions  and  observances  ;  and  it  was  not  among 
^  lightest  of  the  toils  of  the  Rombh  hierarchy  to  endeavour  to  eradicate 
^*^<^  vestiges  of  the  past.     Neither  was  their  ministration  entirely  free 
*iom  care  with  respect  to  those  of  their  flodc  who  were  Spamsh  or  of 

J%-TOt.  XCVm.  HO.  CCCXCI.  Oigmzecfty  Google 


254  Beware  of  the  Chocolate  of  Chiapa. 

Spanish  descent,  for  in  a  new  clime  they  often  claimed  immunities  and 
indulgences  which  in  the  old  world  they  would  never  have  attempted  to 
prefer.  A  singular  instance  of  the  laxity  of  conduct  which  prevailed  in 
religious  matters,  at  the  time  we  are  speaiking  of,  is  recorded  in  the  annals 
of  Chiapa ;  and  it  is  partly  in  illustration  of  its  effects,  and  partly  to  show 
the  mixed  character  of  the  religion  of  the  Indian  Roman  Catholics,  that 
the  following  narrative  has  been  put  together. 


II. 

THE  CHOCOLATE  SCHISM. 

It  was  about  the  year  1626  that  the  episcopal  sway  in  Chiapa,  which 
had  first  been  exercised  by  Bartholomew  de  las  Casas,  wtis  placed  in  the 
hands  of  Bernardino  de  Salazar.  He  was  a  zealous  churchman,  austere 
in  faith,  and  pure  in  morals,  and,  though  not  inaccessible  to  the  prompt- 
ings of  avarice,  had  been  induced  to  accept  the  bishopric  of  thb  remote 
province,  as  much  from  his  desire  to  maintain  the  Romish  ceremonial  in 
all  the  strictness  of  its  forms,  as  to  benefit  by  the  large  revenues  of  the 
see.  By  temperament  he  was  cold  and  haughty,  and  the  school  in  wlueh 
he  had  been  trained,  at  the  feet  of  the  Domimcans,  had  not  taught  him 
the  greater  value  of  persuasion  over  compulsion.  He  chose  to  govern  by 
the  exercise  of  his  authority,  rather  than  trust  to  the  efficacy  of  entreaty ; 
the  strict  letter  of  the  law  was  the  rule  which  he  took  to  guide  Mm,  and 
they  who  swerved  from  the  path  of  duty  while  under  his  control,  were 
never  reclaimed  by  gentle  expedients. 

On  the  day  of  the  great  festival  of  Chiapa,  which  was  oelelnated  in 
honour  of  Nuestra  Senora  de  la  Pena,  Bernardino  de  Salazar  presided  at 
the  high  mass  which  was  performed  in  the  cathedral  of  that  city.  It  was 
the  first  occasion  on  which  the  bishop  had  officiated  in  his  diocese,  and 
with  a  vigilant  eye  he  watched  every  movement  of  his  congregation. 
For  a  time  everything  went  on  exactly  as  he  could  have  wished ;  the 
genuflections  were  made  at  the  right  moment,  at  the  appointed  si/nial 
heads  were  bowed  and  hands  lifted  m  token  of  attentive  worship,  and  all 
the  forms  of  devotion  were  ceremoniously  observed  ;  but  at  the  expiration 
of  about  half  an  hour  a  sudden  change  came  over  the  scene. 

It  was  during  a  period  of  almost  total  silence,  when  the  loud  organ  had 
ceased  to  peal,  when  the  voices  of  the  choristers  were  hushed,  when  the 
golden  bell  no  longer  tinkled,  and  the  words  of  the  ministering  priest 
ascended  only  in  a  faint  whisper,  that  a  strange  and  unusual  noise  at- 
tracted the  bishop's  attention.     It  was  like  the  pattering  of  feet,  the  rust- 
ling of  garments,  the  clashing  and  clinking  of  metal,  and  with  it  there 
spread  through  the  cathedral  an  odour  very  different  from  frankincense. 
The  bishop,  from  the  high  altar  where  he  knelt,  threw  a  searching  glanee 
along  the  nave  of  the  cathedral,  and  to  hb  horror  and  dismay  perceived 
approaching  through  every  portal  a  host  of  female  servants,  bearing  in 
their  hands  small  silver  trays,  on  which  were  cups  of  filagree  and  ehin% 
and  tall  silver  vessels  steaming  with  some  fragrant  beverage.    Astonish- 
ment prevented  him  from  speaking,  but  he  rose  to  hb  feet  iiiat  be  ittiglit 
better  observe  what  thb  strange  incursion  signified. 

The  girb,  as  diey  entered,  spread  themselves  through  die  sacred  e£fice, 
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eaek  direetto^  her  footsteps  to  where  her  mistress  was  kneeling;  and  on 
their  approach  the  kdies  got  up  and,  with  looks  of  great  satis£Bu;tion,  hud 
W  their  books  of  Offices  and  Onsoos,  seated  themselves  quietly  in  their 
(Murs,  and  prepared  in  the  most  comfortable  manner  to  enjoy  their  cho- 
colate and  sweetmeats. 

The  bishop  stood  aghast ;  he  could  not  believe  his  eyes,  but  thought 
his  senses  had  left  him,  or  that  some  hideous  spell  had  been  wrought  by 
the  Evil  One.  He  had  come  to  a  land  in  which  Paganism  still  lingered, 
and  he  was  not  aaaongst  the  churchmen  of  his  time  who  had  freed  them- 
selves from  the  trammels  of  superstition.  The  Pagan  deities  were,  in  his 
eyes,  the  yet  onezpelled  Devil  and  his  bad  angels,  and  for  a  while  he  was 
under  the  impression  that,  like  the  possessed  herd  of  swine,  they  had  en- 
tered into  his  whole  congregation. 

But  whatevw  the  nature  of  the  possession,  it  had  no  effect  in  distorUug 
or  distiguring  the  countenances  of  the  ladies,  who,  smiling  and  conversing 
in  the  noost  complacent  manner,  continued  to  sip  their  chocolate  and 
munch  their  sweetmeats  with  as  much  ease  as  if,  instead  of  being  in  the 
body  of  the  cathedrataud  in  the  midst  of  divine  worship,  they  were  enjoy- 
ing themselves  in  the  patios  of  their  own  houses.  Nor  was  the  interrup- 
tion apparently  heeded  by  the  officiating  clergy ;  with  their  breviaries 
befSore  them,  they  still  continued  in  prayer,  though  now  and  then  a  clerical 
head  was  turned,  and  an  expression  depicted  on  clerical  features,  which 
savoured  rather  of  a  desire  to  join  in  the  refection  than  prevent  its  con- 
tinuance. 

The  bishop  mused  within  himself  as  to  the  course  he  oug^t  to  take  to 
suppress  so  scandalous  a  desecration  of  the  rites  of  the  Church  ;  had  he 
obeyed  his  first  impulse,  it  would  have  been  to  have  instantly  driven  forth 
the  oflfenders,  but  he  reflected  that  this  would  have  at  once  deprived  him 
of  more  than  half  of  his  congregation,  and  he  resolved,  therefore,  to  abide 
the  isaoe  of  the  scene  and  afterwards  take  such  measures  as  should  pre- 
vent its  recurrence. 

By  the  time  he  had  arrived  at  this  condusimi,  the  ladies  had  finished 
their  dHWolate — the  cups  were  replaced  on  the  salvers  of  the  attendants, 
who  retired  as  they  had  entered — the  fair  devotees  again  became  devout, 
fell  on  their  knees,  took  up  their  Offices,  crossed  their  breasts  and  fore- 
heads with  great  fervour,  and,  perfectly  refreshed  by  the  agreeable  inter- 
lude, resumed  their  prayers  at  the  point  where  they  had  left  off,  and  raised 
their  voiees  in  most  appropriate  unison  with  those  of  the  priests^  who  thus 
chanted  the  Canticle  of  Lent : 

Audi,  benigne  conditor. 
Nostras  preces  cum  fletibas. 
In  bocsacro  jejunlo, 
Fusas  quadragenario. 
Scrutator  alme  cordium, 
hifirma  tu  scis  virium. 
Ad  te  reversis  exhibe 
Remissionis  gratiam. 

The  Mass  th«i  proceeded  as  it  had  be^n,  with  due  reverence  and 
solemnity,  and  out  df  the  number  present  uiere  was  only  one  who  enter- 
ttioed  the  opinion  that  it  had  been  conducted  throughout  in  the  most 
orthodox  way  possible. 

s2 
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That  one,  however,  was  the  bishop,  who,  after  he  had  preached  a  most 
edifying  sermon  on  tiie  especial  subjection  of  all  good  Christians  to  the 
ordinances  of  Mother  Church— (a  sermon  which  he  had  been  engaged  in 
composing  all  the  way  from  Spain  to  Mexico,  and  whose  efficacy  the  am' 
tretems  he  had  witnessed  only  served  to  improve) — ^took  advantage  of 
the  occasion,  before  he  pronounced  his  Benediction,  to  address  the  faithful 
multitude  on  the  subject  that  so  engrossed  his  thoughts. 

Bernardino  de  Salazar  had  eloquence,  and  was,  moreover,  vastly  indig- 
nant, not  only  at  the  profanation  of  the  cathedral,  but  at  the  outrage  on 
his  known  austerity,  which  he  looked  upon  as  an  open  act  of  rebellion 
against  his  authority  ;  the  terms,  therefore,  in  which  he  denounced  this 
great  scandal,  were  of  unmeasured  severity  ;  he  reproached  his  congrega- 
tion with  lusting  after  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt,  with  making  unto  them- 
selves belly .go£,  with  offering  unclean  sacrifices ;  and,  exhibiting  the  sin- 
fulness of  the  act  that  had  been  committed,  exhorted  his  hearers  to  two- 
fold abstinence  and  double  mortification,  and  concluded  by  expressing  his 
hope  that  it  would  be  enough  for  him  to  have  pointed  out  the  abyss  on 
the  brink  of  which  the  people  of  Chiapa  were  standing,  more  dangerous 
to  their  eternal  welfare  than  were  to  their  worldly  siCfety  the  fiery  moun- 
tains that  rose  in  the  midst  of  their  land. 

Like  the  whirring  of  a  thousand  wings,  when  a  flight  of  birds  is  sud- 
denly set  in  motion,  arose  the  loud  whispers  of  the  ladies  of  Chiapa  as 
they  huddled  together  at  the  close  of  this  address,  and  betrayed  an  astonish- 
ment scarcely  less  than  the  bishop  himself  had  exhibited  when  the  High 
Mass  was  interrupted ;  and  as  they  flocked  out  of  the  cathedral,  ^ 
whispers,  rising  into  shrill  exclamations,  proclaimed  that  their  astonish- 
ment, also,  had  deepened  into  indignation. 

Assembled  in  groups  of  four  or  five,  now  moving  rapidly  onwards  and 
all  talking  together,  now  pausing  for  the  expression  odF  some  indiridua) 
opinion  more  forcible  than  the  rest,  the  ladies  of  Chiapa  gave  vent  to 
tne  feelings  which  the  bishop's  denunciation  had  excited. 
'^  Ave  Maria  purissima !"  exclaimed  Dona  Jacinta  Valdei. 
'^  Concebida  sin  pecado  V*  chimed  in  the  devout  but  irritated  listeners. 
"  Holy  Virgin  !*'  continued  Dona  Jacinta — she  was  a  toothless  oW 
lady,  who  almost  lived  upon  the  condemned  beverage — **  heard  any  one 
ever  the  like !     Not  take  a  simple  cup,  or  an  innocent  dulce,  to  recruit 
exhausted  nature  during  Mass — High  Mass,  too —which  always  gives  me 
a  pain  in  my  back  that  lasts  for  a  week, — the  idea  is  too  dreadful  to 
think  of !" 

**  It  is  an  impiety,"  earnestly  vociferated  Doiia  Magdalena  de  Morales, 
a  tall,  pale,  handsome  young  woman,  whose  eyes  flashed  fire  as  she 
spoke — "  a  manifest  impiety !  What  b  to  become  of  our  souls  if  we  are 
not  able  to  sustain  our  bodies  ?  Reproach  us  with  hankering  after  dain- 
ties— we,  who  ask  for  no  more  than  a  bare  xicara  of  chocolate,  whidi 
never  yet  has  been  denied  us,  and  " — kindling  as  she  went  on — '*  Santis- 
sima  Madre,  never  shall  be !" 

*'  Never !"  cried  half  a  dozen  voices  in  chorus. 

"  It  is  our  right,"  continued  Dona  Magdalene,  "  no  less  than  our 
necessity.  The  late  holy  bishop,  Don  Melchior  de  Velasco,  never  dreamt 
of  interfering  with  our  privilege."  ^ 

'<  He  knew  the  nature  of  the  climate  and  the  weakness  of  our  stomachs, 
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obflOTed  JkSok  Caterina  de  Mendez,  a  stout  lady  of  fifhr,  whose  nze  im- 
pfod  anjthing  but  weakneta,  and  whose  appetite  no  climate  could  have 
affected.  "  He  was  a  good  ib8s»  and  fond  of  chocolate ;  may  his  portion 
bewiththeSaiiitsr 

**  Doauae  exaudi !"  fnously  exclaimed  the  rest  of  the  ladies. 

**  I  haire  seen  him  take  a  cup  himself/'  mumbled  Dona  Jacinta,  ''  and 
where  could  we  look  for  a  better  example?'' 

**  Where  indeed  ?"  screamed  the  chorus. 

*^  Nothing  shall  ever  make  me  submit  to  this  tyranny,*'  pursued  Dofia 
Magdalena.  ^<  Are  we  not  old  Christians — have  we  not  blue  blood — 
do  we  not  go  to  mass  regularly — are  we  not  constant  at  confession  ? 
Shall  we  be  treated  like  Jews,  and  Moors,  and  vile  Indians  ? — no !  Don 
Bernardino  de  Salazar  will  think  twice  of  it  before  he  attempts  to  invade 
oar/ueroe.     If  he  persists,  let  him  look  to  himself !" 

And  as  she  said  this,  the  haughty  beauty  clenched  her  little  hand,  and 
eoraptessed  her  pale  lips,  with  an  expression  of  countenance  that  threatened 
deadly  vengeance. 

Not  less  violent  and  clamorous  w««  her  companions ;  and  before  they 
parted  for  their  respective  homes,  each  had  registered  a  vow  of  oppo- 
sition to  the  **  wicked  encroachment" — as  they  termed  it— -of  the  Bishop 
of  Chiapa. 

III. 

HOW  THE  BISHOP  EXCOMMUNICATED  THE  LADIES  OF  CHIAPA. 

On  his  part,  Don  Bernardino  de  Salasar  was  equally  determined  to«> 
put  down  the  irregularity  which  had  so  much  shocked  him.  He  sum- 
moned a  chapter  c^  his  clergy,  and  having,  with  great  seriousness,  in- 
veighed against  the  abuse  which  the  laxity  of  former  rule  had  permitted 
to  grow  into  a  custom,  gave  strict  injunctions  to  them  to  visit  their 
parishioners,  and  make  known  the  firmness  of  his  resolve  to  prohibit  the 
practice  in  which  they  had  hitheito  indulged. 

The  priests  accepted  their  mission  with  no  very  trustful  reliance  on  its 
snooess,  for  they  knew  the  nature  of  their  Spanish  countrywomen  ;  nov 
were  they  surprised  at  its  result.  At  every  tertulia  in  Chiapa  the 
chocolate  question  had  been  discussed,  and  not  a  dissentient  voice  was 
heard  when  open  resistance  was  declared  to  the  bishop's  arbitrary  decree* 
It  was  in  vain  that  the  ecclesiastical  supremacy  of  tne  prelate  was  ad- 
verted to ;  in  vain  that  the  sinfulness  of  disobedience  was  pointed  out ; 
iu  vain  that  the  spiritual  risk  which  the  fair  offenders  incurred  was 
hinted  at :  no  argument  had  any  weight  Chocolate,  they  said,  was  one 
of  the  gifts  of  God  to  the  country  in  which  they  dwelt ;  chocolate  was 
necessary  to  their  very  existence;  and  wherever  they  wanted  it— in 
chnrch  or  field,  at  High  Mass,  or  at  the  Juego  de  Canas — chocolate  they 
would  have. 

It  might  have  been  supposed,  from  the  scene  which  we  have  described, 
that  the  chocolate  question  affected  the  ladies  only ;  but  this  was  not  the 
case.  Whether  the  sway  of  the  Basquina — wnich  we  call  petticoat- 
government — was  more  potent  in  Chiapa  than  in  Old  Spain,  or  whether 
toe  Chiapanas  believed  themselves  aggrieved  by  this  attack  on  the  com- 
forts of  theur  wives,  is  not  exactly  upon  record ;  but,  however  infiuenced^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


258  Beumre  of  the  Chocolate  of  CHapa. 

tbe  &ct  remained  the  same— ^ihe  ladies  were  in  intarrectkm  agviirt  the 
bishop,  and  their  liege  lords  supported  than. 

When  this  manifestation  of  feeling  was  reported  to  Don  Beniafdmo 
by  his  emissaries,  he  made  little  accomit  of  it.  It  was  natoral,  he  said, 
that  the  women  should  be  Tested  at  ^e  prospect  of  being  deprived  of 
their  accustomed  luxury ;  but  that  they  should  really  intoad  to  act  in 
defiance  of  his  will,  was  an  absurdity  too  great  for  him  to  imagine.  It 
might  make  him  personally  unpopular,  he  added ;  but  he  was  prepared 
for  that,  baring  in  view  so  great  a  good  as  the  eternal  wel£ue  which 
their  conduct  had  so  nearly  imperilled.  He  trusted  in  the  Holy  Vii^;in  and 
the  good  Saint  Dominick  to  bring  his  refractory  fiock  into  the  right  path, 
and  to  them  he  should  pray  for  assistance,  believing  that  by  the  following 
Sunday  this  stubbormiess  of  heart  would  be  wholly  turned. 

The  bishop  was  mistaken.  Sunday  came:  the  customary  crowd  of 
devotees  thronged  the  cathedral,  and,  as  on  liie  first  occasion,  paid  a 
beseeming  reverence  to  the  Church's  forms,  until  the  moment  of  ^^  stonadi 
weakness"  arrived.  Then  again  was  heard  the  pattering  of  feet,  the 
rustling  of  garments,  the  clattering  of  tiie  chocolate-cups,  and  all  the 
noisy  developments  of  the  prohibited  breakfast  ~  more  noisy  and  naoire 
demonstrative  than  before,  ibr  it  was  not  new  a  simple  act  oi  refeciian, 
but  the  assertion  of  a  principle. 

The  bishop  did  not  wait,  this  time,  either  for  the  conclusion  of  the 
meal  or  the  close  of  the  service,  but  rising  in  anger,  commanded,  in  a 
voice  of  thunder,  that  the  profanity  should  cease. 

He  thundered  to  no  purpose.  The  dauntless  Chiapanas  were  unmoved. 
Whatever  might  be  the  bishop's  religioe,  theiciB  was  identified  with 
chocolate.  "Church  and  Chocolate"  was  their  war-cry,  and  the  war,  if 
forced  upon  them,  would  be  a  guerra  a  la  cuchUla  ;  diough  the  ctmhitra 
(lihe  spoon),  thought  one  of  their  pu*ty,  might  haply  prove  as  dai^;epoii8 
as  the  knife.  They  accordingly  went  on  sipping  their  chocolate,  and  the 
Inabop,  fin<£ng  all  remonstrance  fruitless,  put  an  end  to  the  sctyiea  bj 
abruptly  dismissing  the  congregation,  who  retired  amid  the  greatest  dift 
and  confusion,  the  ladies  flattering  thenselves  that  they  had  guned 
the  day. 

It  was  their  turn  now  to  be  undeceived. 

Bernardino  de  Salazar,  steady  to  every  purpose,  was  inflezibie  in 
matters  of  discipline.  He  had  been  outraged  in  every  point  of  view — in 
his  personal  attributes  and  in  the  high  office  whidi  he  neld ;  and  through 
diese  the  Church  herself  had  been  insulted.  To  vindicate  her  poaitiom 
and  his  own,  he  took  a  decisive  step.  It  was  nothing  lees  than  the  pub* 
fication  of  a  sentence  of  excommunication  against  all  who  should  date  ia 
future  to  eat  or  drink  during  divine  service ;  and  this  sentence  was,  on 
tlie  following  momin?,  affixed,  with  the  bishop's  own  signature,  to  ^m 
doors  of  all  the  churches  in  the  city. 

Great  was  the  consternation  of  the  people  of  Chiapa,  who,  in  spite  of 
dieir  rebellious  inclinations,  held  the  spiritual  weapons  of  Rome  in  too 
much  awe  not  to  tremble  at  the  severity  of  the  edict  Even  the  aduid 
offenders,  who  had  so  openly  braved  the  bishop's  authority,  were  stuotted 
by  the  force  of  the  blow.  That  they  should  incur  the  penalty  of  eaeoBft- 
mnnication  had  never  once  entered  their  minds.  While  this  last  res^opee 
of  priestly  power  continued  uni^)pealed  to,  it  had  only  escited  a  vagoe 
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apptdlMiiaioii;  but  irfaen  it  was  brougiit  to  bear  direedy  upon  themselveSy 
ill  reality  became  terrH>le.  Nevertbeless,  tbe  fiadr  chocolate-drinkeES 
were  by  no  means  disposed  to  yield  even  to  this  formidable  soinmons. 
They  protested  that  if  they  might  not  eat  and  drink  in  cburdi,  as  they 
had  beea  aooostoaied  to  do^  tbey  oould  not  continoe  in  it  to  hear  what 
they  were  bound  to ;  and  summoning  l^eir  father- eonfessors,  and  such  of 
the  clergy  as  they  were  most  coDDected  with,  the  chiefs  of  the  party  sent 
messages  to  Don  Beraardino,  praying  him  to  revoke  the  sentence  of 
ezeommunication  so  heavily  laid  on  them. 

These  emissaries  performed  their  mission  zealously,  for  there  were 
many  ties  that  bound  them  to  the  ladies  of  Chiapa,  and  said  everything 
that  could  be  thought  of  on  behalf  of  their  clients ;  alleging  the  custom 
of  the  country,  the  weakness  of  the  sex  whom  the  excommunication  most 
coDcemed — also  the  weakness  of  their  stomachs — and  representing  the 
Buny  incoaYenienees  which  might  arise  if  so  violent  a  measure  were 
pecsisted  in.  But  none  of  these  reasons  moved  the  bishop,  who  made 
answer  that  he  preferred  the  honour  of  God  and  of  His  House  before  his 
ova  life,  and  the  emissaries  returned  dejectedly  to  their  employers. 

£ut  it  was  not  in  a  spirit  of  submission  that  the  news  of  Don  Bemar- 
cBdo's  resolution  was  received.  The  rage  of  the  ladies  became  concen- 
trated on  the  prelate,  and  loud  and  bitter  were  tbe  imprecations  which 
diey  poured  on  his  head ;  nor  did  they  stop  here,  but  in  defiance  of  the 
Charch's  anathema,  still  thronged  to  the  cathedral,  and  still  persisted  in 
^leir  previous  courses.  On  t\m,  the  bishop  attempted  to  enforce  obedi- 
enen  by  the  aid  of  the  secular  arm ;  but  so  strenuous  was  the  resistance 
oiined,  thai  even  swords  were  drawn,  and  blood  spilt,  within  the  saered 
edifice,  before  he  could  accomplish  his  purpose. 

When,  however,  the  ladies  found  that  a  scene  of  tumult,  endangering 
life,  must  be  the  consequence  of  a  repetition  of  their  act,  they  came  to 
tke  determination,  not  of  forsaking  their  chocolate — they  would  rather 
have  lost  their  lives  than  that — but  of  withdrawing  altogether  from 
attendance  at  the  cathedral,  and  betaking  themselves  to  the  cloister- 
churches  of  Chiapa,  whose  ministrants  were  nuns  and  friars,  and  who 
voe  not  dbposed  to  disturb  tbe  inclinations  of  the  new  comers. 

The  bishop  might  have  borne  the  loss  of  his  flock  with  comparative 
c^nniBity  ;  but  there  was  something  that  touched  him  more  nearly  than 
^  departure  of  his  congregation.  The  revenues  of  his  see  maiuly 
*Qse  £rom  the  offerings  made  at  baptisms,  confirmations,  marriages,  and 
other  religions  ceremonies ;  and  these  offerings  had  usually  been  of  a 
^  costly  kind,  the  people  of  Chiapa  being  wealthy,  and  proud  of  on 
oceasion  to  di^day  their  riches.  Even  the  poor  Indians  were  not  hebind- 
hand  in  their  gifts,  but  made  it  a  point  of  honour  to  present  the  heaviest 
^ax  caadles  that  were  manufiietnred,  stuck  all  about  with  silver  reals, 
>nd  decorated  with  ribbons.  The  opulent  citisens  and  magnates  o£ 
^^hiapa  gave  vessels  of  gold  and  silver,  rich  silks  and  velvets,  magnifioent 
^westieks,  embroidered  altar-cloths,  vestments  of  expensive  laee,  and 
^  huge  sums  of  money. 

Bat  when  the  Chiapanas  changed  the  scene  of  their  devotions,  they 
>bo  changed  the  objects  of  their  religious  bounty,  and  the  doister- 
^^■ichas  grew  rich  at  the  expense  of  the  oadiedraL  Don  Bemardbo 
^^  not  stand  this ;  and  xesortmg  to  his  M  anaoury,  fulmiaated  an- 
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other  excommunication  against  the  recusants,  by  which  he  BOtqjht  lo 
compel  the  whole  of  the  mhabitants  of  Chiapa  to  attend  service  at  the 
cathedral. 

This  step  was  ^et  W  the  ladies,  who  fought  their  battle  gallantly,  and 
contested  every  inch  of  ground,  by  a  plea  <^  illness,  which  confined  them 
all  to  tiimr  houses ;  so  that  the  renewed  aealeiioe  of  affriimiimniBiiMi 
became  perfectly  inoperatiTe. 

Such  was  the  condition  of  this  angular  oontroverty,  wivn  a  new 
element  found  a  place  in  the  warfare,  and  brought  it  eventually  to  a 
dose. 

IV. 

THE  PBNITENCE  OF  DONA  MAODALENA. 

At  the  commencement  of  the  feud  between  the  bishop  and  his  con- 
gregation, none  had  manifested  more  violent  animosity  towards  ^ 
prelate  than  Dona  Magdalena  de  Morales. 

Though  still  very  young,  having  barely  passed  her  twentieth  year, 
she  was  a  widow,  and  one  of  the  richest  in  Chii^Mt.  Her  rank,  her 
beauty,  and  her  wealth,  attracted  numerous  admirers,  and  had  she  chosea 
to  say  the  word,  there  was  no  hidalgo  in  the  country  who  would  not 
have  been  proud  to  call  her  his  bride.  But  Dona  Magdalena  was  of  s 
strange,  imperious  disposition,  and  havincf  once  endured  the  fetters  of 
matrimony,  though  but  for  a  brief  period,  seemed  not  at  all  disposed  to 
wear  them  ag^in,  and  haughtily  rejected  every  offer  that  was  made  her. 

It  was  well,  perhaps,  that  none  of  her  many  suitors  ever  found  her  b 
a  relenting  mood  ;  for  long  before  the  honeymoon  was  over,  he  would 
have  found  that  instead  of  a  husband  he  had  l)ecome  a  slave.  To  govern 
all  who  approached  her,  to  exercise  her  uncontrolled  will  over  every 
person  and  circumstance,  constituted  the  chief  desire  of  her  existence ; 
to  thwart  her  in  anything  was  to  rouse  a  spirit  of  enmity  in  her  bosom, 
whose  consequences  could  scarcely  be  less  than  dangerous  to  the  indi* 
vidual  who  provoked  it. 

It  may,  therefore,  readily  be  supposed  that  Don  Bernardino  de  Salsflur 
did  not  stand  very  high  in  the  good  graces  of  Dona  Magdalena,  afWr 
the  demonstrations  he  had  made  against  the  society  of  which  she  was  one 
of  the  leading  members.  But  it  was  observed  as  a  singular  circumstance 
that  after  the  first  outburst  of  passion  to  which  she  had  given  way  on  the 
day  of  the  festival  of  Nuestra  Senora  de  Pena,  she  took  no  promineot 
part  in  the  mutinous  proceedings  of  the  chocoladeras.  A  new  spirit,  in- 
deed, appeared  to  have  fallen  upon  her,  and  instead  of  being  haughty, 
arrogant,  and  impatient,  as  had  been  her  wont,  she  was  now  quiet,  sedate^ 
and  even  pensive ;  nor  was  she  ever  heard  to  declaim  with  the  rest  of  her 
Mends  against  the  tyranny  of  the  bishop.  None,  however,  were  bold 
enough  to  remind  her  of  the  violence  with  which  she  had  "  pronounced," 
in  the  first  instance,  for  there  was  something  in  the  expression  of  her  coun- 
tenance that  was  still  to  be  feared,  notwithstanding  her  seeming  calnmesf. 
Her  conduct,  however,  was  closely  watched,  and  gave  matter  for  increased 
surprise. 

She  became,  in  fact,  a  seoeder  from  the  schism  which  separated  the 
bishop  and  his  flock,  and,  returning  to  service  at  the  cathedral,  rendered 
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herself  remarkable  thore  ^  the  leag^  of  ber  devotions  and  the  steady 
endurance  with  which  she  remained  to  liie  end,  inthoyt  any  appeal  to 
chocolate  or  sweetmeats. 

The  bishop  was  not  slow  to  notice  so  strilnnfi^  an  exertion  to  the  con- 
duct of  the  rest  of  the  ladies  of  Chiapa,  and,  highly  gratified  that  it  should 
have  been  made  in  the  person  of  one  who  occupied  so  conspicuous  a  place 
in  society  as  Dona  Magdalena  de  Morales,  expressed  his  paternal  desire 
to  cultivate  a  better  acquaintance  with  one  so  exemplary  and  devout. 
His  wishes  were  acceded  to  with  the  extremest  humility,  and  frequent 
were  the  reli^ous  conferences  that  followed  the  long^t  masses  and  his 
most  eloquent  sermons,  till  by  degrees  Don  Bernardino  found  that  there 
was  nothing  so  attractive  in  all  Chiapa  as  the  gentle  accents  of  Dona 
Magdalena,  when  she  murmured  her  obedient  assent  to  the  doctrines  which 
he  took  so  great  a  pride  in  expounding. 

That  it  was  not  altogether  safe  for  him  to  admit  the  existence  of  this 
sensation  may  be  questioned ;  for,  although  the  worthy  bishop  was  one  of 
the  most  zealous  members  of  the  Church,  he  was  not  so  far  advanced  in 
years,  or  had  so  utterly  subdued  the  feelings  common  to  man,  as  to  render 
a  daily  interview  with  a  beautiful  woman  a  thing  of  no  more  dangerous 
consideration  than  the  intercourse  between  Saint  Francis  and  his  bride  of 
snow.     From  being  interested  in  the  tones  of  her  voice,  Don  Bernardino 
became  solicitous  to  behold,  unveiled,  the  features  of  her  to  whom  that 
voice  belonged — of  course  for  no  other  reason  than  to  have  the  opportu- 
nity of  forming  a  conclusion,  derived  from  the  study  of  physiognomy,  as 
to  the  sincerity  of  her  religious  sentiments.     Of  this  sincerity  he  enter- 
tabied  no  doubt  when  his  glance  met  that  of  Dona  Magdalena ;  her  large 
daik  eyes  were  so  full  of  fervent  piety  that  he  could  not  mistake  their  ea-^T' 
pesaon.     Then  the  troubled  state  of  mind  which  she  avowed,  lesVaBe 
had  imperilled   her  soul  by  sharing  in  the  outcry  against  the  j^isnpp^    , 
and  the  desire  she  manifested  to  obtain  absolution  for  that  sin  from  hikn^  '  ' 
self,  personally,  were  further  reasons  why  Don  Bernardino  felt  satisfied  it-  ^ 
was  his  duty  to  establish  her  in  the  right  path  ;  and  he  very  consistent!^  *  * 
ugued,  that  if  he  undertook  this  work  of  charity,  he  must  omit  no  oppor- 
tnnity  of  seeing  her. 

It  was,  therefore,  not  only  in  the  chapter-room  and  the  confessional 
that  the  bishop  gave  encouragement  to  his  earnest  disciple,  but  the  mules 
whidi  drew  his  carriage  were  soon  seen  toilino^  every  day  up  the  precipi- 
tous Calle  de  los  Angeles,  where  Dona  Magdalena  dwelt ;  and  the  length 
of  Don  Bernardino's  visits  to  her  house  was  a  convincing  proof  to  all 
Chiapa  how  zealously  he  was  labouring  in  the  endeavour  to  prepare 
another  saint  for  the  calendar. 

Excellent  Don  Bernardino  !  Did  it  never  for  an  instant  cross  your 
mind  that  there  may  sometimes  be  affinity  between  celestial  and  terres- 
trial love  ? 

And  Dona  Magdalena  de  Morales  !  Has  pure  religion  so  suddenly 
humbled  that  proud  heart  ? 

If  not,  what  is  the  secret  thought  that  makes  those  dark  eyes  gleam 
«nd  those  pale  lips  tremble  ? 
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<' Heroes  and  Hero-worship" — a  subject  chosen  by  Mr.  Carljle, 
when  he  arose  to  discourse  before  the  sweet-shady-sidesmen  of  Pall  Mall 
and  the  fair  of  May^air — ^is  not  at  all  the  res  vexhnda  one  would  predi- 
cate iont  a  course  of  lectures  by  Mr.  Titmarsh.  If  the  mag^ificeoce  of 
the  hero  grows  small  by  degrees  and  beautifully  less  before  the  micro- 
soopic  scrutiny  of  his  valet,  so  might  it  be  expected  to  end  in  a  minus 
sign,  after  subjection  to  the  eliminating  process  of  the  '*  Book  of  Snobs.** 
Yet  one  passage,  at  least,  there  is  in  the  attractive  volume*  b^ore  us, 
instinct  witii  hero-worship,  and,  some  will  think  (as  coming  from  socli  a 
quarter)  surcharged  with  enthusiasm, — where  the  lectiurer  affirms,  "  I 
should  like  to  have  been  Shakspeare^s  shoeblack — just  to  have  lived  in 
his  house,  just  to  have  worshipped  him — to  have  run  on  his  errands,  and 
seen  that  sweet  serene  face."  At  which  sally,  we  can  imagine  nd 
admirari  folks  exclaiming  (if  they  be  capable  of  an  exclamation),  ''Oh, 
you  little  snob  !*'  Nevertheless,  that  sally  will  go  far  to  propitiate  numy 
a  reader  hitherto  steeled  against  the  showman  of  <'  Vanity  Fair,"  as  an 
inveterate  cynic — however  Httle  of  real  ground  he  may  have  given  for 
sudi  a  prejudice.  Many,  we  believe,  who  resorted  to  the  lectures  when 
orally  delivered,  were  agreeably  disappointed  in  finding  so  much  of 
genial  humanity  in  the  matter  and  manner  of  the  didaskalos — 

the  best  good  Christian  he. 

Although  ihey  knew  it  not. 

And  the  vastly  enlarged  circle  of  observers  to  whom  this  volume  will 
make  the  lectures  known,  will  find  in  it  clear  if  not  copious  proof  of  the 
man*s  fine,  open,  loving  nature — ^its  warmth,  and  depth,  and  earnestness 
— not  to  be  belied  by  an  outward  show  of  captious  irony,  a  pervading 
presence  of  keen-witted  raillery.  There  seems  a  ludicrously  Cdse  notion 
rife  among  not  a  few,  that  Mr.  Thackeray's  creed  is  of  close  km  to  that 
of  our  laureate*s  '*  grey  and  gap-to6th*d  man  as  lean  as  death,  who  slowly 
rode  across  a  wither*dheath,  and  lighted  at  a  ruin*d  inn,  and  said" — inter 
alia — 

Virtue !— to  be  good  and  just — 
Every  heart,  when  sifted  well, 

Is  a  clot  of  warmer  dust, 

Mix'd  with  cunning  sparks  of  beli. 

Fill  the  can,  and  fill  the  cup  : 

All  the  windy  ways  of  men 
Are  but  dust  that  rises  up, 

And  is  lightly  laid  again. 

Let  any  infatuated  sufferer  under  such  obstinate  dehiskHi  at  onoe  buy 
and  study  this  series  of  lectures,  and  learn  to  laugh  and  love  with  the 

*  The  English  Humorists  of  the  Eighteenth  Century  :  a  Series  of  Lectures 
delivered  in  England,  Scotland,  and  the  United  States  of  America.  By  W.  M. 
Thackeray.    London :  Smith,  Elder,  and  Co.    1853. 
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lectnrer,  and  so  satisfy  himself  ^t  although  erer  and  anon  medio  de 
Jot^e  leporum  surgU  anutri  aHquid,  there  is  heart  as  well  as  brain  in  the 
writer's  eompositioD,  and  that  simplicitj  and  sincerity  and  faith  we 
erer  rererenc^,  and  unhesitatingly  prefened  to  the  loftiest  intellectnal 
pretensions  as  such. 

As  with  clerical  sermons,  so  with  laic  lectures,  there  are  few  one  pines 
to  see  in  print.  In  the  present  instance,  those  who  were  of  Mr. 
Thackeray's  audience  will  probably,  in  the  m^ority  of  cases,  own  to  a 
sense  of  comparative  tameness  as  the  result  of  deliberate  perusaL  Nerer- 
dteless,  the  hook  could  be  ill  spared,  as  books  go.  It  is  full  of  sound, 
healthy,  manly,  Tigorous  writing — sagacioas  in  observation,  independent 
and  thoi:^tfnl,  earnest  in  sentiment,  in  style  pointed,  clear,  and  straight- 
forward. The  illustrations  are  aptly  selected,  and  the  bulky  array  of 
foot-notes  (apparently  by  another  hand),  though  not  drawn  up  to  the 
best  advantage,  will  interest  the  too  numerous  class  to  whom  ^'  Queen 
Anne's  men  "  are  but  clerks  in  a  dead-letter  office — out  of  date,  and  so 
out  of  fashion — out  of  sight,  on  upper  shelves,  and  so  out  of  mind,  as  a 
things  of  nought. 

If  we  cared  to  dwell  upon  them,  we  might,  however,  make  exceptions 
decided  if  not  plentiful  against  parts  of  this  volume.  That  Mr. 
Thackeray  can  be  pertinaciously  one-sided  was  seen  in  his  "  Esmond'^ 
draught  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough.  A  like  restriction  of  vision  seems 
here  to  distort  his  presentment  of  Sterne  and  of  Hogarth.  We  are 
ready  to  recognise  with  Lord  Jeffrey*  the  flaws  of  ostentatious  ab- 
surdity, affected  oddity,  pert  familiarity,  broken  diction,  and  exaggerated 
sentiment,  in  **  Tristram  Shandy ;"  nor  have  we  any  delight  in  the  Reve^ 
rend  Lawrence,  whether  regarded  simply  as  a  man,  or  as  a  man  in  cassock 
and  bands.  It  is  indeed  as  men  rather  tlian  authors — ^it  is  indeed  bio- 
graphicaily  rather  than  critically,  that  Mr.  Thackeray  treats  the  English 
humorists  who  come  before  him.  But  his  dislike  of  the  ''wretched 
worn-out  old  scamp,"  as  he  calls  Sterne,  extends  fatally  to  the  old  scamp's 
literary  as  well  as  social  characteristicsi  We  are  told  how  the  lecturer 
was  once  in  the  company  of  a  French  actor,  who  began  af^er  dinner,  and 
at  his  own  request,  to  sing  '*  French  songs  of  the  sort  called  des  chansons 
grivoisesy  and  which  he  performed  admirably,  and  to  the  dissatisfaction 
of  most  persons  present,"  and  who^  having  finished  these,  began  a  senti- 
mental ballad,  and  sang  it  so  charmingly  that  all  were  touched,  and  none 
so  much  as  the  singer  himself,  who  was  "  snivelling  and  weeping  quite 
genuine  tears*'  before  the  last  bar.  And  such  a  maudlin  ballad-singer  we 
are  instructed  was  Lawrence  Sterne.  His  sensibility  was  artistical ;  it 
was  that  of  a  man  who  has  to  bring  his  tears  and  laughter,  his  personal 
griefs  and  joys,  his  private  thoughts  and  feelings,  to  market,  to  write 
them  on  paper,  and  sell  them  for  money.  ''  He  used  to  blubber  per- 
petually in  his  study,  and  finding  his  tears  infectious,  and  that  they 
brought  him  a  great  popularity,  he  exercised  the  lucrative  gift  of  weep- 
ing, he  utilised  it,  and  cried  on  every  occasion.  I  own  that  I  don't  value 
or  respect  much  the  cheap  dribble  of  those  fountains."  And  so  again 
with  the  reverend  gentleman's  jests.     "  The  humour  of  Swift  and  Rabe- 

♦  See  his  review  of  "  Wilhekn  Meister." 
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laifl,*  whom  he  pretended  to  succeed,  poured  from  them  as  naturallj  as 
soDg  does  from  a  bird ;  they  lose  no  maoly  dignity  with  it^  but  laugh 
their  hearty  great  laugh  out  of  their  broad  chests  as  nature  bade  them. 
But  this  man — who  can  make  you  laugh,  who  can  make  you  cry,  too — 
never  lets  his  reader  alone,  or  will  permit  his  audience  to  repose  :  when 
jou  are  quiet,  he  fancies  he  must  rouse  you,  and  turns  over  head  and 
JMeb,  or  sidles  up  and  whispers  a  nasty  story.  The  man  is  a  great 
J68te%  not  a  g^at  humorist.  He  goes  to  work  systeiiMtically  and  of 
cold  hfeod ;  paints  his  face,  puts  on  his  ruff  and  motfey  clothes,  and  lays 
down  his  carpet  and  tumbles  on  it.**  Sterne  is  properly  rated  for  whim- 
pering '^  over  ^at  famous  dead  donkey,"  for  which  Mr.  Thackeray  has 
no  semblance  of  %  tear  to  spare,  but  only  laughter  and  contempt ;  com." 
paring  the  elegy  of  *^that  dead  jackass'*  to  the  cuisine  of  M.  de  Soubise's 
campaign,  in  sud^  ftMShion  does  Sterne  dress  it,  and  serve  it  up  quite 
tender,  and  with  a  wy  piquant  sauce.  *'  But  tears,  and  fine  feelings* 
and  a  white  pocket -hand&erchief,  and  a  funeral  sermon,  and  horses  and 
feathers,  and  a  procession  of  mutes,  and  a  hearse  with  a  dead  donkey 
inside !  Psha !  Mountebank !  I'll  not  give  thee  one  penny  more  for 
that  trick,  donkey  and  all  !'*  Has,  and  similar  passages  in  the  lecture, 
wiU  jar  somewhat  on  the  judgmealof  those  who  go  only  part  of  the  way 
with  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  in  his  affirmi^don,!  that  to  accuse  Sterne  of  cant 
and  sentimentality,  is  itself  a  cant  or  «ia  ignorance ;  or  that,  at  least,  if 
neither  of  these,  it  is  but  to  misjudge  hm  from  an  excess  of  manner  here 
and  there,  while  the  matter  always  contms  the  solidest  substance  of 
truth  and  duty.  Such  readers  will  probabhr  ke  imshaken  in  their  alle- 
g^iance  to  one  of  proven  sway  over  their  smiW  ittd  tears,  and  murmur  to 
Siemselves  the  closing  lines  of  a  sonnet  in  his  piaise,  by  the  rigorous, 
keen -scented  censor^  who  exposed,  unsparingly,  hk  plagiarisms  from  old 
Burton  and  Rabelais : 

But  the  quick  tear  that  checks  our  wondering  Sfyle, 

In  sudden  pause  or  unexpected  story, 
Owns  thy  true  mastery — and  Le  Fevre's  woes, 
Maria's  wanderings,  and  the  Prisoner's  tliroes. 

Fix  thee  conspicuous  on  the  throne  of  glory. 

As  for  Hogarth,  perhaps  the  most  emphatic  characterisation  he  nifl«|| 
with  from  the  lecturer  lies  in  the  remark  :  '^  There  is  very  little  mistake 
about  honest  Hogarth's  satire :  if  he  has  to  paint  a  man  with  his  throat 
cut,  he  draws  him  with  his  head  almost  off."     No  man,  we  are  assured, 

*  This  comparison  of  Sterne  with  Rabelais  i^minds  us  of  what  a  distinguished 
French  critic  has  said,  in  allusion  to  the  well-known  story  of  Sterne's  apology  to 
a  lady  for  his  objectionable  freedoms  in  composition— most  offensive  we  aver,  and 
quite  without  excuse,  but  mere  bagatelles  when  the  enormities  of  the  Gaul  are 
considered.  **  Une  dame  faisait  un  jour  reproche  l^  Sterne,"  says  M.  Sainte  Beuve, 
*des  nudit^s  qui  se  trouvent  dans  son  *< Tristram  Shandy;"  au  m^me  moment,  un 
enfant  de  trois  ans  jouait  ii  terre  et  se  montrait  en  toute  innocence:  *  Yoyez!'  dit 
Sterne,  *  mon  livre,  c'est  cet  enfant  de  trois  ans  qui  se  roule  sur  le  tapis.  Mais, 
avec  Rabelais,  Tenfant  a  grandi;  c'est  un  homme,  c'est  un  g^ant,  c'est  Gargantua, 
c'est  Pantagruel  ou  pour  le  moins  Panurge,  et  il  contLnue  de  ne  rien  cacher." 
That  Sterne,  nevertheless,  was  inherently  a  purer-minded  man  than  Babelais,  it 
might  be  rash  to  assert. 

t  "  Table-Talk."  %  Dr.  Ferriar. 
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was  erer  less  of  a  hero ;  he  was  hot  a  hearty,  plain-spoken  fellow,  loving 
his  laugh,  his  friends,  his  glass,  his  roast  beef  of  Old  England^  and  hatbg 
all  things  foreign — foreign  painters  first  and  foremost.  The  tender^  the 
touching,  the  imaginative — never  mention  anything  of  that  sort  in  con- 
nexion with  his  name.  Another  scandal,  to  those  who  respond  to  Elia's 
estimate  of  William  Hogarth — to  those  who,  like  Southey,  make  bold  to 
imparadise,  in  the  seventh  heaven  of  invention, 

Hogarth,  who  followed  no  master, 
Nor  by  pupil  shall  e'er  be  approached ;  alone  in  bis  greatness.* 

There  still  survive  sturdy  Britishers  who  persist,  like  Hartley  Coleridge,  f 
in  setting  him  high  above  every  name  in  British  art,  or  rather  who  would 
separate  him  altogether  from  our  painters,  to  fix  his  seat  among  our 
^[leatest  poets. 

Swift,  who  comes  first  in  the  series,  is  the  humorist  upon  whose 
portraiture  most  care  seems  to  have  been  bestowed.     He  at  least  meets 
with  his  full  deserts,  so  far  as  admiration  is  concerned.     Some  pretty 
hard  hits  are  dealt  him,  notwithstanding.     Mr.  Thackeray  would  like,  as 
we  have  seen,  to  have  been  Sbakspeare's  shoeblack  and  errand-boy — ^to 
have  '^  kept"  on  the  same  staircase  with  Harry  Fielding,  to  help  him 
up  to  bed  if  need  be,  and  in  the  morning  shake  hands  with  him,  and 
hear  him  crack  jokes  over  his  mu^  of  small-beer  at  breakfast — to  hob-a- 
nob  with  Dick  Steele— to  sit  a  fellow-clubman  with  brave  old  Samuel 
Johnson — to  eo  holiday-making  with  Noll  Goldsmith.     But  Swift  ?— 
what  says  the  lecturer  to  ''  hail  fellow'*  intimacy  with  the  dean  ?     Why, 
this.     *'  If  you  had  been  his  inferior  in  parts  (and  that,  with  a  great 
respect  for  all  persons  present,  I  fear  is  only  very  likely),  his  equal  in 
mere  social  station,  he  would  have  bullied,  ecomed,  and  insulted  you ;  if, 
undeterred  by  his  great  reputation,  you  had  met  him  like  a  man,  he 
would  have  quailed  before  you,  and  not  had  the  pluck  to  reply,  and  eone 
home,  and  years  after  wntten  a  foul  epigram  about  you — watched  for 
you  in  a  sewer,  and  come  out  to  assail  you  with  a  coward's  blow  and  a 
dirty  bludgeon.     If  you  had  been  a  lord  with  a  blue  riband,  who  flat- 
tered his  vanity,  or  could  help  his  ambition,  he  would  have  been  the 
most  delightful  company  in  the  world.     He  would  have  been  so  manly, 
80  sarcastic,  so  bright,  odd,  and  original,  that  you  might  think  he  had  no 
object  in  view  but  the  indulgence  of  his  humour,  and  that  he  was  the 
most  reckless,  simple  creature  in  the  world.     How  he  would  have  torn 
your  enemies  to  pieces  for  you  !  and  made  fun  of  the  Opposition  I     His 
servility  was  so  boisterous  that  it  looked  like  independence ;  he  would 
have  done  your  errands,  but  with  the  air  of  patronbing  you  ;  and  after 
fighting  your  battles  masked  in  the  street  or  the  press,  would  have  kept 
on  hb  hat  before  your  wife  and  daughters  in  the  drawing-room,  con- 
tent to  take  that  sort  of  pay  for  his  tremendous  services  as  a  bravo.'* 
Excellent  is  the  conduct  of  the  metaphor  by  which  the  dean  is  made  to 
stand  out  as  an  outlaw,  who  says,  '*  These  are  my  brains ;  with  these  Til 
win  titles  and  compete  with  fortune.     These  are  my  bullets  ;  these  I'll 
torn  into  gold," — and  who  takes  the  road  accordingly,  like  Macheath, 

*  <•  A  Vision  of  Judgment,"  pt.  10. 

t  "  Essays  and  Mar^nalia  :  Ignoramus  on  the  Fine  Arts." 
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and  makes  socielj  stand  and  deliver,  easing  my  lord  bishop  oi  a  l^^iag* 
and  his  grace  of  a  patent  place,  and  ray  lady  of  a  little  squ^  pest  aboasfc 
the  court,  and  gives  them  over  to  followers  of  his  own.  *•'  The  gpceat 
prize  has  not  come  yet.  The  coach  with  the  mitre  and  erozier  in  it» 
which  he  intends  to  have  for  his  share^  has  been  delayed  aa  the  way 
from  St.  James's  ;  and  he  waits  and  waits  until  nightfall,  when  his 
runners  come  and  tell  him  that  the  coach  has  taken  a  different  road,  and 
escaped  him.  So  he  fires  his  pistols  into  the  air  with  a  curse,  and  rides 
away  into  his  own  country ."  A  bold  but  strikingly  significant  figure  of 
the  clerical  polemic — the  restless,  scomfol  heautontimoroumenoSy  whose 
youth  was  bitter,  "  as  that  of  a  great  genius  bound  down  by  ignoble  ties, 
and  powerless  in  a  mean  dependence,"  and  whose  age  was  bitter,  *^  like 
that  of  a  great  genius  that  had  fought  the  battle  and  nearly  won  it,  and 
lost  it,  and  thought  of  it  afterwards  writhing  in  a  lonely  exUe." 

Mr.  Thackeray  holds  that  Swift's  was  a  reverent  and  pious  spirit — the 
spirit  of  a  man  who  could  love  and  pray.  We  incline  to  think,  with 
Mr.  de  Quincey,*  that  Swift  was  essentially  irreligious,  and  that  his 
rigid  incapacity  for  dealing  with  the  grandeurs  of  spiritual  themes,  h 
signally  illustrated  by  his  astonishment  at  Anne's  refusing  to  confer  a 
bishopric  on  one  who  had  treated  the  deepest  mysteries  of  Christianity, 
not  with  mere  scepticism,  or  casual  sneer,  but  with  set  pompous  merri- 
ment and  farcical  buffoonery — who,  in  full  canonicals,  had  made  himself 
a  regular  mountebank — who  seems  to  have  thought  that  people  differed, 
not  by  more  and  less  religion,  but  by  more  and  less  dissimulation.  But 
Mr.  Thackeray  does  recognbe  in  his  clerical  career  a  "  life-long  hy- 
pocrisy"— he  does  see  that  Swift,  "  having  put  that  cassock  on,  it 
poisoned  him  :  he  was  strangled  in  his  bands.  He  goes  through  life, 
teanng,  like  a  man  possessed  with  a  devil.  Like  Abudah  in  the 
Arabian  story,  he  is  always  looking  out  for  the  Fury,  and  knows  that 
the  night  will  come  and  the  inevitable  hag  with  it  What  a  night,  my 
God,  it  was  ! — what  a  lonely  rage  and  long  agony! — ^what  a  vulture  that 
tore  the  heart  of  that  giant !"  And  it  is  good  to  read  the  comment  on 
the  fourth  part  of  *'  Gulliver,"  and  the  denunciation  of  its  '^  Yidux)  lan- 
guage," its  gibbering  shrieks,  and  gnashing  imprecations  agsunst  man- 
kind,— '<  tearing  down  all  shreds  of  modesty,  past  all  sense  of  manliness 
and  shame  ;  filthy  ia  word,  filthy  in  thought,  furious,  raging,  obscene. ** 
Well  may  it  be  called  a  "  dreadful  allegory,"  of  which  the  meaning  is 
that  man  is  utterly  wicked,  desperate,  and  imbecile,  with  passions  so 
monstrous,  and  boasted  powers  so  mean,  that  he  is,  and  deserves  to  be, 
the  slave  of  brutes,  and  ignorance  is  better  than  his  vaunted  reason. 
''A  frightful  self-consciousness  it  must  have  been,  which  looked  on 
mankind  so  darkly  through  those  keen  eyes  of  Swift."  And  a  bitter 
reaction  on  himself  was  the  penalty  of  his  misanthropic  wrath — as  was 
said  to  the  Greek  tyrant, 

'Opyff  x^ifMy  dovff,  17  a  OKI  XvfUMivmu 

The  lecture  on  Congreve  is  Titmarsh   all  over.      The  dramatist's 

*  See  his  review  of  Schlosser's  **  Literaiy  History  oC  tte  SiclUeenth  Century.** 
Tait  1847. 
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comic  feast  is  described  as  flaring  with  lights,  with  the  worst  company 
in  the  world,  without  a  pretence  of  morals^ — Mirabel  or  Belmour  heading 
the  table,  dressed  in  the  French  fashion,  and  waited  on  by  English 
imitators  of  Scapin  and  Mascarille.  The  young  sparks  are  bom  to  win 
youth  and  beauty,  and  to  trip  up  old  age — for  what  business  have  the  old 
fools  to  hoard  their  money,  or  lock  up  blushing  eighteen  ?  "  Money  is 
for  youth ;  love  is  for  youth ;  away  with  the  old  people."  Then  comes 
the  sigh  we  all  know  so  well  :  '*  out  ah !  it's  a  weary  feast,  that  ban- 
quet of  wit  where  no  love  is.  It  palls  very  soon  ;  sad  mdigestions  follow 
it,  and  lonely  blank  headaches  in  the  morning."  The  banquet  is,  to 
this  observer,  but  a  dance  of  death  :  every  madly-glancing  eye  at  tiiat 
orgy  is  artificial — every  tint  of  bloom  is  from  the  rouge-pot,  and  savoucs 
of  corruption — 

Every  face,  however  full, 

Padded  round  with  flesh  and  fat, 
Is  but  modeird  on  a  skull.* 

With  that  graphic  emphasis  which  makes  him  at  his  best  so  memorably 
impressive,  the  lecturer  likens  the  feelings  aroused  by  a  perusal  of  Con- 
greve's  plays  to  those  excited  at  Pompeii  by  an  inspection  of  Sallust^s 
hbuse  and  the  relics  of  a  Roman  ''  spread" — ''  a  dried  wine-jar  or  two,  a 
charred  supper-table,  the  breast  of  a  dancing-girl  pressed  against  the 
ashes,  the  laughing  skull  of  a  jester,  a  perfect  stillness  round  about,  as 
the  Cicerone  twangs  his  moral,  and  the  blue  sky  shines  calmly  over  the 
ruin.  The  Congreve  muse  is  dead,  and  her  song  choked  in  Time's 
ashes.  We  gaze  at  the  skeleton,  and  wonder  at  the  life  which  once  re- 
velled in  its  mad  veins.  We  take  the  skull  up,  and  muse  over  the  frolic 
and  daring,  the  wit,  scorn,  passion,  hope,  desire,  with  which  that  empty 
bowl  once  fermented.  We  think  of  the  glances  that  allured,  the  tears 
that  melted,  of  the  bright  eyes  that  shone  in  those  vacant  sockets,  and  of 
lips  whispering  love,  and  cheeks  dimpling  with  smiles,  that  once  covered 
yon  ghastly  framework.  They  used  to  call  those  teeth  pearls  once. 
See !  there's  the  cup  she  drank  from,  the  gold  chain  she  wore  on  her 
neck,  the  vase  which  held  the  rouge  for  her  cheeks,  her  looking-glass, 
and  the  harp  she  used  to  dance  to.  Instead  of  a  feast  we  And  a  grave- 
stone, and  in  place  of  a  mistress,  a  few  bones  !"  How  tellingly  expressive, 
and  how  like  the  moralist,  whose  brightest  sallies  so  often  speak  of  saddest 
thought ! 

Addison  meets  with  warmer  eulogy  than  might  have  been  anticipated. 
He  is  invariably  mentioned  with  loving  deference.  He  is  pictured  as  one  of 
the  finest  gentlemen  the  world  ever  saw — at  all  moments  of  life  serene  and 
courteous,  cheerful  and  calm — ^admirably  wiser,  wittier,  calmer,  and  more 
instructed  than  almost  every  man  he  met  with — one  who  could  scarcely 
ever  have  had  a  degrading  thought — and  as  for  that  ''  little  weakness  for 
wbe" — why,  without  it,  as  we  could  scarcely  have  found  a  fault  with  him, 
to  neither  could  we  have  liked  him  as  we  do.  The  criticism  on  his  papers 
in  the  SpectaUtr  is  delightfully  genial  and  true  ;  and  the  peroration  of  the 
leeture  has  a  sweetness  and  natural  solemnity  of  affecting  reality,  where 

♦  Tennyson:  "Vision  of  Sin." 
Jltfy— VOL.  XCVIII.  NO.  cccxcr.  T 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


268  Tltackeray^s  Lectures  on  the  English  ffumarists. 

eXhuaacL  is  made  to  Addison's  heavenly  ode  ("  The  spacious  firmament  on 
High"),  whose  ^*  sacred  music/'  known  and  endeared  from  childhood,  Done 
can  hear  *'  without  love  and  awe" — verses  that  shine  like  the  stars,  "  out 
of  a  deep  great  calm" — verses  enriched  with  the  holy  serene  rapture  that 
fills  Addison's  pure  heart  and  shines  from  his  kind  face,  when  his  eye 
seeks  converse  with  lyings  ahove :  for,  '^  when  he  turns  to  heaven,  a  Sab- 
badi  comes  over  that  man's  mind  :  and  his  face  lights  up  from  it  with  a 
glory  of  thanks  and  prayer."  We  have  not  the  heart  to  inquire,  here, 
whether  the  portrait,  as  a  whole-length,  is  not  too  flattering  in  its  pro- 
portions, and  too  bright  in  colouring.  But  doubtless  the  lecturer  might, 
and  many,  we  surmise,  expected  that  he  would,  take  a  strang^y  oppoate 
view  of  Pope's  '*  Atticus." 

Steele  is  one  of  Mr.  Thackeray's  darlings.  We  have  an  imaginary  re- 
cord of  Corporal  Dick's  boyhood — ^his  experiences  at  the  flogging-block 
of  Charterhouse  School— his  everlastingly  renewed  debts  to  the  tart- 
woman,  and  1.0.  U.  correspondence  with  lollipop- vendors  and  piemen— 
his  precocious  passion  for  drinking  mum  and  sack — and  his  early  insect 
for  borrowing  from  all  his  comrades  who  had  money  to  lend.  In  brief^ 
"  Dick  Steele  the  schoolboy  must  have  been  one  of  the  most  generous, 
good-for-nothing,  amiable  little  creatures  that  ever  conjugated  the  ve^ 
tupto  I  beat,  tuptomai  I  am  whipped,  in  any  school  in  Great  Britain." 
His  recklessness  and  good-humour  to  the  last,  are  fondly  dwelt  on — bis 
cordial  naturalness  is  eagerly  appreciated — his  tenderness  and  humanity 
gracefnlly  enforced.  '^  A  man  is  seldom  more  manly,*'  we  are  well  re- 
minded, "  than  when  he  is  what  you  call  unmanned — the  source  of  his 
emotion  is  championship,  pity,  and  courage ;  the  instinctive  desire  to 
cherish  those  who  are  innocent  and  unhappy,  and  defend  those  who  are 
tender  and  weak.  If  Steele  is  not  our  fnend  he  is  nothing.  He  is  by 
no  means  the  most  brilliant  of  wits  nor  the  deepest  of  thinkers  :  but  he  is 
our  friend  :  we  love  him,  as  children  love  their  love  with  an  A.,  because 
he  is  amiable.  Who  likes  a  man  best  because  he  is  the  cleverest  or  the 
wisest  of  mankind  ;  or  a  woman  because  she  is  the  most  virtuous,  or  talks 
French,  or  plays  the  piano  better  than  the  rest  of  her  sex  ?  I  own  to 
liking  Dick  Steele  the  man,  and  Dick  Steele  the  author,  much  better  than 
much  better  men  and  much  better  authors."  In  the  same  manner  that 
sad  rake  and  spendthrift,  Henry  Fielding,  is  sure  of  a  kind  word.  The 
great  novelist  is  not  made  a  hero  of,  but  shown  as  he  is  ;  not  robed  in  a 
marble  toga,  and  draped  and  polished  in  a  heroic  attitude,  but  with  inked 
ruffles,  and  claret  stains  on  his  tarnished  laced  coat — ^but  then  we  are  bid 
observe  on  his  manly  face  the  marks  of  good  fellowship,  of  illness,  of  kind- 
ness, of  care ;  and  admonished,  that  wine-stained  as  we  see  him, 
and  worn  by  care  and  dissipation,  that  man  retains  some  of  the  most 
precious  and  splendid  human  qualities  and  endowments.  Among 
them,  an  admirable  natural  love  of  truth,  and  keenest  instinctive 
scorn  of  hypocrisy — a  wonderfully  wise  and  detective  wit — a  great- 
hearted, courageous  soul,  that  respects  female  innocence  and  infantine 
tenderness— a  krge-handed  liberality,  a  disdain  of  all  disloyal  arts,  an 
unselfish  diligence  in  the  public  service.  And  then,  ''  what  a  dauntless 
and  constant  cheerfulness  of  intellect,  that  burned  bright  and  steady 
through  all  the  storms  of  his  life,  and  never  deserted  its  last  wreck  I 
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It  is  wonderful  to  think  of  the  pldoB  and  misery  which  the  man  suffered ; 
the  pressure  of  want,  ilbiess,  remorse,  which  he  endored ;  and  that  the 
writer  was  neither  malignant  nor  melancholy,  his  view  of  truth  never 
vsrped,  and  his  generous  human  kindness  never  surrendered."     Grold* 
smith,  again,  is  reviewed  in  the  same  spirit — '^  the  most  beloved  of  Engf^ 
Eih  writers" — *^  whose  sweet  and  friendly  nature  bloomed  kindly  always 
in  the  midst  of  a  life's  storm,  and  rain,  and  bitter  weather^— -*^  never 
80  friendless   but  he  oould  befriend  some  one,  never  so  pinched  and 
wretched  bnt  he  could  give  of  his  crust,  and  speak  his  word  of  com* 
passion" — enlivening  the  children  of  a  dreary  London  court  with  his 
flnte^  giving  away  his  blankets  in  college  to  the  poor  widow,  pawning  his 
coat  to  save  his  landlord  from  g^l,  and  spending  his  earnings  as  aa 
usher  in  treats  for  the  boys.     '^  Think  of  him  reddess,  thriftless,  vain,  if 
you  like — but  merciful,  gentle,  generous,  full  of  love  and  pity.     .     •     • 
Think  of  the  poor  pensioners  weeping  at  his  grave  ;  think  of  the  noble 
spirits  that  admired  and  deplored  him ;  think  of  the  righteous  pen  that 
wrote  his  epitaph,  and  of  the  wonderful  and  unanimous  response  of  infec- 
tion with  which  the  world  has  paid  back  the  love  he  gfave  it"     Yet  is 
Mr.  Thackeray  cautious  not  to  dismiss  the  Steeles,  and  Fieldings,  and 
Goldsnuths,  and  kindred  literary  prodigals,  without  a  renewal  of  his  much- 
discussed  protest  against  the  license  claimed  for  them  as  such.    For  reck- 
less habits  and  careless  lives,  the  wit,  he  insists,  must  suffer,  and  justly, 
like  the  dullest  prodigal  that  ever  ran  in  debt,  and  moreover,  must  ex- 
pect to  be  shunned  in  society,  and  learn  that  reformation  must  begin  at 
borne. 

Prior,  Gay,  and  Pope  are  classed  together  in  one  lecture — a  highly 
piquant  and  entertaining  one,  too.  The  ease  and  modern  air  of  Mat 
Prior's  lyncs  are  happily  asserted,  and  Mat  himself  pronounced  a  worid- 
philosopber  of  no  small  genius,  good  nature,  and  acumen.  John  Gay  is 
a  favourite,  as  in  life,  and  enjoys  a  good  place.  Such  a  natural  good 
creature,  so  kind,  so  gentle,  so  jocular,  so  delightfully  brisk  at  times,  so 
dismally  woe-begone  at  others — lazy,  slovenly,  for  ever  eating  and  saying 
good  things  ;  a  little,  round,  French  abbe  of  a  man,  sleek,  sof^-handed 
snd  soft-hearted.  Honest  John's  pastorals  are  said  to  be  to  poetry 
**  what  charming  little  Dresden  china  figures  are  to  sculpture — graceful, 
Buaaikin,  fuitastic,  with  a  certain  beauty  always  accompanying  them. 
1116  pretty  little  personages  of  the  pastoral,  with  gold  clocks  to  iAmr 
stockings,  and  fresh  satin  ribands  to  their  crooks,  and  waistcoats,  and 
l^oddices,  dance  their  loves  to  a  minuet-tune  played  on  a  bird-organ,  ap- 
proach the  charmer,  or  rush  from  the  false  one  daintily  on  their  rea- 
died tiptoes,  and  die  of  despair  or  rapture,  with  the  most  pathetic  little 
^Ds  and  ogles  ;  or  repose,  simpering  at  each  other,  under  an  arbour  of 
P^green  crockery ;  or  piping  to  pretty  flocks  that  have  just  been  washed 
^th  the  best  Naples  in  a  stream  of  Bergamot." 

To  Pope  is  freely  conceded  the  greatest  name  on  the  lecturer's  list — 
toe  highest  among  the  poets,  and  among  the  English  wits  and 
numorists  here  assembled — the  greatest  literary  artist  that  England 
»^  seen — ^the  decrepit  Papist,  whom  the  great  St.  John  held  to  be  one  of 
*"e  bwt  and  greatest  of  men.  Of  course  (and  there  is  a  warm  compli- 
ment in  this  of  course)  Mr.  Thackeray  dwells  admiringly  on  Pope's  filial 
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devotion,  on  that  constant  tenderness  and  fidelity  of  affection  which  per* 
vaded  and  sanctified  his  life.  The  closing  lines  of  the  '^  Dundad"  are 
quoted  as  reaching  the  very  greatest  height  of  the  suhlime  in  verse,  and 
proving  Pope  to  he  "  the  equal  of  all  poets  of  all  times."  But  the  satire 
of  the  '^  Dunciad"  is  charged,  on  the  other  hand,  with  generating  and 
establishing  among  us  "  the  Grub-street  tradition  ;"  and  the  "  ruthless 
little  tyrant,"  who  revelled  in  base  descriptions  of  poor  men's  want,  is 
accused  of  contributing  more  than  any  man  who  ever  lived  to  depreciate 
the  literary  calling.  Grrub-street,  until  Pope's  feud  with  the  Dunces, 
was  a  covert  offence — he  made  it  an  overt  one.  "  It  was  Pope  that 
dragged  into  light  all  this  poverty  and  meanness,  and  held  up  those 
wretched  shifts  and  rags  to  public  ridicule,"  so  that  thenceforth  the 
reading  world  associated  together  author  and  wretch,  author  and  rags, 
author  and  dirt,  author  and  gin,  tripe,  cowheel,  duns,  squalling  children, 
and  garret  concomitants. 

Smollett  is  assigned  a  place  between  Hogarth  and  Fielding,  and  is 
honourably  entreated  as  a  manly,  kindly,  honest,  and  irascible  spirit ; 
worn  and  battered,  but  still  brave  and  fiill  of  heart,  after  a  long  struggle 
against  a  hard  fortune — of  a  character  and  fortune  aptly  symbolised  by 
his  crest,  viz.,  a  shattered  oak-tree,  with  green  leaves  yet  springing  firom 
it.  Without  much  invention  in  his  novels,  but  having  the  keenest  per- 
ceptive faculty,  and  describing  what  he  saw  with  wonderful  relish  and 
delightful  broad  humour,  and,  indeed,  giving  to  us  in  ''Humphrey 
Clinker  "  the  most  laughable  story  that  has  ever  been  written  since  Ae 
goodly  art  of  novel- writing  began,  and  bequeathing  to  the  world  of 
readers,  in  the  letters  and  loves  of  Tabitha  Bramble  and  Win  Jenkins, 
''  a  perpetual  fount  of  sparkling  laughter,  as  inexhaustible  as  Bladud's 
well." 

But  here  we  must  close  these  desultory  notes,  and  commend  oor 
readers  to  the  volume  itself,  if  they  have  not  forestalled  such  (in  either 
case  needless)  commendation.  They  may  stumble  here  and  there — one 
at  the  estimate  of  Pope's  poetical  status,  another  at  the  panegyric  on 
Addison,  and  some  at  the  scanty  acknowledgments  awarded  to  Hogarth 
and  to  Sterne.  But  none  will  put  down  the  book  without  a  sense  of 
growing  respect  for  the  head  and  the  heart  of  its  author,  and  a  glad 
pride  in  him  as  one  of  the  Representative  Men  of  England's  current 
literature. 
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TURKEY  AND  RUSSIA;  THE  HOLY  SEPULCHRE  AND  SYRIA. 

In  discussing  the  question  of  the  oft-repeated  aggressions  of  Russia  on 
Turkey,  and  the  renewal  of  which  excites  so  much  interest  at  the  present 
moment,  the  fact  should  never  be  lost  sight  of,  that  in  Turkey  in  Europe 
and  in  Turkey  in  Asia  there  are  other  nationalities  besides  those  of  the 
Turks — a  semi-barbarian  race  of  Muhammadans,  who  have  been  now  for 
five  centuries  rather  encamped  than  truly  settled  in  the  richest  and  most 
fertile,  as  well  as  commercially  most  advantageously  situated,  provinces 
of  Europe — to  the  almost  total  exclusion  of  civilisation  and  Chnstianity. 

In  the  case  of  the  crumbling  to  pieces  of  the  ill-constructed  empire  of 
Osman — a  power  now  for  a  long  time  past  confessedly  upheld  only  by  the 
rivalry  of  European  powers — the  distinctive  features  of  the  Christian 
races  ought  always  to  be  first  considered.  The  Tsar  of  Russia  has  no 
more  right,  under  the  pretence  of  protecting  one  of  these  Christian  popu- 
lations, to  establish  his  dominion  over  the  crumbling  empire  of  the  East, 
than  France  would  have  to  do  the  same,  under  pretence  of  enforcing 
the  dominion  of  the  Pope,  over  the  ancient  churches  of  Jerusalem  and 
of  Antioch,  the  seven  churches  of  Asia  Minor,  and  the  churches  of  Alex- 
aodria  and  Constantinople.  The  nationality  of  Servians,  Bulgarians, 
Wallachians,  Moldavians,  Albanians,  Armenians,  Chaldeans,  Druses, 
Maronites,  Montenegrins,  and  a  host  of  others,  must  be  considered  with* 
oot  reference  to  the  predominance  of  one  church,  one  denomination,  or 
one  hierarch,  be  he  pontiff  or  Csesar. 

It  is  in  the  presence  of  these  nationalities  that  the  different  theories 
broached,  of  a  division  or  partition  of  the  vast  realms  of  the  Osmanli 
among  European  nations,  stand  in  reality  as  mere  political  phantoms  of 
the  brain.  Slavonia  to  Austria,  the  Danubian  provinces  and  Persia  to 
Russia,  Asia  Minor  to  Prussia,  the  African  coast  and  part  of  Syria  to 
France,  Egypt  and  Mesopotamia  to  England,  or  other  modifications  we 
hare  seen  proposed,  sound  well  enough  on  paper  as  a  solution  to  the 
gnat  Eastern  question,  but  they  fail  in  not  having  any  regard  to  the 
daims  of  the  natives  themselves.  It  were  far  wiser  and  more  political  on 
the  part  of  European  governments,  to  ensure  the  independence  of  the 
separate  nationalities,  than  to  endeavour  to  bring  their  discordant  elements 
into  fusion  by  foreign  dominion.  The  states  that  would  arise  under  such 
a  common  protectorate  would  possess  that  which  the  republics  that  were 
foimdedjon  the  breaking  up  of  the  Spanish  Empire  in  Central  and  Southern 
America  never  did  possess— a  thoroughly  dbtinct  religious  and  social 
enstence,  to  which  that  of  a  political  recognition  is  alone  wanting  to  be 
wperadded.  It  would  in  most  instances  only  be  the  revival  of  the  great 
DitioDs  of  antiquity— the  Assyrian,  the  Syrian,  the  Greek,  the  Armenian, 
*fce  Macedonian,  the  Slavonian,  the  Bulgarian,  and  the  Dacian. 

If  any  provision  should  remain  to  be  made  by  European  nations  in  re- 
ference to  the  future  progress  and  civilisation  of  the  nations  of  the  East, 
rt  would  be  to  ensure,  under  a  common  guarantee,  the  advantages  of  rail- 
way communication  and  open  sea  and  river  navigation.  We  are  particu- 
Wj  concerned  in  such  an  eventuality,  but  nothing  also  would  tend  so 
^''wwh  to  assist  in  the  revival  of  the  great  nations  of  antiquity  ;  nothing 
^^^^  tend  so  beneficially  to  turn  the  teeming  produce  of  the  finest  lands 
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in  the  world  to  useful  purposes  and  the  advantage  of  all  people,  as  in- 
creasiDg  the  facilities  of  intercommunication;  and  it  is  a  remaiicable  fact, 
that  it  would  only  require  one  great  and  central  artery  from  Constan- 
tinople to  Pekin  or  Nankin,  to  open  all  Western,  Central,  and  Eastern 
Asia  to  commerce  and  trade,  and  to  the  Uessings  of  ciTiKsation. 

The  necessity  of  upholding  the  integrity  of  the  Turkish  Em|nre, 
hitherto  imposed  upon  the  European  powers  hy  theamhitious  aspinrt^tms 
of  the  Tsar,  is  the  most  gigantic  humhug  of  the  present  century — a  dis- 
grace to  Christianity.  The  Turks  are  incapable  of  real  improvement, 
their  ftath  is  opposed  to  all  intellectual  aggrandisement  or  progress  of  any 
kind*  Witness,  for  example,  in  the  present  crisis,  they  have  opeoiij  ap- 
pealed for  aid  to  their  Christian  allies,  while  they  hare  secretly  and  in 
greater  sincerity  aroused  the  bigotry  and  fanaticism  of  the  Muhammad«n 
populations,  Egyptian,  Syrian,  AraO)  Turkman,  and  Kurd.  The  Turk- 
man horsemen  are  gathering  together  in  their  hordes  of  thousands  of  irre- 
gular and  rapacious  warriors.  Everywhere  they  are  letting  loose  the 
bloodhounds  of  Christianity.  Pashas,  dyed  by  crimes  of  deepest  hue,  are 
recalled  from  island  banishment  or  dragged  from  dungeon  depths  to  head 
the  &natic  population  ;  their  bigotry  and  intolerance  have  now  beconie 
virtues  in  the  eyes  of  their  terrified  knaiif.  The  terrible  Badir  Khan  Bay, 
he  who  massacred  the  Nestorians — men,  women,  and  children — and  whose 
crimes  have  been  so  often  denounced  in  these  pages,  has  been  permitted 
once  more  to  put  himself  at  the  head  of  his  fanatic  mountaineers.  Euro- 
peans must  not  misunderstand  the  nature  of  the  feeling  with  whidi  the 
Turks  receive  their  succour  and  aid — it  is  as  a  sad  necessity,  but  as  a  thinff 
totally  opposed  to  their  feelings  and  sentiments,  and  at  the  best  looked 
down  upon  with  arrogance  and  contempt.  Any  one  who  is  seduced  by  a 
gracious-smiling  Turkish  diplomatist  to  imagine  the  contrary,  knows 
nothing  of  the  Turkish  character,  still  less  of  the  true  spirit  of  IslamisBi. 

It  b  not  to  a  partition  of  the  Turkish  Emphre  that  Europe  should 
direct  its  attention,  but  to  the  emancipation  and  protection  of  its  Chris- 
tian populations,  not  disregarding  the  rights  of  tfaK>se  of  other  denomina- 
tions, whether  Turks,  Turkmans,  Arabs,  Kurds,  Druses,  or  Albaniain. 
If  the  Tsar  will  persist  in  over-running  the  rich  and  fertile  territories 
that  adjoin  his  own,  and  that  are  ruled  by  a  decrepit  power  only  upheld 
by  foreign  aid,  the  smouldering  embers  of  war  will  never  be  extinguished, 
but  will  be  ever  ready  to  be  fanned  into  a  flame  upon  the  most  paltry 
and  frivolous  pretences,  as  in  the  present  instance*  It  is,  then,  of  ^ 
utmost  importance  to  put  a  stop  to  such  a  perilous  state  of  things ;  it 
cannot  be  done  at  once,  but  the  seeds  of  a  safe  and  promising  future 
might  be  laid  by  inducing  the  autocrat  of  Russia  to  jom  in  recognising 
the  claims  of  all  the  Christian  denominations,  as  well  as  thoee  of  ^ 
"  Orthodox  Eastern  Church,"  and  the  rights  of  all  the  separate  states 
which  constitute  the  "  integrity"  of  the  Turkish  Empire.  Any  aggres- 
sive movement  that  the  Tsar  might  be  forced  to  tak«  by  the  obstinate 
perverseness  of  the  Ottoman  Porte  (and  the  demands  of  the  Russian 
government  have  in  the  present  instance  been  far  more  reasonable  than 
other  nations  in  their  dread  of  Russian  aggp-andisement  have  been  ready 
to  admit),  as  well  as  any  sudden  or  accidental  breaking  up  of  the  Otto- 
man government  within  its  own  territories,  would  be  anticipated  in  a 
way  to  put  an  end  to  any  possibility  of  a  general  war.     For  exansple, 
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die  Bngttftns  may  enter  and  occupy  the  cis-DftQubian  provinces  for  the 
foittih  or  fifith  tioie — a  feat  of  no  great  military  importance,  as  their  in- 
fluence baa  been  for  a  long  time  paramount  there.  It  is  unjust  to  the 
rest  of  Europe  that  these  provinces  should  follow  the  hte  of  Bessarabia, 
and  be  united  to  an  already  overgrown  European  empire  ;  it  is  particu- 
lariy  unjust  to  Austria,  Hungary,  and  Servia,  for,  already  occc^ying  the 
mouths  of  the  Danube,  Russia  would  then  command  the  whole  lower 
oourse  of  the  great  artery  of  Central  Europe.  Yet  Great  Britain  and 
Fraaee  cannot  easily  interfere  in  any  aggressive  proceedings  adopted  in 
that  quarter — Austria  and  Hungary  could  alone  do  so ;  but  Austria 
win  not — she  is  too  insecure  in  her  own  possessions,  and  she  owes  Rusna 
a  debt  for  aiding  her  to  bring  Hungary  under  her  sway,  as  she  will  also 
have  the  aid  of  Russia  in  the  still  disturbed  Slavonian  and  Trans^lvanian 
frontier  districts.  The  population  of  the  cis-Danubian  provinces,  Mol- 
daria  and  Wallachia,  is  peculiar :  with  a  language  made  up  partly  of  a 
Celdc  source,  with  the  Roman  engrafted  by  conquest,  these  corrupt  de- 
sosndants  of  the  antique  Dacians  still  possess  sufficient  elements  of  civili- 
sation and  procrress  to  form  an  independent  Dacian  or  Roman  govem- 
TQeat,  under  the  protection  of  the  European  powers.  Under  sueh  an 
arrangement  there  could  be  no  excuse  for  wars,  and  the  example  set  by 
the  Romanic  states  would  undoubtedly  bo  soon  followed.  With  Servia 
already  independent,  Bulgaria  is  far  too  mindful  of  its  once  distinguished 
race  of  independent  sovereigns  not  to  await  with  deep  anxiety  the  moment 
of  emancipation  from  Mussulman  rule.  So  it  woidd  be  with  the  other 
eoantries,  the  independence  of  which  might  be  awaited  for  with  all  the 
calmness  of  a  great  pacific  revolution ;  and  the  revival  of  many — nay, 
of  most,  comprising  as  they  do  some  of  the  most  ancient  and  most  in- 
teresting populations  on  the  face  of  the  earth — could  not  but  be  hailed 
with  applause  by  universal  Christendom.  The  false  position  of  Chris- 
tjaoity  towards  Muhammadanism,  originating  in  a  real  comedy  of  poli- 
tieal  errors,  would  then  cease  for  ever,  and  with  the  rise  of  the  Slavonian, 
Balgarian,  Greek,  Armenian,  and  Assyrian  kingdoms,  Europe  would  hail 
the  advent  of  a  new  era  to  those  very  countries  which  were  the  cradle  of 
the  human  race,  the  birthplace  of  arts  and  science,  the  seat  of  all  that  is 
holy  and  beloved,  and  that  have  been  so  long  lost  to  civilisation  under 
the  sway  of  a  baibarous,  an  alien,  and  an  unchristian  power. 

The  occupation  of  the  Danubian  principalities  by  the  Tsar  can  scarcely 
he  eonsidered  as  a  castts  belU  by  the  Sultan,  still  less  so  by  the  allies* 
^  trea^'  of  Balta  Liman,  as  well  as  that  of  Adrianople,  provide  that 
the  troops  of  both  powers  should  remain  sufficiently  near  to  the  said 
poneipidities  to  re*enter  immediately  in  case  grave  circumstuices  arising 
la  the  principalities  should  require  the  adoption  of  that  measure.  The- 
^iar  can  innst  that  the  rejection  of  his  ultimatum  is  a  sufficiently  grave 
^ii'CQmstance  to  authorise  the  occupation  of  the  principalities  pending^ 
^otiations,  which  such  a  demonstration  ostensibly  influences.  It  has- 
heeo  argued  that  the  demands  made  by  the  Tsar  for  a  convention  in 
wur  of  the  Greek  subjects  of  the  Porte  were  a  mere  pretext  for  an- 
^'^fOMg  the  principalities  to  his  own  dominions.  That  he  knew  they 
wodd  be  refused,  and  that  they  were  put  forward  cunningly  to  provoke 
JJ^'  This  is  absurd  ;  the  religious  zeal  of  the  Tsar  is  well  known  to 
^  perfectly  sincere ;  his  interest  in  the  '*  Orthodox  Eastern  Church*' 
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has  been  constant  and  unceasing,  and  cannot  be  for  a  moment  ques- 
tioned ;  albeit  it  is  made  to  serve  political  purposes.  As  to  the  princi- 
palities themselves,  they  were  virtually  his  already  :  he  could  at  any  time 
have  found  excuse  sufficient  to  authorise  their  occupation  ;  as  to  their 
annexation,  it  is  not  yet  shown  that  such  is  his  intention.  Such  a  pro- 
ceeding would,  indeed,  be  more  hurtful  to  Austria  than  to  Turkey, 
which  has  no  steamers  and  little  trade  on  the  river. 

On  the  othar  hand,  it  cannot  for  a  moment  be  conceived  that  the  Tsar 
has  so  far  matured  his  projects  as  to  be  ready  to  go  to  war  with  all  Europe 
for  the  annexation  of  Turkey,  or  the  foundation  of  a  Greek  Slavonic  Em- 
pire.    This  would  be  an  imperial  movement  transcending  all  poUtical 
ibresight.    Colossal  as  is  the  power  of  the  Tsar,  great  as  are  his  resources 
in  men,'  backed  by  the  wealth  of  the  Ural,  still  a  contest  with  all  Europe 
could  only  end  in  the  most  sigpial  discomfiture  and  disgrace.     The  two 
fleets  at  the  Baltic  and  the  Black  Sea^  strong  in  numbers  and  weight, 
and  efficient  in  discipline,  are  yet  not  equal  to  the  allied  fleets  that  could 
be  opposed  to  both.     A  diversion  effected  by  landing  some  60,000  or 
100,000  men  on  the  eastern  coast  of  England  or  Scotland,  or  by  embroil- 
ing Prussia  or  Austria  in  a  quarrel  with  France  on  the  banks  of  the 
Rhine,  would  increase  disasters  without  affecting  the  results  of  such  a 
•desperate  game.  The  resources  even  of  Russia  are  far  from  inexhaustible ; 
with  trade  crippled  on  all  sides,  even  that  great  country  would  shortly 
stand  in  a  very  different  position,  and  with  the  latent  hostility  of  the 
serfs  and  nobles,  such  a  position  could  not  fail  to  be  followed  by  internal 
dissensions  and  convulsions.     Even  the  alliance  of  Austria  would  not 
enable  the  Tsar  to  triumph  over  the  rest  of  Europe,  and,  as  Napoleon  is 
said  to  have  predicted,  make  England  and  France  tributary  to  the  Cos- 
sacks.    For  Russia  must  conquer  both  before  it  can  subject  Turkey  ;  and 
as  for  Austria,  the  seeds  of  revolution  are  so  broad-cast  over  her  wide- 
spread dominions,  that  it  only  requires  the  commencement  of  a  general 
war  for  the  breaking  out  of  revolt  in  a  dozen  different  quarters.     There 
will,  then,  be  no  war ;  such  a  thing  is  quite  out  of  the  question.    The 
Tsar  may  occupy  the  principalities,  and  overawe  the  Porte;  new  negotia- 
tions may  be  entered  into  ;  to  avoid  war  England  and  France  will  make 
greater  concessions  ;  the  Tsar  will  put  his  demands  in  another  form,  pre- 
serving the  substance,  altering  the  tone ;  there  will  be  objections  and 
further  concessions  ;  until  at  last  the  Tsar  gains  his  object.     This  has 
been  the  history  of  every  past  political  aggression  of  Russia  on  Turkey, 
and  it  will  be  the  fate  of  this.     The  fault  is  in  the  European  states  not 
being  prepared  to  meet  these  difficulties  in  a  different  way.     **  We  are, 
as  one  Anglicanus  wrote  in  the  Times,  "  throwing  the  Greek  Christians, 
unconsciously   on  our  part — unwillingly  on  theirs — into  the  arms  of 
Russia.      They  wish  independence  ;    they  wish  a  Panhellenic  union; 
they  wbh  a  free  government.     We,  with  our  *  integrity  of  the  Turkish 
empire*  forbid  it." 

The  author  of  a  work  now  before  us*  has  been  qualified  by  ten 

♦  Mount  Lebanon:  a  Ten  Years'  Residence  from  1842  to  1852,  descrihing  ^ 
Manners,  Customs,  and  Religion  of  its  Inhabitants,  and  containing  Historic^ 
Records  of  the  Mountain  Trills,  from  personal  intercourse  with  their  Chiefs,  wd 
other  Authentic  Sources.  By  Colonel  Charchill,  Stoff  Officer  on  the  Briti* 
£xpeditioa  to  Syria.    3  vols.    Saunders  and  Otley. 
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km^  years'  residence  to  take  up  the  subject  of  the  nationalities  of  Mount 
L^anoD — the  much  talked  of,  but  not  well  understood,  Druses  and 
Maronites.  The  principles  which  have  guided  him  in  his  inquiries^ave 
been  of  a  practical  and  well-timed  character.  "  As  the  time  is  probably 
&8t  approaching,"  Colonel  Churchill  remarks,  '*  when  Syria,  instead  of 
being  merely  the  land  of  dreamy  and  luxurious  travel,  of  ^hilarating 
emotions,  and  fascinating,  though  transient,  delights,  will  have  to  become 
one  of  sound  practical  legislation,  of  resuscitating  institutioii^  of  vigorous 
and  comprehensive  government."  So  he  considers,  "that  whatever 
might  tend  to  throw  a  light  on  the  present,  or  antecedent  existence  of 
any  portion  of  its  population,  would  prove  an  acceptable  addition  to  the 
general,  though  it  must  be  confessed  meagre  stock  of  information^  which 
the  British  public  as  yet  possesses  regarding  that  highly  in^rtant 
oouotry."  .i 

That  the  picture  thus  presented  to  us  is  gratifying  cannot  be  conceded. 
We  have  most  beautiful  scenery,  and  one  of  the  finest  climates  on  the 
•earth,  pure  and  abundant  waters,  and  a  diversified  and  rich  vegetation ; 
bat  we  have  a  population  of  hostile  creeds,  the  Lebanon  having  been 
from  time  immemorial  a  sure  and  ready  resort  for  the  fugitives  of  one 
sect  from  the  persecutions  of  another,  in  a  country  where  forms  of  belief 
are  as  various  as  the  configuration  of  the  land,  and  as  fast  in  growth  as 
its  rankest  weeds.  We  have  poverty  in  every  shape  united  to  the  utmost 
leligious  pride  and  intolerance,  as  we  have  also  pauperism  carried  on  as 
a  trade  where  there  is  not  much  real  want. 

Thefe  are  two  villages,  Shenaneer  and  Mitrtaba,  entirely  colonised  by  pro- 
fessional mendicants.  Living  in  tlieir  Iiomes  in  comparative  hixury,  the  men, 
nt  certain  seasons  in  the  year,  assume  the  garb  of  beggars,  and  wander  all  over 
tlie  coiiniry,  but  more  particularly  resorting  to  the  towns,  and  solicit  charity. 

A  Be^rout  merchant  once  happened  to  alight  at  Murtaba,  and  was  lookmg 
about  for  a  night*s  lodging,  when  he  was  accosted  by  a  respectable-looking 
and  well-dressed  individual,  who  kindly  invited  him  to  his  house. 

The  general  appearance  of  the  apartments  into  which  he  was  ushered,  and 
the  prompt  and  well-trained  attendance  of  the  domestics,  gave  assurance  of 
the  ease,  and  even  affluence  of  their  proprietor ;  and  the  traveller  con- 
gratulated himself  on  his  good  fortune  in  liaving  made  so  desirable  an  ac- 
quaintance. 

At  the  close  of  the  evening,  the  Maronite  quietly  asked  his  guest  if  he  had 
itot  already  recognised  him— a  question  whicli  naturally  excited  feelings  of 
snrprise  and  curiosity,  and  which  were  not  quelled,  until  the  traveller  found, 
wpon  a  minute  examination  of  features,  that  his  worthy  host  was  the  very 
identical  mendicant  to  whom  he  had  constantly  been  in  the  habit  of  giving  a 
trifling  relief,  and  whose  greasy  pallet  he  had  often  filled  with  the  crusts  and 
leavings  of  his  kitchen. 

The  wealUiy  beggar,  not  in  the  least  abashed,  but  rather  glorying  in  his  own 
voluntary  exposure,  asked  his  friend  to  step  with  him  to  an  adjoining  apart- 
ment, which,  on  being  opened^  was  found  to  contain  nearly  one  hundred  bales 
ofthe  finest  silk. 

The  Maronites  excuse  themselves  for  this  singular  and  unwarrantable  im- 
posture on  the  public,  on  the  score  of  religion,  and  declare  they  should  not  be 
putting  the  seal  and  confirmation  to  their  faith,  unless  they  in  this  manner 
followed  the  example  of  our  Lord,  who  went  about  from  place  to  place  de- 
pending for  his  means  of  existence  on  the  voluntary  contributions  of  the 
people. 

^ke  superstitions  of  the  Maronites  rival,  for  folly  and  credulity,  those 
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of  tlw  most  lettlous  Romanifts  of  our  own,  or  medieTal  times,  lo  the 
chapel  of  the  convent  of  St.  George,  near  Haitat,  for  example,  there  is  a 
pict^  of  that  warrior,  with  a  little  cup  helow  it,  into  which  the  drops 
from  tba  can?as  are  said  gradually  to  distil.  The  Greek  ChristiaDS 
greedUj  purchase  this  inestimable  ichor,  at  any  price  which  tiie  officiating 
pnest  may  demand  for  its  medicinal  properties. 

Bttt  to  say  that  the  Christians  of  the  Lebanon  believe  in  the  most  rhapso- 
dical  stories  about  the  marvellous  interference  of  the  whole  oempsny  of 
saints  in  worldl?  aSatrs ;  that  they  burn  lamps  night  and  day,  and  ofi^r  up 
incense  before  tlieir  pictures,  botli  in  the  public  churches  and  in  their  private 
habitations  ;  that  tliey  sacritice  an  unlimited  quantity  of  their  hard-wrought 
earnings  in  votive  and  propitiatory  presents  and  offerings  to  the  various 
chapels  and  convents  wbicli  the  saints  are  supposed  more  especially  to 
patronise  ;  that  they  are,  in  fact,  the  unresisting  du(>es  of  priests,  who  are 
themselves  dupes  to  the  system  of  Christie- Paganism,  which  prevails  over  the 
mountain  ;  it  is  but  to  say,  in  other  words,  that  they  are  still  under  the  yoke 
of  a  system  of  fraiKi  and  deception,  which  as  wisely  estranges  them  from  the 
true  consolations  of  the  religion  which  they  profess,  as  it  robs  Cbristiaoity 
itself  of  that  moral  influence  which  the  snblime  simplicity,  and  the  noble  and 
elevating  tendency  of  her  doctrine,  if  fairly  put  forth  in  all  their  heavenly 
purity,  could  not  fail  of  commanding,  even  amongst  populations  to  whom  tlie 
Cross  is  still  *'a  stumbling-block,^  and  "  its  preaching  foolishness." 

Some  American  missionaries  having  proposed  to  themselves,  two  years 
ago,  to  pass  the  heats  of  summer  in  the  mountain,  they  were  thrust  out 
of  their  hoase  amidst  the  direst  imprecations,  and  hurried  away  to 
the  plains.  So  much  for  the  tolerance  of  Christian  sects  in  the  East! 
The  monks  of  St.  Anthony,  at  Kudiaya,  drive  a  lucrative  trade  in  ex- 
orcising demons  by  means  of  an  iron  dog-collar,  in  which  the  patient  is 
made  to  sleep,  and  which  St.  Anthony  himself  unlooses  in  favourable 
cases.  Others  are  thrust  headlong  into  a  wide,  damp,  dismal,  sub- 
terranean cave,  where  they  are  pinioned  down,  with  a  heavy  iron  chain 
round  the  neck,  to  await  an  interview  with  the  great  antagonist  of  devils. 

In  the  year  1755,  a  Maronite  girl,  Hendia  by  name,  founded  the 
convent  of  Kurhat,  or  Bekerke,  celebrated  for  its  iniquities,  which  were 
discovered  by  an  incident  of  a  romantic  character. 

A  factor,  travelling  from  Damascus  to  Bey  rout  in  the  summer,  was  over^ 
taken  by  night  near  this  convent ;  the  gates  were  shut,  the  hour  unseasonable, 
and  as  he  did  not  wish  to  give  any  trouble,  he  contented  himself  with  ^  bed 
of  straw,  and  laid  himself  down  in  the  outer  court,  waiting  the  return  oftlie 
day.  He  had  only  slept  a  few  hours,  when  a  sudden  noise  of  doors  and  bolts 
awoke  him. 

From  one  of  the  doors  came  oat  three  women  with  spades  and  shovels  io 
their  hands,  who  were  followed  by  two  men,  bearing  a  long  white  bundle, 
which  appeared  very  heavy.  They  proceeded  towards  an  adjoiuins  piece  of 
ground,  rail  of  stones  and  rubbisli,  where  the  men  deposited  tlieir  load,  duf 
a  hole  into  which  they  put  it,  and  covering  it  with  earth,  trod  it  down  with 
their  feet ;  after  which  they  all  returned  to  the  house.  Tlie  sight  of  men  with 
Duas,  and  this  bundle  thus  mysteriously  buried  by  night,  could  not  but  fiir- 
nish  matter  of  reflection  to  tlie  traveller.  Astonishment  at  first  kept  bioa 
silent,  but  to  this,  anxiety  and  fear  soon  succeeded  ;  be  therefore  liastily  set 
off  for  Beyrovt  at  break  of  day. 

In  this  town  he  was  acquainted  with  a  roercliaot,  who  some  months  before 
had  placed  two  of  his  daughters  at  Bekerke,  with  a  portion  of  about  if^ 
hundred  pounds.  He  went  in  search  of  him,  still  hesitating,  yet  burning  vi"^ 
impatience  to  relate  his  adventure. 
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TIm^  seated  tiiemselres  cross-legged,  the  long  pipe  was  lighted  and  eoiee 
brouglit.  The  merchant  then  proceeded  to  inquire  of  bis  visitor  concerning 
his  journey,  who  answered,  he  had  passed  the  night  near  Bekerke.  This  pro- 
duced freMi  questioDS,  to  which  he  replied  by  further  particulars,  and  at 
length,  DO  longer  able  to  contain  himself,  whispered  to  bis  host  what  he  had 
seen.  The  merchant  was  greatly  surprised  ;  the  circumstance  of  burying  the 
bundle  alarmed  him,  and  Uie  more  he  considered  it,  the  more  his  uneasiness 
increased.  He  knew  that  one  of  his  daughters  was  ill^  and  could  not  but 
rennrk  that  a  great  many  nnns  had  died. 

Tormented  with  these  thoughts,  he  knows  not  how  either  to  admit  or  reject 
the  dismal  suspicions  they  occasion ;  he  mounts  his  horse,  and,  accompanied 
br  a  friend,  they  repair  together  to  the  convent,  where  lie  asks  to  see  bis 
tbtighters.  He  is  told  they  are  sick  ;  he  insists  they  shall  be  brought  to  htm  ; 
this  is  ani^rily  refused,  and  the  more  he  persists  the  more  peremptory  is  the 
refusal,  till  his  suspicions  are  converted  into  certainty.  Leaving  the  convent 
IB  an  agony  of  despair,  he  went  to  Deir  el  Kammar,  and  laid  all  the  circum*' 
stances  be&re  the  Kebi^  of  the  Emir  Yoosnf  Shehaab.  The  Kehi^  was  greatly 
astonished,  and  ordered  a  body  of  horse  to  accompany  him,  and  if  refused  ad- 
mission to  force  the  convent 

The  Kadi  took  part  with  the  merchant,  and  the  affair  was  referred  to  the 
law ;  the  ground  where  the  bundle  had  been  buried  was  opened,  and  a  dead 
body  found,  which  the  unhappy  father  discovered  to  be  that  of  his  youngest 
daughter ;  tlie  other  was  found'  confined  in  the  convent,  and  almost  dead.  She 
levcakd  m  scene  of  such  abominable  wickedness  as  makes  human  nat4ire 
shudder,  and  to  which  slve,  like  her  sister,  was  about  to  fall  a  victim. 

The  pretended  saint  being  seized,  acted  her  part  with  firmness,  and  a  prose- 
cution was  commenced  against  the  priests  and  the  patriarch.  The  affair  was 
referred  to  Rome  in  1766,  and  the  society  **De  Propaganda,**  on  examina- 
tion, discovered  the  most  infamous  scenes  of  debauchery,  and  the  most  horrid 
cruelties.  It  was  proved  that  Hendia  procured  the  death  of  the  nuns  ;  some 
to  get  possession  of  their  property,  ana  others  because  they  would  not  comply 
with  her  desires ;  tlut  this  infamous  woman  not  only  communicated,  but  even 
consecrated  the  bgist  and  i<aid  mass ;  that  she  had  holes  under  her  bed  by 
which  perfumes  were  introduced  at  the  moment  she  pretended  to  be  in  ecstasy, 
sod  under  the  influence  of  the  Holy  Ghost ;  that  she  had  a  faction  who  cried 
her  ap  and  published  that  she  was  the  Mother  of  God  returned  upon  eartti, 
snd  a  thousand  other  extravagancies. 

The  principal  scholastic  establishment  among  the  Maronites  is  kept  by 
French  Lazansts.  The  chief  embellishment  of  this  school  is  a  represen- 
tation of  the  Virgin  appearing  to  a  nun.  The  latter  is  kneeling  in  a 
clutpel ;  the  Virgin  is  seen  over  the  altar,  with  arms  extending  down- 
wards, and  rays  of  light  emanating  from  the  fingers  of  her  open  hands. 
Underneath  is  written,  **  These  rays  are  the  symbol  of  grace  which 
Mary  obtains  for  mankind,  and  the  point  of  the  globe  where  they  fall  in 
•ore  abundance  than  on  any  other  is  France!" 

So  much  for  the  benign  enlightenment  diffused  by  the  Latin  Church 
wnong  the  descendants  of  the  oldest  nations  of  the  world;  nations  that 
*till  possess  some  of  the  great  mystical  secrets  of  antiquity,  as  Warburton 
propounded  of  mesmerism  as  practised  by  the  Egyptian  Arabs,  and  as 
Colonel  Churchill  has  shown  with  regard  to  the  supposed  American  dis- 
covery of  table  moving,  a  phenomenon  which  has  evidently,  from  the 
following  extract,  been  long  familiar  to  the  learned  in  the  East : 

Sheik  Bechir  is  one  of  the  best  informed  of  the  Druse  Sheiks,  and  has  ac- 
9<nred  a  store  of  history  and  literature,  which  makes  his  conversation  in 
^v^  way  superior.     He  has,  for  some  years,  devoted  his  time,  singular  as  it 
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may  appear,  to  die  cultivation  of  magic,  and  the  stories  be  relates  of  his  ioter- 
yiews  with  immaterial  beings  are  novel  and  startling. 

At  times  be  will  place  a  jug  between  the  liands  of  two  persons  sitting  oppo- 
site to  each  other,  when,  after  the  recital  of  certain  passages  taken  indiscrimi- 
nately from  the  Koran  and  the  Psalms  of  David,  it  will  move  spontaneously 
round,  to  the  astonisliment  of  the  holders.  A  stick,  at  his  bidding,  will  pro- 
ceed unaided  from  one  end  of  a  room  to  the  other.  A  New  Testament,  sus- 
pended to  a  key  by  a  piece  of  string,  will  in  the  same  way  turn  violently  round 
of  itself.  On  two  earthenware  jars  being  placed  in  opposite  comers  of  a  room, 
one  being  empty  the  other  filled  with  water,  the  empty  jar  will,  on  the  redtsl 
of  certain  passages,  move  across  the  room  ;  the  jar  full  of  water  will  rise  of  itself 
on  the  approach  of  its  companion,  and  empty  its  contents  into  it,  the  latter 
returning  to  its  place  in  the  same  manner  that  it  came.  An  egg  boiling  in  the 
saucepan  will  be  seen  to  spring  suddenly  out  of  the  water  and  be  carried  to  a 
considerable  distance.  A  double- locked  door  will  unlock  itself.  There  cannot 
be  a  doubt  that  an  unseen  influence  of  some  kind  is  called  into  operation,  but 
of  what  nature  those  may  conjecture  who  like  to  speculate  upon  such  matten. 

The  claims  to  precedence  at  the  Holy  Sepulchre  of  the  Greek,  or,  as 
the  Russians  term  it,  the  "  Orthodox  Eastern  Church,"  over  the  Latin 
Church,  revived  in  the  present  day,  and  upheld  by  force  of  arms, 
presents  a  singular  picture  of  ever-recurring  causes  and  effects.  We 
are  transported  back  in  a  moment  to  the  scene  of  early  strife  and  ani- 
raosities  amongst  even  the  first  followers  of  Christ,  while  the  struggle  on 
the  part  of  the  Tsar  of  Muscovy,  as  spiritual  as  well  as  temporal  head  of 
the  Russo-Greek  Church,  to  establish  his  supremacy  over  the  whole 
Oriental  Church,  whether  Syrian,  Greek,  Armenian,  Chaldean,  Jaco- 
bite, or  Latin,  presents  a  more  formidable  front  than  did  ever  schism 
between  Greek  and  Roman  bishops ;  the  power  and  means  at  the  com- 
mand of  the  new  hierarch  of  the  nineteenth  century  exceeding  aught 
presented  to  us  by  a  Boniface  or  a  Gregory,  when,  some  three  centuries 
after  the  dignity  of  a  bishop  of  Rome  had  been  acknowledged  by  a  First 
General  Council  to  be  equal  to  that  of  other  Christian  bishops,  the 
successors  of  St.  Peter  set  a  similar  example  of  anti-Christian  arrogauce 
and  assumption  in  battling  for  dominion  over  all  the  Churches  of  the 
world. 

That  the  Tsar,  as  the  existing  great  political  power  of  the  East, 
should  assert  the  claims  to  supremacy  of  the  Greek  Church,  is  not  to  be 
wondered  at.  Let  its  history  and  antiquity  be  compared  with  that  of 
the  Latin  Church  ;  let  its  fathers  be  brought  to  mind,  and  where  they 
taught — in  all  the  primitive  Holy  Places  of  the  religion  of  Christ — and 
the  strength  of  the  claim  will  be  felt  to  be  incontestable.  But  to  es- 
tablish upon  that  claim  a  right  to  protect  or  assimilate  the  whole  Greek 
Church,  whether  Turkish,  Syrian,  or  Hellenic,  with  his  own,  is  an  act  of 
politico-theological  ambition  for  which  we  can  only  find  parallels  in  the 
history  of  the  past. 

In  the  circular  note  addressed  by  Count  Nesselrode  to  the  ministers 
and  diplomatic  agents  of  the  Tsar,  that  minister  says  : 

You  are  sufficiently  aware  of  the  policy  of  the  Emperor  to  know  tliat  his 
Majesty  does  not  aim  at  tiie  ruin  and  destruction  of  the  Ottoman  Emp"^ 
which  he  himself  on  two  occasions  has  saved  from  dissolution,  but  that,  od  the 
contrary,  he  has  always  regarded  the  existing  statu  quo  as  the  best  possible 
combination  to  interpose  between  all  the  European  interests,  which  ^ouW 
necessarily  clash  in  the  East  if  a  void  were  actually  declared ;  and  that,  as  wx 
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as  rejsards  the  protectioD  of  the  Russo-Greek  religion  in  Turkey*  we  have  no 
necessity,  in  order  to  secure  its  interests,  of  any  other  riehts  tiian  those  which 
are  already  secured  to  us  by  our  treaties,  our  position,  and  the  religious  sympa- 
thy which  exists  between  50,000,000  Russians  of  the  Greek  persuasion  and  the 
great  majority  of  the  Christian  subjects  of  the  Sultan — influence  immemorial 
and  ineritable,  because  it  exists  in  facts,  and  not  in  words — influence  which 
the  Emperor  found  existing  in  full  force  when  he  ascended  the  throne,  and 
which  he  cannot — out  of  deference  to  the  unjust  suspicions  which  it  awakens 
— renounce  without  giving  up  the  glorious  inheritance  of  his  august  pre- 
deceaeors. 

Thb  open  declaration  of  a  politidid  and  religions  influence,  founded  on 
posiHon  primarily,  and  religious  sympathy  secondarily,  and  handed  down 
oereditanly  from  Tsar  to  Tsar,  is  the  most  serious  feature  in  tlie  Turko- 
RusdaD  embroilment.  The  Tsar  is  made  in  the  same  breath  to  disavow 
aiming  at  territorial  i^grandisement,  or  the  ruin  and  destruction  of  the 
Ottoman  Empire,  and  yet  to  assert  his  glorious  inheritance  of  political 
and  religious  influence  over  the  greater  number  of  the  Sultan's  subjects 
in  Turkey  in  Europe.  All  history  tells  us  how  closely  war  follows  upon 
the  track  of  religious  fanaticism. 

Resolute,  in  the  face  of  whatever  suspicions  may  be  awakened,  not  to 
renounce  *'  the  glorious  inheritance  of  his  august  predecessors,*'  the  Tsar 
is  prepared,  in  the  words  of  his  minister,  '*  to  think  of  the  means  of  ob- 
taining, by  a  more  decisive  attitude,  the  satisfaction  which  he  has  in  vain 
sought  to  obtain  by  peaceable  means."  The  decisive  attitude  is  here  con* 
trasted  vrith  peace.  It  is  in  vain  that  the  Sultan  issues  at  the  same  time 
an  edict  granting  immunities  to  his  Christian  subjects  generally,  equal, 
if  not  superior,  to  those  demanded  in  the  ultimatum  of  Prince  Menschi- 
kofil  Such  an  act  of  toleration  is  disregarded  by  the  Tsar.  The  real 
question  lies  in  the  rivalry  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  Churches.  The  Tsar 
is,  in  reality,  more  irate  at  the  "  evident  partiality  of  the  Porte  for  the 
Latins,"  and  "  the  delivery  to  the  Latin  patriarch  of  the  key  of  the  prin- 
cipal church  at  Bethlehem,''  than  at  all  the  breaches  of  faith  and  infringe- 
ments of  treaties  on  the  part  of  the  Porte ;  and  he  is  not  prepared  to 
receive  in  the  spirit  of  friendliness  any  edict  that  provides  for  immunities 
and  privileges  to  the  Latin  and  other  Christian  Churches  similar  to  what 
are  demanded  for  the  "Orthodox  Eastern  Church."  Hence  the  real 
danger  of  war,  and  hence  the  false  position  of  Great  Britain,  which,  in 
combating  for  an  imaginary  integrity  of  a  Mussulman  Empire,  is  in 
reality  fighting  the  batde  of  the  Latin  Church,  and  acting  in  hostility  to 
the  true  interests  of  the  Eastern  Christians  generally. 

If  we  turn  to  the  pages  of  Gibbon — a  writer  so  unbiassed  on  religious 
questions  as  to  have  been  stiematised  as  worse  than  latitudinarian  by  the 
ultras  of  all  parties — we  shall  find  that  the  aversion  of  the  Greeks  for  the 
Latins  has  b«en  visible  and  conspicuous  from  the  earliest  periods.  "  In 
erery  age,"  says  this  cynical  but  truthful  historian,  "  the  Greeks  were 
proud  of  their  superiority  in  profane  and  religious  knowledge.  They  had 
first  received  the  light  of  Christianity;  they  had  pronounced  the  decrees 
of  the  seven  general  councils;  they  alone  possessed  the  language  of  Scrip- 
ture and  philosophy;  nor  should  the  barbarians,  immersed  in  the  darkness 
of  the  West,  presume  to  arg^e  on  the  high  and  mysterious  questions  of 
theological  saence." 

This  aversion  of  the  Greeks  and  Latins  was  nourished  and  increased. 
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instead  of  being  allajed  by  the  three  first  expedftkms  to  die  Hoij  Laad, 
while  in  Europe  the  same  aversion  was  fanned  by  1^  straggle  for  sopie- 
macj  between  the  two  Churches,  and  the  practice  of  that  mntaal  into- 
lerance so  inconsistent  with  the  dogmas  of  the  fuith  thej  pretend  to  uphold. 
"  The  tradition,"  says  Mr.  Spencer,  speaking  of  the  Slavonian  moun- 
taineers, "  transmitted  finom  father  to  son,  of  the  same  persecutions  they 
suffered  £rom  the  intolerance  of  the  Latin  Church,  is  stall  preserved,  ana 
the  same  deadly  hatred  exists  now  as  formeriy.  Consequently  no  other 
creed  is  regarded  with  such  abhorrence  as  the  Latinski.  Whether  we  com- 
mune with  the  simple  mountaineer,  o^  the  more  enlightened  denizen  of  the 
town,  we  unhappily  find  them  all  entertaining  the  same  want  of  diarity, 
the  same  aversion.  The  churches  of  the  rival  creed,  ornamented  with 
statues,  are  coodemned  as  temples  of  idolatry,  the  service  of  Uie  nuMs  at  a 
drama  acted  by  the  clergy,  forgetting  that  while  they  Isrbid  the  homage 
to  the  graven  image,  they  render  to  their  own  painted  aaiiits  a  revereaoe 
equal  to  any  offered  by  the  most  ignorant  and  bigotod  Roman  Cathetic 
to  his  miracle-working  image."  That  this  ancient  and  enduring  bostX^ 
of  the  two  Churches  tends  to  throw  the  Greek  Churdi  of  Greece,  and  of 
the  provinces  of  European  Turkey,  more  or  less  mader  the  influence  of 
the  Tsar,  there  is  no  aoubt,  and  Russia  takes  every  means  of  increasing 
the  prestige  by  subsidies  to  native  ehieCi,  dotations  to  churches,  and  pre- 
sents and  favours  of  all  descriptions  to  priests  and  elden ;  but  still  die 
predominant  sentiment  is  firmly  fixed  on  the  Patriarch  of  ConstantmofJe, 
who  is  regarded  as  the  true  head  of  the  Church.  The  possession  of  Con- 
stantinople by  the  Tsar  might  g^ve  greater  weight  to  his  politico-reli- 
gious aspirations,  but  the  Greek  Church  without  his  empire  is  no  more 
ready  to  accede  to  his  religious  supremacy  than  the  various  populations 
who  have  embraced  that  faith,  with  a  certain  p<^ilical  emancipation 
before  them,  are  prepared  to  hand  over  their  personal  liberties  to  the 
tender  mercies  of  an  autocrat  of  serfs. 

The  sanctity  of  certain  places  in  Syria,  consecrated  by  the  memoir  of 
events  of  the  deepest  interest  to  the  follower  of  the  Messiah,  as  well  as 
to  the  Jew,  has  given  to  that  country  a  religious  promioenoe  from  aH 
times,  and  to  no  one  of  these  places  has  greater  importance  been  attached 
than  to  the  tomb  of  our  Lord.  From  &e  day  when  the  Church  of  die 
Holy  Sepulchre  was  founded,  to  the  present  time,  on  each  anniversary  of 
the  Saviour's  death,  crowds  of  anxious  and  zealous  pilgrims  flock  to  the 
sacred  shrine,  fondly  believing  that  each  object  they  see  around  them  is 
hallowed  by  the  Saviour's  touch ;  that  here  exist  the  evidences  of  all  that 
they  have  once  been  taught ;  that  to  stand  within  the  Holy  Sepulchre  is 
to  be  in  communion  with  their  God ;  and  thinking  that  not  to  have  seen 
Jerusalem,  they  had  almost  not  known  the  Lord. 

The  religious  tolerance  of  the  Muharamadans,  not  unmingled  with 
contempt,  opened  the  approach  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  to  Christians  of 
all  denominations,  but  aware  of  the  dangerous  hostility  of  sectarians,  the 
time  for  worship  was  appointed  not  to  be  the  same.  Thus,  durmg  the 
Holy  Week,  the  Roman  Catholics  represent  on  the  anniversary  of  the 
Crucifixion  of  Christ  the  various  events  that  preceded  and  foUowed  that 
tragedy  in  extraordinary  scenic  style.  An  image  of  the  fall  size  of  a 
man,  crowned  with  thorns  and  nailed  to  a  cross,  is  borne  at  the  head  <^ 
a  kmg  trun  of  ecclesiastics,  monks,  and  pilgrims,  to  a  succenkm  of  sane- 
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tmries,  built  aoeordi&g  to  tradition,  npom  the  spots  rendered  hoi  j  by  the 
traasaotione  which  the  altars  commemorate — to  the  Altar  of  Flaj^llation 
-—of  the  Prisoo— of  the  Dirision  of  Christ's  Garments — and,  finally,  to 
Calvary,  where  the  cross  is  erected  with  the  image  affixed  to  it ;  and 
after  due  time  has  elapsed,  the  body  is  taken  down,  embalmed,  and  depo- 
sited in  the  Sepolchre.  Religious  services  aret  performed  appropriate  to 
the  several  parts  of  this  drama*- prayers,  sermons,  and  chanting;  the 
torches  are  extinguished,  to  represent  the  darkness  which  was  ''  over  all 
the  land  {*  and  the  well-trained  monastics  sustain  every  change  of  the 
exhibition  with  the  looks,  gestures,  sobs,  and  gpxMins,  adapted  to  give  it 
the  greatest  effect.  ^ 

The  Resurrection  is  celebrated  by  the  Greeks — the  Armenians,  Copts, 
and  native  Christians  taking  part  in  the  services.  Upon  this  occaskm  a 
gross  and  palpable  fraud  is  practised  upon  the  ignorant,  to  the  disgrace 
of  Christianity.  A  fire  is  pretended  to  be  miraculously  kindled  within  the 
Holy  Sepulchre,  whilst  the  crowds  of  spectators,  provided  with  torches, 
wax  candles,  and  tapers,  rush  with  frantic  eagerness  to  light  them  at  the 
celestial  flame.  The  confusion  and  tumult  that  ensue  at  this  anniversary 
are  indescribable,  and  the  Turkish  police  are  on  the  alert  to  restore  order, 
by  the  usual  expedient  of  beating  the  people  over  the  head  and  ^oidders 
with  fists  and  clubs.  But  such  measures  do  not  always  prevent  accidents ; 
and  the  Hon.  Robert  Curzon  describes,  in  his  '*  Visits  to  the  Monasteries 
in  the  Levant**  (1849,  p.  215),  one  of  peiiiaps  the  most  extraordinary 
scenes  that  ever  ooeuned  in  ihe  Holy  Sepulchre,  in- which  he  had  to  make 
his  way  out  trampling  on  dead  bodies,  black  with  suffocation,  in  which 
he  was  engaged  in  a  life-struggle  with  an  Egyptian  colonel,  from  which 
the  latter  never  rose ;  in  which  **  the  soldiers  with  their  bayonets  killed 
numbers  of  fmnting  wretches,  and  the  walls  were  spattered  with  Uood 
and  brains  of  men  who  had  been  felled,  like  oxen,  with  the  butt-ends  of 
the  soldiers'  muskets ;"  in  which  all  who  fell  were  immediately  trampled 
to  deadi  by  the  rest,  and  in  which  Ibrahim  Pasha  himself,  who  fJEunted 
more  than  once  in  the  struggle,  was  only  rescued  by  his  attendants 
cutting  a  way  for  him  with  their  swords  through  the  dense  ranks  of  the 
frantic  {Hlg^ms. 

Such  are  the  scenes  enacted  at  *'  the  Sepulchre  of  that  Man,^  as  our 
Saviour  is  called  in  the  Talmud,  and  which  is  spoken  of  by  Benjamin 
of  Tudela,  as  being  on  a  spot  anciently  appropriated  to  the  execution  of 
malefactors,  and,  as  old  Maundrell  has  it,  "  shut  out  of  the  walls  of  the 
city,  as  an  execrable  and  polluted  place."  The  same  miracle  which 
Bernard  the  Wise  describes  as  '^  an  angd  coming  down  and  lighting  the 
lamps,'*  was  also,  it  may  be  observed,  the  cause  of  the  persecution  of  the 
Chnatians  in  the  Holy  City,  and  of  the  destruction  of  the  chorch  of  the 
Holy  Sepukhre,  by  the  Khalif  Hakem,  in  A-D.  1008  or  1010. 

^  What  a  disgrace  to  Christendom,"  esdaims  a  recent  writer,  <'  that  a 
Turkish  Pasha  should  feel  it  requisite  to  address  the  following  exhorta- 
tion to  the  Latin,  Greek,  and  Annenian  Christians  of  Jerusalem! 
*  Seeing  the  anniversary  of  your  Founder's  death  draws  nigh,  when  pil- 
grims from  all  parte  of  the  world  are  expected,  I  entreat  you  to  live 
peaceably  and  hannomously  together,  and  approve  yourself  as  worthy 
examples  to  the  various  sheep  which  come  under  your  care.  I  sumraoaed 
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you  on  purpose  to  this  place,  that  this  tomb— whidi,  you  saj,  onoe  cod- 
tamed  the  body  of  your  Lord  and  Master — may  testify  against  you.  Jesus, 
the  son  of  Mary,  enjoined  peace  upon  all  his  followers.  Follow  ye,  there- 
fore, the  path  He  appointed  you.'  *' 

After  referring  to  the  protection  afforded  by  the  Turks  to  the  Chris- 
tians at  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  Neibuhr  justly  remarked  :  *'  Were  Jerusalem 
in  the  hands  of  the  Christians,  they  would  probably  not  allow  the  members 
of  other  communions  to  practise  openly  their  religious  rites.  Indeed,  thU 
is  attested  both  by  the  history  of  the  past  and  the  example  of  the  present. 
The  Holy  Places  have  once  more  in  our  own  day  become  the  theatre  of 
political  intrigue  and  of  political  ambition,  disguised  under  the  flimsy  Teil 
of  religious  equality.  It  has  been  but  too  justly  remarked,  that  if  Kussia 
be  allowed  to  extend  her  *  protection'  to  the  Christian  population  of  the 
Asiatic  portion  of  the  Mussulman  dominions,  as  Austria  has  succeeded  in 
doing  in  the  west,  these  vast  countries,  which  by  the  liberal  policy  of  the 
Ottoman  Sultan,  now  afford  free  religious  opinion  to  the  native  Chris- 
tians, will  render  them  irrevocably  subject  to  the  despotic  yoke  of  Mario- 
latry ;  the  rapidly  increasing  and  important  body  of  Armenian  Protestants^ 
lately  emancipated  by  the  Turk,  and  put  upon  an  equality  with  the 
other  Churches,  will  again  be  brought  into  subjection  to  the  Armenian 
patriarch,  and  all  hope  of  effecting  the  conversion  of  the  Mussulman,  by 
the  exhibition  of  the  moral  influence  of  Protestantism,  will  be  destroyed. 
If  the  papacy  of  Rome  and  the  hierarchy  of  Russia  be  allowed  to  divide 
among  themselves  the  countries  of  the  East,  our  newly-founded  Church  of 
Jerusalem  will  be  rooted  up,  and  her  bishop,  and  clergy,  and  missionaries 
sent  out  of  the  country."  We  have  only  to  read  the  reports  of  missionaries 
in  these  countries  to  perceive  the  truth  of  this  fact  **  In  the  Turkish 
Empire  may  the  missionary  enter  at  every  point,  and  labour  among  them 
with  no  Turkish  ruler  disposed  to  hinder  him  so  doing.  Only  from  the 
Christians  may  opposition  be  expected  to  originate." — (Smith  and 
Dwight,  "Miss.  Res.  in  Armenia,  1834,"  p.  460.)  In  1821  and  1822  the 
Rev.  Mr.  BIythe,  of  the  Scottish  mission,  laboured  among  the  Cauca- 
sians, and  was  listened  to  with  great  interest,  but  the  Russian  government 
ordered  him  away,  upon  the  principle,  that  where  the  Established  Church 
has  begun  to  baptise  it  allows  no  other  denomination  to  establish  a  mission. 
The  Russian  mission,  which  succeeded,  were  once  driven  from  the  country 
by  the  provoked  natives.  An  ukasse,  bearing  date  July  6th,  1835,  pro- 
hibits all  missionaries,  dissenting  from  the  Greek  Church,  from  exercising 
their  calling  in  Russia.  The  hostility,  indeed,  of  the  Uusso-Greek 
Church  to  all  other  denominations  of  Christians  is  manifest  m  the  revived 
struggle  for  supremacy  at  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  and  for  "  protection" 
throughout  the  Turkish  dominions  in  Asia  ;  it  attests  that  what  others 
have  averred  of  former  times  holds  true  in  the  present  day,  that  but  for 
Muhammadan  rule  at  Jerusalem  only  one  denomination  of  Christians 
would  insist  on  ruling  there,  and  religious  feuds  and  wars  would  be  in- 
evitable. 

"Could. such  crimes,  such  contentions  and  quarellings,  such  lies  and 
carnality  be  possible,"  inquires  Tobler,  the  able  author  of  "  Golgotha," 
"  in  this  church  of  the  sepulchre,  if  the  edifice  really  stood  upon  the  spot 
where  Christ  was  crucifiea  and  buried  ?" 
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And  this  leads  to  the  inquiry  wheliher,  after  all,  the  monument  to  which 
such  fierce  and  unchristian-like  rivalry  attaches  itself  that  the  form  in 
which  its  cupola  should  he  repaired  has  with  the  precedency  of  the  Greeks 
oTer  the  Latins  in  the  g^tto  of  Gethsemane,  the  possession  of  the  key  of 
the  church  of  Bethlehem,  and  the  status  quo  of  the  Muhammadan  star 
placed  oyer  the  Altar  of  the  Nativity,  become  sparks  to  light  up  a  general 
war,  is  a  real  memorial  of  the  event  that  it  assumes  to  record  ?  In  such  an 
inquiry  we  must  hold  in  mind,  in  the  words  of  Dr.  Robinson,  that  for  the 
lapse  of  more  than  fifteen  centuries  Jerusalem  has  been  the  abode,  not 
only  of  mistaken  piety,  but  also  of  credulous  superstition,  not  unmingled 
with  pious  fraud.  During  the  second  and  third  centuries  after  the  Chris- 
tiaa  era,  the  city  remained  under  heathen  sway  ;  and  the  Christian 
Church  existed  there^  if  at  all,  only  by  sufferance.  But  when,  in  the  be- 
ginning of  the  fourth  century,  Christianity  became  triumphant  in  the 
person  of  Constantino  ;  and  at  his  instigation,  aided  by  the  presence  and 
zeal  of  his*  mother  Helena,  the  first  great  attempt  was  made,  in  ▲.D. 
326,  to  fix  and  beautify  the  places  connected  with  ttie  crucifixion  and  re- 
surrection of  the  Saviour ;  it  then,  almost  as  a  matter  of  course,  became 
a  passion  among  the  multitudes  of  priests  and  monks,  who  afterwards  re- 
sorted to  the  Holy  City,  to  trace  out  and  assign  the  site  of  every  event, 
however  trivial  or  legendary,  which  could  be  brought  into  connexion  with 
the  Scriptures  or  with  pious  tradition.  The  fourth  century  appears  to 
have  been  particularly  fruitful  in  the  fixing  of  these  localities,  and  in  the 
dressing  out  of  the  traditions,  or  rather  legends,  which  were  attached  to 
them.  But  the  invention  of  succeeding  ages  continued  to  build  upon 
these  foundations,  until,  in  the  seventh  century,  the  Muhammadan  con- 
quest and  subsequent  oppressions  confined  the  attention  of  the  Church 
more  exclusively  to  the  circumstances  of  her  present  distress,  and  drew 
off  in  part  the  minds  of  the  clergy  and  monks  from  the  contemplation  and 
embellishment  of  Scripture  history.  Thus  the  fabric  of  tradition  was  left 
to  become  statbnary  as  to  its  mam  points;  in  much  the  same  condition, 
indeed,  in  which  it  has  come  down  to  our  day.  The  more  fervid  zeal  of 
the  ages  of  the  Crusades  only  filled  out  and  completed  the  fabric  in  minor 
particulars.  Some  few  minor  legends,  such  as  those  relating  to  the  place 
where  Peter^s  cock  crew,  the  houses  of  the  Rich  Man  and  Lazarus,  and 
the  Via  Dolorosa,  were  got  up  since  the  time  of  the  Crusades. 

Under  such  circumstances  of  antiquity,  of  tradition,  and  infinite  awe 
for  the  sanctity  of  the  spot,  we  cannot  wonder  at  the  wrathful  feelings 
which  its  first  calling  into  question  would  excite.  Yet  such  questionings 
may  be  said  to  have  existed  so  long  as  to  be  almost  coeval  with  the 
tradition.  As  early  as  1600,  we  find  Pope  Gregory  implying  the  diffi- 
culty of  the  site.  So,  too,  other  writers  in  the  subsequent  centuries. 
Monoonys,  in  1647,  speaking  of  the  Grate  of  Judgment,  so  called,  says  it 
is  the  gate  by  which  Jesus  Chrbt  went  to  Calvary ;  if  so,  it  ought 
to  be  outside  the  city ;  which  is  difficult  to  conceive,  for  at  present  ic 
is  in  the  middle,  altnough  the  town  is  now  much  smaller  than  it  was 
then.  In  modem  times  Mr.  Cox  Dautrey,  in  a  paper  read  before  die 
Syro-Egyptian  Society,  adduced  the  same  in  corroboration  of  other 
argument^  for  the  site  of  G(dgotha  being  at  some  distance  firom  the 
present  city. 
Hiese,  however,  were  rather  objections  which  an  obedient  son  of  the 
Jufy— you  JKjm.  vo.  ccQxcu  w 
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Church  would  easily  gulp  dowD,  rather  than  serious  difficultly;  ^Hie 
first  determined  charge  was  made  by  Korte,  a  Sazou  schoolmaster,  ia 
1741,  the  dream  of  whose  whole  life  had  beea  to  visit  Jerusalem  and  ths 
Holy  Laud.* 

Among  other  objections  which  the  veteran  pilgrim  adduces,  are  thoie 
of  population.  He  asks  how  the  city,  restrictea  in  the  manner  inasted  on 
by  the  advocates  of  the  sepulchre,  could  have  contained  the  populatioa 
specified  by  ancient  historians  ;  and  this,  in  a  land  where  the  nouses  are 
seldom  of  two  stories  in  height  ?  Impolicy :  How  could  the  Jews  bare 
built  their  wall  in  a  situation  by  which  the  city  would  be  exposed  to  the 
superior  position  of  Mount  Calvary,  while  the  western  valley  was  so 
near  to  them  ?  Want  of  correspondence  with  Scripture  :  The  Evange* 
lists  say  nothing  of  Golgotha  being  on  a  mount,  but  rather  lead  us  to 
infer  that  it  was  in  a  valley ;  and  Probability  of  Deception  :  He  objeoU 
the  firequent  recourse  to  rocks  and  oaves.  Indents  in  the  rock  are 
pointed  out  as  caused  by  Stephen  when  he  fell  ;  and  impresuons  in  the 
rock  are  shown  at  Gethsemane,  as  proceeding  from  the  feet  and  hands 
and  one  knee  of  the  Saviour. 

Korte's  unacquaintance  with  the  dead  languages  deprived  him  of  the 
power  of  following  up  the  deliberate  convictions  at  which  he  hid 
arrived ;  to  supply  which  defect,  Plessing,  another  German  writer,  re- 
solved to  strengthen  and  support  his  ar|^uments,  to  set  them  in  a  stronger 
light,  and  to  supply  what  the  want  of  reading  had  denied  him.  Ples- 
sing strengthenea  the  arguments  of  "the  worthy  Korte,"  more  ptr- 
ticvdarly  by  insisting  upon  Golgotha  having  been  the  plaee  of  public 
execution,  answering  to  the  Sesterdum  of  Rome  ;*  by  showing  that  the 
place  of  Christ's  burial  was  held  in  no  esteem  by  the  Apostles  and  early 
Christians ;  that  the  finding  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  was  a  matter  (i 
worldly  poli^,  and  by  other  objections  to  the  received  tradition,  among 
which  the  destruction  of  the  city  by  Hadrian  and  the  forgery  of  the 
cross. 

The  first  in  this  country  to  question  the  reality  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre 
was  the  learned  traveller.  Dr.  Edward  Clarke.  The  doctor  is,  how- 
ever, now  known  to  have  gone  too  far  in  his  scepticism.  Overwhelmed 
with  the  conviction  that  the  traditions  referring  to  the  Holy  Sepulchre 
were  monkish  fables,  he  was  content  to  take  nothing  upon  trust,  and 
extended  his  disbelief  to  other  portions  of  the  city  as  to  Mount  Zlon, 
respecting  which  there  can  be  no  doubt.  He  was  ably  answered  in  the 
Quarterly  Review  for  March,  1813,  in  an  article  generally  attributed  to 
Bishop  Heber. 

The  most  decisive  blow  to  perhaps  the  greatest  of  all  superstittoos 
upheld  by  Christianity,  may,  however,  be  said  to  have  been  dealt  by  the 
Americans,  Dr.  Robinson  and  the  Rev.  Eli  Smith,  whose  work,  *'  Be- 
aearches  in  Palestine,"  before  alluded  to,  is  justly  centered  to  be  the 
most  authentic,  impartial,  and  compendious  account  of  the  Holy  Land 
yet  published.  These  two  able  Biblical  scholars  proceeded  to  examme 
the  ^'  sacred  places*'  of  the  Holy  City  by  oonfrontine  the  traditions  aod 
legends  connected  with  them  with  the  unimpeachame  testimony  of  the 

*  See  an  able  artkle  <<  On  the  True  Site  of  Calvary,"  in  the  Mvsemrnif  OomM 
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nU^  ih*4Miip  of  Mskaij,  and  the  ligbi  of  leasoo.  Not  only  did  they 
etete  their  ooqvicUoq  that  the  church  of  the  H0I7  Sepulchre  did  not 
repfettnt  the  [^ace  of  Christ's  hurial»  hut  they  supported  their  ai^^ument 
irtth  topographical  proofs  as  new  as  they  were  unexpected. 

Dr.  KobioBon  concludes  the  consideration  of  this  question  by  oh« 
serrieg^: 

Tims,  in  eyery  view  which  I  have  been  able  to  take  of  the  qnestion,  both 
tcpegrapbical  and  historical,  wlietber  on  the  spot  or  iu  the  closet,  and  in  spite 
of  all  my  pluvious  prepossessions,  I  am  led  irresistibly  to  the  conclusion,  that 
the  Oolgotba  and  the  tomb  now  shown  in  the  church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre, 
are  not  upon  the  real  places  of  the  crucifixion  and  resurrection  of  our  Lord. 
The  alleged  discovery  of  tliem  by  the  aged  and  credulous  Helena,  like  her 
discovery  of  the  cross,  may  not  improbably  have  been  the  work  of  pious  fraud. 
It  would  perhaps  not  be  doing  injustice  to  the  bishop  Macarius  and  his  clergy, 
if  we  regard  the  whole  as  a  well  laid  and  snccessfiil  plan  for  restoring  to  Jeru* 
aalem  its  former  consideration,  and  elevating  his  see  to  a  higher  degree  of 
influence  and  dignity. 

Another  circumstance  also  engaged  their  attention;  Cesarea  was  at  this 
time  the  metropolitan  see  of  Palestine ;  and  that  of  Jerusalem,  which  formerly 
had  sunk  so  low,  was  now  pressing  its  claims  and  striving  to  regain  its  ancient 
pre-eminence.  Even  so  early  as  at  the  Council  of  Nicsea  in  325,  its  claims  had 
been  presented ;  and  they  were  then  acknowledged  and  affirmed,  saving,  how- 
ever, the  dignity  of  the  metropolitan  see.  //  i$  worthy  of  noHcCy  that  the  dt«^ 
cover y  of  the  sepulchre  took  plaee  the  very  next  year. 

The  totally  fatal  effect  of  this  last  blow  was  attempted  to  be  averted 
by  the  Rev.  J.  H.  Newman,  who,  in  his  "  Essay  on  Miracles,^  asserted 
that  "  the  greater  part  of  the  miracles  of  Revelation  are  as  little  evi- 
dence for  Revelation  at  this  day,  as  the  miracles  of  the  Church  are  evi- 
dence for  the  Church,"  t.  e.,  that  the  miracles  of  the  Bible  have  equal,  but 
no  more  credibility,  than  the  miracles  of  the  Church.  Of  these,  he 
asserts  nine  to  be  fully  conclusive  in  his  mind,  the  fifth  of  which  is  that 
of  the  discovery  of  the  Holy  Cross  by  Helena.  Mr.  Newman,  who  is  a 
believer  in  the  miracles  of  the  middle  ages,  accuses  Dr.  Robinson  with 
fixine  upon  the  Fathers  and  Church  of  the  fourth  century  the  imputation 
of  deliberate  imposture,  and  that  for  selfish  ends.  **  It  stands  to  reason,** 
he  adds,  '^  which  party  is  more  likely  to  be  right  in  a  question  of  topo- 
graphical fact,  men  who  lived  three  hundred  years  after  it,  and  on  the 
spot,  or  those  who  live  in  1800,  and  at  the  antipodes.''  We  can  scarcely 
credit  our  senses  when  we  read  so  silly  an  argument  brought  fbrward  to 
support  so  serious  a  subject.  "  The  reality  of  our  Lord's  tomb  was,"  says 
Mr.  Newman,  *'  attested  by  a  miracle  ;  and  Eusebius  alludes  to  tne 
oocuirence  of  miracles  at  the  Sepulchre.  Nay,  the  very  hci  that  a  beam 
of  wood  should  be  found  undecayed  after  so  long  a  continuance  in  the 
earthy  would,  in  most  cases,  be  a  nuracle."  This  is  about  as  philosophical 
a  view  of  the  subject  as  that  entertained  by  some  of  our  modem  super- 
ficial writers,  as  by  the  author  of  "  Nozrani  in  Egypt  and  Syria,"  who 
says,  ^'  K  this  is  what  we  wish  to  believe,  we  may  believe  it."  The  same 
sen^ent  b  expressed  in  nearly  similar  terms  in  Leeman,  ^'  Palastina,'* 
and  in  Ida  Hahn  Hahn,  "  Letters  of  a  German  Countess.''  Chateau- 
Idand  propounds,  in  a  true  poetic  spirit,  that  '*  Le  seul  moyen  de  vour 
un  pays  tel  qu'il  est,  c'est  ae  le  voir  avee  ses  traditions  et  ses  sou- 
venir*."   Prokesch  consoles  himself  by  saying,  "  I  will  not  allow  myself 
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to  be  led  into  a  controyersy  on  ihe  identity  of  the  Holy  Places.  Faith 
here  is  the  most  essential ;  and  a  few  ells  to  the  right  or  left  are  of  no 
<9onsequence."  Von  Ranmer  confesses  :  '<  Were  I  even  fully  persuaded 
that  the  true  sepulchre  were  a  quarter,  or  half  a  mile  from  the  present 
^te— it  dui  hudly  be  more — I  would  kneel  down  in  entreaty  to  Ae 
objector,  but  not  take  him  by  the  shoulder,  and  would  say,  '  You  are 
mistaken,  this  is  not  the  site.'  "  Another  writer  gets  over  the  difficulty 
by  affirming  of  Macarius  and  his  colleagues,  "  Je  repondrai,  qu'ils  ^taient 
dtrig^s  par  TEsprit  de  Dieu  ;"  while  another  asserts  that  *'  there  is  one 
passagfe  of  Scnpture,  and  it  is  one  of  the  most  important  in  the  New 
Testament,  which  explains  this  whole  mystery,  and  proves  the  miracle 
beyond  dispute :  '  The  Comforter,  which  is  the  Holy  Ghost,  whom  the 
Father  will  send  in  my  name,  he  shall  tell  you  all  things,  and  bring  all 
things  to  your  remembrance  which  I  have  said  unto  you.' "  Another 
writer  is  quite  touching  upon  the  miseries  to  be  entailed  by  scepticism 
and  disbelief.  "  In  wandering,"  he  writes,  *'  into  the  pathless  and  deso- 
late wilderness  of  doubt,  never  more  will  the  lips  of  the  wearied  pilgrim 
be  refreshed  with  the  living  fountain,  never  more  will  his  sight  be  glad- 
idened  by  the  palm-tree  of  joy.** 

Dr.  Robinson  answered  Mr.  Newman's  objections  in  his  '^  BibUoiheca 
jSacra  ;"  and  after  accusing  the  reverend  gentleman  of  suppresHo  vert 
and  of  suggestio  falsi,  he  adds  :  "  Indeed,  I  can  hardly  expect  to  find 
my  own  views  subjected  to  a  severer  scrutiny  by  any  future  antagonist 
more  able,  nor  probably  by  any  one  more  disingenuous." 

The  learned  doctor  was,  however,  mistaken.  The  Rev.  George 
Williams,  who  accompanied  the  late  lamented  Bishop  of  Jerusalem  to 
his  'see,  as  chaplain,  embraced  that  opportunity  of,  as  he  hoped,  exposing 
the  fallacy  of  a  work,  the  ill-disguised  object  of  which  he  averred  to  be 
to  bring  discredit  on  the  early  local  traditions  of  Palestine,  so  as  ulti- 
mately to  involve  the  venerable  Fathers  of  the  Church  in  the  charge 
of  dishonesty,  or  unaccountable  ignorance. 

My  only  desire  (he  says)  is  to  act  as  a  humble  man-at-arms  in  the  attempt 
io  "  tear  from  the  unbelievers  the  precious  Tomb  of  the  Captain  of  our  Salva- 
tion,** and  in  common  with  all  engaged  in  the  "  Holy  War,*'  1  must  feel  grateful 
to  a  generous  adversary  for  placing  me  under  such  a  glorious  banner,  thereby, 
I  trust  unwittingly,  arraying  himself  with  the  disciples  of  the  Koran  and  the 
Crescent,  the  avowed  enemies  not  of  the  Sepulchre  alone,  but  of  the  Holy 
Church  Catholic. 

It  is  necessary  to  understand  the  principles  by  which  Mr.  WUiiams  is 
actuated  as  an  author,  to  know  that  he  is  an  advocato  of  the  Catholic 
Church  and  a  supporter  of  the  prescriptive  rights  and  dignities  of  the 
priesthood,  and  he  was  prepared  to  give  credence  to  all  the  one-thouaand- 
and-one  f&bulous  traditions  of  the  Holy  Land  that  have  accumulated 
since  the  crucifixion,  even  to  the  tree  that  caught  Abraham's  ram  by  the 
horns.  He  describes  himself  as  having  felt  it  a  pleasure  to  sojourn,  and 
a  privilege  to  su£Fer  in  the  house  of  Saint  Veronica.  He  believes  the 
Greek  Church  to  have  been  remodelled  after  the  pattern  of  the  primi- 
tive and  purest  ages  of  Christianity,  and  deprecates  any  interference 
with  that  Church  which  might  tend  to  a  sch'ismatical  separation  from 
those  who  are  '*  over  them  in  the  Lord." 

A  reriewer  of  Mr.  Williams's  work,  in  the  DuhUn  Urnvtrti^f  Maga- 
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zine^  quoted  the  testimony  of  Bishop  Arculf,  who  travelled  towards  700, 
and  some  account  of  whose  travels  are  given  in  Mr.  Wright's  '^  £arl}c 
Travels  in  Palestine,''  to  the  effect  that  even  the  H0I7  Sepulchre,  as  de- 
scribed bj  his  penman,  Adamnanu^  Ahbot  of  lona,  was  not  the  same  as 
that  for  which  the  title  of  Holy  Sepulchre  is  now  contested.  The  cave 
visited  by  Bishop  Arculf  was  round  ;  the  existing  one  is  square ;  it  was  a 
circle  of  about  twelve  feet  in  diameter,  and  could  hold  nine  persons ; 
the  existing  Holy  Sepulchre  is,  according  to  our  friend  Mr.  Scoles,  an 
unquestionable  authority,  6  feet  8  inches  by  6  feet  1  inch,  and  it  caa 
only  hold  five  persons.  The  present  sepulchre  is  open  at  top,  ArculTs 
was  arched  ;  it  is  of  grey  limestone,  Arculf  s  was  of  mottled  stone,  red 
and  white.  It  bears  from  Calvary  north-west ;  Macarius's  sepulchre^  as 
shown  on  Arculfs  plan,  bears  due  west.  Every  circumstance,  says  die 
reviewer,  shows  it  to  be  supposititious — a  forgery  of  a  forgery,  fabricated 
in  an  impossible  place. 

Two  years  after  the  publication  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Williams's  "  Holy 
Ci^" — that  is  to  say,  in  1847 — appeared  "An  Essay  on  the  Ancient 
Topography  of  Jerusalem,  by  James  Fergusson,  F.R.A.S." — a  gentle- 
man eminent  in  art,  and  who  does  not  content  himself  with  showing 
that  the  present  church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  is  not  the  true  one,  but 
attempts  to  show  that  the  rock  Sakhra — the  dome  of  the  rock — ^in  the 
Mosque  of  Omar,  enjoys  that  enviable  distinction.  Mr.  Fergusson  is 
very  strong  in  his  architectural  portion  of  his  argument.  He  attests 
satisfactorily  that,  whoever  it  was  built  ^br,  the  dome  of  the  rock  was 
evidently  built  by  Christian  workmen,  however  it  might  subsequently  have 
been  encrusted  with  Saracenic  detail  ;  but  we  must  refer  those  in^res^d  T.  ^ 
in  the  inquiry  to  the  original  work,  illustrated  as  it  is  by  beajj^tilurdraw-^  \ 

ings  of  Mr.  Catherwood  and  Mr.  Arundale,  and  for  the  objei^iQns,  t^aj^ 
exist  to  the  proposed  site,  to  the  Museum  of  Classical  AntiguUiiA  >  1  •  /  \  1  \  >     j 

Mr.  Ffergusson's  Essay  was  answered  in  a  second  edition^f  IMr.  Wil^-  ^  .^-  ^ 
liams's  book,  wherein  that  gentleman,  still  declaiming  against  .thelf^-^'^^ 
Catholicity  of  all  who  differed  with  him,  associated  ProfasSbr  WiUmTIo 
his  labours ;  and  the  professor  endeavoured  to  dispose  of  the  argument 
derived  fronA  the  non-identity  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  visited  by  Bishop 
Arculf,  and  that  which  is  the  object  of  pious  pilgrimages  and  impious 
contests  in  the  present  day,  by  arguing  that  the  bishop  described  the 
outer  portion  of  the  rock,  and  not  the  cave  within  !  Truly,  it  is  only 
in  matters  in  which  religious  prejudices  are  concerned  that  reason  and 
science  are  prostituted  to  uphold  error. 

Such  is  the  State  of  the  question  as  to  the  authenticity  of  a  Hol^ 
Place,  for  the  possession  of  which,  and  even. for  the  form  in  which  its 
cupola  is  to  be  repaired,  Christian  nations  are  actually  on  the  verge  of  war, 
in  our  miscalled  days  of  enlightenment.  There  is  scarcely  an  argument  in 
its  &vour ;  there  i^  Scriptural  evidence  combined  with  all  the  facts  of 
the  case — historical,  archsBological,  and  topographical*— against  it  It  is 
a  pompous  piece  of  priestly  imposition.. 
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THE  PREACHER'S  DAUGHTER. 

AN  UKPUBLISHED  ANECDOTE   OF  FREDERICK  THE  GREAT. 

In  the  year  1821,  during  a  tour  I  was  making  in  the  north  of  Ger- 
many, an  accident  introduced  me  to  a  clergyman,  who  invited  me  to 
spead  a  few  days  with  him  in  the  country.  The  second  day  of  my  slay 
was  to  be  deroted  to  an  excursion  in  the  neighhouring  mountains,  whence 
a  glorious  view  could  he  enjoyed  of  the  Fiische  Haff  and  the  littoral  of 
Pomerania. 

We  had,  however,  scarce  quitted  the  rectory,  when  my  new  friend 
attracted  my  attention  to  an  old  man  who  was  sitting  on  the  root  of  a 
tree,  and  smoking  his  pipe  widi  apparently  the  g^reatest  couteatoient, 
while  his  geese  were  feeding  on  the  glassy  herders  of  the  wide  vilkge 
itreet. 

<*  Look  there,**  the  clergyman  said  ;  '*  that  old  man  is  the  only  Kring 
witness  of  a  trait  of  iron  justice  in  the  life  of  Frederick  the  Great  whidi 
but  very  few  are  acquainted  with.  Halloh !  Father  Frank,  do  you  re- 
member bringing  the  baron  home  from  Stettin  ?" 

"  How  could  I  forget  it,"  the  old  man  replied,  as  he  doflfed  his  cap 
reverentially;  "  I  was  a  young  fellow  of  about  twenty-five  at  the  time/' 

'*  Did  he  swear  at  all  ?"  my  friend  asked  further. 

*^  I  should  think  so,"  the  old  man  said  with  a  laugh  ;  '^  he  raved 
furiously  the  whole  distance,  especially  when  the  carriage  drove  over  the 
pine-roots  on  the  heath." 

*^  Yes,"  my  friend  rej^ied,  '^  you  may  laugh  now.  Father  Frank,  but 
in  truth  you  ought  to  have  slured  the  baron*s  punishment,  for  I  can 
never  forgive  you  for  helping  to  carry  my  poor  predecessor  out  of  his 
house  in  his  dying  moments,  and  placing  him  in  the  glaring  sunduae." 

^'  I  was  forced  to  do  so,^  the  did  man  answered ;  and  as  he  pointed  with 
hts  staff  to  a  neighbouring  garden,  he  continued :  '*  The  baron  was  stand- 
ing behind  that  walnut-tree  with  his  telescope,  and  if  we  had  not  pkoed 
ihe  old  gentleman  on  the  exact  spot  he  ord^^d,  he  would  have  beaten  us 
to  death.  Still  I  shall  feel  sorry  for  it  as  long  as  I  live,  and  cannot  kwk 
at  the  spot  without  aghing.  His  chair  was  just  at  the  very  place 
where  you  are  now  standing,  and  there  he  died  within  a  quarter  of  an 
hour.** 

The  reader  may  fancy  that  these  remarks  caused  me  to  feel  consi- 
derable curiosity,  and  we  had  scarce  \eh  the  old  man,  when  I  begged  the 
rector  to  tell  me  the  story.     He  did  so  in  ^e  following  terms  : 

The  Baron  von  L ,  of  whom  our  old  friend  was  talking,  was  for- 
merly owner  of  this  estate,  and  a  favourite  of  Frederick  the  Great.  The 
nearer  circumstances  of  his  introduction  to  the  king  are  sufficiently  re- 
markable to  induce  me  to  mention  them.  Frederick  had  come  to  inspect 
a  morass  that  had  been  lately  drained  by  the  baron,  and  while  waiting 

for  fresh  horses  at  F ,  he  talked  with  the  land-agent,  and  as  he  saw 

some  gentlemen  in  military  uniform  at  a  little  distance,  he  asked  him, 
"  Where  have  those  gentlemen  served  ?'* 

The  agent,  who  knew  that  the  king  liked  a  quick  and  ready  answer, 
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replied,  with  a  d^p  bow,  "  In  your  majesty's  army  ;**  to  which  th«-kibg 
njmned,  with  equal  quickness, 

^  Sheepshead !  I  am  w«ll  aware  that  they  have  not  serred  as  kbourers 
on  your  estate.     But  where  is  the  baron  ?" 

The  latter,  howerer,  had  been  delayed,  and  arrived  just  as  the  king* 
was  asking  for  him,  in  such  a  hurry  that  the  coachman  drove  against  a 
tombstone,  which  had  been  brought  the  day  before  for  the  grave  of  a 
lately  deceased  clergyman,  and  had  been  placed  temporarily  by  the  side 
of  the  road.  The  carriage  was  overturned,  and  the  baron  as  well :  a 
terriWe  prognostic,  for  he  was  fated  to  owe  his  ruin  to  the  tombstone  of 
a  dei^man,  though  it  did  not  occur  on  thb  occasion.  On  the  contrary, 
he  managed  to  acquire  the  king's  favour  in  such  a  degree,  that  his 
majesty  was  continually  sending  for  him  to  be  present  at  the  reviews  in 
Stargardt,  and  eventually  invested  him  with  the  then  highly  disting^hed 
order,  "  Pour  le  M^rite." 

Through  this,  however,  the  baron's  arrogance  waxed  incredibly.     He 
was  not   merely  a  tyrant  whom  every  one  in  the  neighbourhood  feared 
because  they  knew  the  favour  in  which  he  stood  with  the  king,  but  a  stiD 
[        greater  tyrant  to  all  the  clergy.     For  while  he  usually  called  the  landed 
gentry,  when  speaking  about  them,  **  uncultivated  clods,"  he  also,  after 
the  fisMhion  of  the  great  king,  termed  the  clergy  "unreasoning  brutes,"  and 
I*       displayed  his  enlightenment  on  every  occasion  in  a  manner  as  ridiculous 
as  it  ivas  insulting :  for  education  and  respect  could  not  be  counted 
among  our  baron's  virtues. 
i  But  of  all  the  clergymen,  his  own,  Thilo  by  name,  my  poor  prede- 

cessor, fared  the  worst.  He  was  an  old  man,  modest  in  the  highest  de- 
gree, and  put  up  with  anything  from  his  patron.  His  only  daughter, 
Sophie,  vras,  however,  one  of  the  most  energetic  women  I  ever  saw,  and 
even  at  the  advanced  age  when  I  first  formed  her  acquaintance,  bore 
evident  traces  of  her  former  beauty. 
She  was  attached  to  the  son  of  the  royal  f9rester  Weiher,  who  lived 

in  S- y  and  used  to  visit  the  old  pastor  when  he  came  to  church.     The 

tffair  was,  however,  not  known  for  a  long  while,  as  Sophie  always  received 

the  young  fellow's  ardent  declarations  of  love  with  great  though  pretended 

foolness.     Besides,  the  young  man  was  nothing,  and  had  nothing,  and 

it  was  very  doubtful  whether  he  would  succeed  his  father  in  the  forestry. 

SuA  being  the  case,  there  was  little  to  be  done  in  those  days,  and  it 

is  much  the  same  now.     But  it  is  equally  true  that  a  lover  never  did, 

*nd  never  will,  trouble  himself  about  such  paltry  details.     It  was  the 

\        **ttie  with  our  Fritz.     On  one  occasion,  when  he  had  brought  the  old 

I        pastor,  or  rather  his  daughter,  a  brace  of  wild  duck,  and  the  latter 

!        gave  him  a  rose  in  return,  for  she  had  nothing  else  to  offer.  Frits  re- 

!        gwded  it  as  a  declaration  of  her  love,  and  begged  her  to  give  him  her 

hand  and  heart.     The  sensible  girl  naturally  tried  to  persuade  him  of 

his  folly,  and  asked  him  how  he  could  support  a  wife. 

Bat  Fritz  had  his  answer  cut  and  dried. 

"I  have  a  little,"  he  rejoined,  "and  you,  too,  my  dear  girl,  could 
tate  three  times  as  much  as  myself,  if  you  only  wished." 
"  I  am  curious  to  know  what  you  mean,"  Sophie  remarked. 
^  Well,  your  father  says  that  the  baron  owes  him  his  dues  fbr  the  last 
^n  year^    That  would  make,  at  the  rate  of  sixty  bushels  per  annum,  600 
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budiels,  worth,  at  the  present  price  of  grain,  about  800  crownt.  WA 
that,  and  my  little  savings,  we  could  manage.  We  would  take  a  faim 
in  the  neighbourhood  if  I  was  not  made  assistant  to  vay  fiuher,  as  I  ex- 
pect, and  could  live  happily." 

But  Sophie  rejected  this  idea  with  a  smile,  and  expressed  her  opinion 
"  that  the  young  man  could  sooner  shake  down  wheat  &om  his  beech- 
trees  than  her  father  get  his  rye  from  the  baron." 

Still  the  plan  continually  occurred  to  her.  She  begged  her  &ther  to 
make  an  earnest  demand  for  his  dues  from  the  baron ;  for  if  he  were  to 
die,  and  she  be  left  a  poor  unprotected  orphan,  the  hard-hearted  and 
arrogant  man  would  not  give  her  a  shilling  more. in  money  or  money's 
worth.  Still  the  old  man  would  not  consent,  though  she  renewed  her 
entreaties  repeatedly.  The  next  Sunday,  however,  the  forester  turned 
the  conversation  to  the  same  subject,  whence  it  may  be  presumed  that 
his  son  had  opened  his  heart  to  him.  But  it  was  of  no  avaiL  The  old 
man  trembled  even  if  he  heard  the  baron's  name,  and  said,  earnestly  and 
simply: 

**  It  would  be  of  no  use ;  I  have  tried  to  no  purpose  every  year.  But 
the  Lord  is  judge  of  all  thines." 

^  Tkat*s  all  very  good,'*  the  forester  replied  ;  ''  but  I  don't  see  what 
your  daughter  will  have  to  live  on,  if  you  were  to  quit  the  world  this  day 
or  the  next.  Lay  a  complaint  against  the  baron,  unless  he  listens  to 
your  reasonable  demands." 

The  old  man  shook  his  head  and  sighed,  upon  which  the  former  con- 
tinued: 

'^  Well,  then,  I  must  reveal  something  to  you,  pastor;  my  Frits  is 
ashamed  to  do  it  himself." 

At  these  words,  the  young  folk  turned  as  red  as  cherries,  and  Sophie 
ran  out  of  the  room.  Fritz  stopped,  it  is  true,  but  did  not  dare  to  raise 
his  head,  when  his  father  proceeded  to  say : 

**  My  Fritz  here  and  your  dear  daughter  would  gladly  g^  married; 
but  as  they  want  the  main  thing,  and  I  do  not  know  whether  the  boy 
will  succeed  me,  you  could  make  the  young  couple  happy  if  you  would 
send  in  a  complaint  against  the  baron,  and  force  him  to  pay  you  either 
the  com  or  the  money.     Then  we  would  take  a  fiBurm  for  tnem." 

**  I  never  heard  a  word  of  this  before,"  my  old  predeoessor  here  re- 
roarke  d,  "  and  do  not  know  a  better  answer  to  give  you  than  one  from 
the  Bible :  '  We  will  call  the  damsel,  and  inquire  at  ner  mouth.'" 

Our  Fritz  now  regained  both  his  heart  and  his  feet  He  ran  out  of  the 
room,  and,  on  this  occasion,  his  power  of  persuasion  must  have  been  veiy 
great,  for  he  returned  in  a  few  minutes,  hand  in  hand  with  the  blush- 
ing giri. 

"My  daughter,"  the  old  man  said  to  her,  ^'  what  am  I  forced  to  hear? 
You  never  kept  anything  from  me  before,  and  now  have  made  a  secret 
of  the  most  important  thing — that  you  wish  to  be  married.  Is  that 
really  true,  Sophie  ?" 

"  Yes,  father,"  she  replied,  without  affectation,  "if  we  only  knew 
what  we  should  have  to  live  on;  for  without  some  certainty,  I  have  always 
told  Fritz,  the  marriage  cannot  take  place.*' 

Fritz  now  gained  heart  too,  and  said  :  "  But  the  pastor  has  our  fatnre 
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w^&re  in  hif  own  hands ;  for  if  yon  were  to  complain  against  the  Immd, 
it  would  be  very  strange  if  you  did  not  get  your  own." 

The  old  man,  however,  replied,  after  repeated  representations,  **  I  will 
sleep  on  it;"  and  would  probably  have  done  so  ibr  the  rest  of  his  days,  if 
his  daughter  had  left  him  in  peace.  But  it  seemed  to  him  almost  a  crime 
to  proceed  straightway  to  a  plaint^  and  an  encroachment  on  the  reverence 
he  fancied  he  owed  to  his  patron.  He  made  one  attempt  more  on  the 
paA  of  conciliation,  and  begged  the  baron,  in  writing,  and  most  respect- 
folly,  to  pay  him  the  dues  owing  to  him  for  nearly  ten  years,  at  the 
same  time  apologising  very  humbly  for  making  the  request  on  this  occa- 
sion before  Michaelmas,  because  his  dear  dai;^liter  designed  to  alter  her 
condition  of  life. 

Of  course  the  latter  knew  nothing  of  this  confidential  remark,  which 
afterwards  cost  her  so  many  tears,  or  else  she  would  have  protested 
against  it  most  solemnly.  But  the  patron  acted  in  the  usual  way; 
whether  Michaelmas  or  not,  he  did  not  pay  the  slightest  attention. 

The  old  man  was  at  length  forced  to  bite  into  the  sour  apple,  and 
yield  to  the  repeated  entreaties  of  his  daughter.  He  sent  in  a  complunt 
aguost  the  baron,  and,  by  his  daughter's  special  solicitation,  not  merely 
ttked  for  his  dues,  but  also  complained  about  the  wretched  state  of  di- 
lapidation in  which  the  rectory  was,  about  which  repeated  useless  peti* 
tions  had  been  sent  to  the  harsh  man,  who  allowed  his  preacher  to  live 
worse  than  his  daily  labourers.  It  is  true  that  this  was  not  done  without 
a  severe  struggle ;  but  as  Sophie  at  length  represented  to  him  that  the 
baron  would  be  equally  embittered  whether  be  kid  one  or  two  com- 
plaints before  the  authorities,  he  seemed  at  last  to  allow  the  truth  of 
this,  and  wrote,  though  not  without  begging  the  baron's  pardon  for 
each  of  his  complaints.  The  result  might  be  anticipated.  The  chamber, 
which  signed  itself  at  that  day,  to  some  purpose,  ''  We,  Frederick,  by 
God's  grace,"  entirely  shared  the  king's  contemptuous  views  of  the  clergy, 
but  not  his  love  of  justice  towards  ail — among  them,  consequently,  the 
pastors.  The  baron,  on  being  requested  to  answer  his  rector's  plunt, 
denied  everything,  asserted  that  he  had  always  paid  his  dues  regularly, 
and  diat  this  higlily  insulting  charge  could  only  be  explained  or  excused 
by  the  &ct  that  the  old  man  was  quite  childish,  and  did  not  know  what 
he  said  or  wrote.  He  ought,  at  any  rate,  to  have  produced  his  witnesses; 
but,  fu*  from  doing  so,  or  being  able  to  do  it,  t^e  old  lackbrains  had 
apologised  to  him,  his  patron,  in  a  fashion  that  would  furnish  a  very  po^r 
notion  of  the  honesty  of  his  fancied  claim.  His  complaint  about  his 
house  was  equally  false ;  for,  though  it  was  no  palace,  it  was  still  habit- 
able enough. 

He  had  certainly  some  good  reasons  to  regard  his  pastor's  surprising 
demands  from  a  much  more  criminal  point  of  view ;  for  it  was  shown  by 
the  annexed  letter  in  his  handwriting,  that  he  wished  his  daughter  to 
marry,  and  was  greatly  embarrassed  about— the  dowry.  Still  he  would 
not  carry  out  this  idea  for  the  pastor's  sake,  and  would  rather  ascribe  to 
liis  age  and  his  forgetfulness,  what  others  perhaps  would  impute  to  his 
tillany.  Still  the  authorities  would  perceive,  without  it  being  necessary 
for  him  to  call  their  attention  to  it,  that  it  was  high  time  to  dismiss  the 
old  man,  and  he  would,  therefore,  present  another  candidate  as  soon  as 
possible. 
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We  may  euUy  foresee  the  resoh  of  this  reply.  Tlie  old  pastor  was  not 
only  refused  a  heanDg  and  threatened  with  an  ungracious  dismissal,  but, 
besides,  reeeited  aome  reprimands  of  the  very  eoarsest  style,  as  was  the 
fashion  in  that  day. 

^'I  thought  it  would  be  so!**  he  eiclaimed,  in  the  deepest  sorrow, 
<^  and  for  that  reason  I  would  not  write,  but  you  forced  me  to  do  sa" 

The  consequence  of  this  painful  excitement  was  a  severe  illness,  to 
which  the  old  man  yielded,  not  immediately  though,  but  after  the  forester 
had  come  to  him  and  told  both  him  and  his  daughter,  witJi  unfeding 
harshness,  that  all  idea  of  a  marriage  with  his  son  most  be  given  up, 
whedier  he  succeeded  him  or  not,  for  his  son  could  make  no  use  of  a  por- 
tionless wife. 

The  old  pastor  only  replied  to  this  by  a  sigh;  but  his  daughter  answered 
instead  of  him,  that  this  was  quite  natural,  and  that  she  was  merely  sur- 
prised that  the  forester  had  not  said  this  only  to  them,  but  had  before 
stated  publicly  in  the  village,  "  If  she  gets  the  600  bushels  of  rye,  my 
Fritz  will  take  her;  if  not,  the  bargain  will  be  off."  This  had  annoyed 
her  so  much,  that  she  had  determined  on  not  being  mixed  up  in  this  com 
transaction,  had  the  result  been  favourable  to  her.  So  much  the  more 
she  now  requested  that  the  whole  affair  should  be  broken  off,  and  his  son 
not  annoy  her  again  under  any  pretext. 

"  That  you  may  be  assured  of,"  the  forester  replied,  with  equal  rough- 
ness ;  "  he  shan't  trouble  you  again,  or,  if  he  does,  I'll  break  every  bone 
in  his  body.     Good-by !     The  Lord  strengthen  the  old  man !" 

Frite,  tnough,  did  come  again,  and  that  too  on  the  next  night,  as  he 
did  not  dare  do  so  by  day.  He  knocked  at  his  beloved's  little  bedroom 
window ;  she  recognised  him  immediately  in  the  moonlight^  but  would 
not  open  to  him.  At  length  she  did  so,  however,  and  she  now  heard 
his  complaints,  which  were  accompanied  by  bitter  tears,  and  with  the 
entreaty  that  she  would  remain  faithful  to  him,  let  things  happen  as  they 
would. 

But  she  replied  boldly,  "  Fritz,  our  connexion  is  broken  off  for  ever. 
Farewell,  and  do  not  dare  to  knock  at  my  window  a  second  time  by 
night ;  I  give  you  my  word,  that  if  you  do,  I  will  write  to  your  hthet 
the  next  morning.  So  now,  farewell,  and  may  the  Lord  guide  you,  ftod 
preserve  your  fa&er  loilger  to  you  than  He  will  mine  to  me." 

With  these  words  she  sighed  and  closed  the  window,  and  spite  of  all 
poor  Fritz's  entreaties,  could  not  be  induced  to  open  it  again,  but  went 
into  her  father's  room,  whom  she  heard  sighing  tind  groiming. 

On  the  next  morning,  however,  she  was  destined  to  suffer  still  more. 
The  baron  no  sooner  heard  of  the  old  man's  serious  illness,  than  he  spite- 
fully sent  a  message  to  him  :  *'  He  would  have  the  goodness  to  leave  his 
house  next  morning,  for  the  rectory  was  going  to  be  pulled  down,  and  a 
new  one  built  in  its  stead.*' 

He  naturally  answered:  "  That  it  was  perfwUy  impossible  for  him  to 
do  so,  as  he  was  very  ill,  and  would  hardly  leave  his  bed  again.  He  had 
Hved  so  long  in  the  old  house,  that  he  should  like  to  stay  in  it  till  his 
death.     The  baron  would  surely  be  kind  enough  to  let  him  die  there." 

But  the  first  messenger  was  followed  by  another :  ''  The  matta  ^^ 
not  be  def(flrred :  the  pastor  had  made  such  serious  complaints  to  the 
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Bojal  ChAmbmr,  tiut  the  baron  could  by  ao  possibility  May  in  seeing 
in  carpenters  and  masons ;  the  house  must  be  given  up  the  next  day." 

Sopoie,  howerer,  did  not  snffer  this  second  messenger  to  appear  before 
Ae  terrified  pastor,  bat  sent  to  tell  die  baroo,  t^t  if  he  could  answer 
it  to  God  and  man  for  driving  a  dying  roan  out  of  his  house,  he  might 
do  it.  If  her  fiither  died,  though,  she  woald  spend  her  last  fiirthing  in 
avengng  his  death,  even  if  she  had  to  beg  her  way  to  Polsdam. 

Of  course  the  baron  was  not  induced  by  this  to  alter  his  views  in  the 
lightest ;  for  what  could  appear  to  him  more  ridicalous  than  tUs  threat  ? 
On  the  next  momisg  a  number  of  carpenters  and  masons  came  from  the 
town  of  U— ,  cHmbed,  in  spite  of  all  poor  So{^ie's  entreaties,  on  to 
^e  roof,  and  tiles,  beams,  and  spars  soon  fell  down  before  the  sick  man's 
window. 

Sophie  attempted  to  calm  her  dying  father  as  well  as  she  could,  and 
persuade  him  that  the  baron  was  going  to  have  the  house  new  roofed ; 
but  when  the  carpenters  came  in  and  sorrowfully  stated  that  they  must 
now  pull  op  the  flooring,  she  fainted  with  a  loud  shriek  at  the  baron's 
barbarity,  while  the  compassionate  carpenters  raised  the  dying  man  fii^em 
hu  bed,  put  on  his  dressing-gown  and  slippers,  f^ced  him  in  his 
easy-chair,  and  carried  him  out  and  seated  him  in  the  full  glare  of  the 
ran,  by  the  side  of  the  road.  The  baron  stood  with  his  telescope  behind 
the  walnut-tree ;  Sophie  was  still  in  a  £unting  fit ;  and  only  an  old 
woman  had  the  ooun^e  to  approach,  the  chair,  and  throw  her  apron  over 
^  head  of  the  old  man,  who  continually  ejaculated,  '*  My  eyes  !  my 
eyes !"  But  almost  at  the  same  moment  he  breathed  his  last  sigh ;  and 
when  Sophie  was  at  length  aroused  to  Hfo,  and  rushed  towards  her  father 
with  a  cry  of  horror,  she  only  held  a  corpse  in  her  anns. 

Although  she  asked  the  clergymen  present  at  her  father's  funeral  how 
^  should  act  against  the  baron's  unsupportable  tyranny,  they  only 
shrugged  their  shoulders  ;  and  even  if  one  offered  her  counsel,  it  did  not 
appear  to  her  good.  But  her  determination — which  the  gentlemen  dis- 
spproved^-of  going  to  Potsdam  and  telling  her  sorrow  to  the  great 
long,  remained  firmer  than  ever,  and  was  executed  even  before  she 
anticipated. 

She  had,  namely,  been  forced  to  take  up  her  abode  in  the  bam,  into 
which  she  had  carried  her  scanty  furniture,  and  cooked  her  poor  food  in 
the  garden.  For,  as  she  had  a  year  of  grace  allowed  her,  and  no  other 
place  of  shelter  could  be  found  in  the  village,  she  was  not  able  to  quit 
the  terrible  six)t.  A  few  days  later  some  butchers  arrived,  and  she 
•oddenly  decided  on  selling  her  six  sheep,  in  order  to  procure  money  for 
hn  ^veiling  expenses  to  Berlin ;  a  matter  that  had  troubled  her  greatly. 
But  when  the  maid  opened  the  door  of  the  dilapidated  stable,  all  the 
iheep  had  found  their  way  out,  for  the  stables  at  the  rectory  had  idways 
been  left  by  the  patron  in  the  same  miserable  condition  as  the  dwelliogp- 
^oose.  She  therefore  sent  the  maid  along  the  road  to  look  for  the  sheep, 
while  she  herself  went  in  the  direction  of  the  baron's  garden,  to  see 
^»**«theT  thejr  had  found  their  way  thither.  The  butchers  followed  her 
hy  some  divine  interpositioD,  for  unfortunately,  or  rather  fortunately,  the 
^eep  had  got  into  the  baron's  garden,  and  were  cropping  the  grass  along 
"^  ft^wer-beds.    Sophie  was  preparing  to  drive  th^  out,  and  oaUed  the 
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men  to  heir  assistance,  wben  the  haron  made  his  appearance,  and,  in  bis 
rage,  attacked  the  poor  girl  with  the  lowest  abase, 

*<  What !  the  infumoos  creature  has  the  audacity  to  let  her  sheep  enter 
my  garden  !  If  she  dare  do  it  again,  I  will  demand  the  pound  monej 
with  my  hunting-whip !" 

When  she  fell  back  at  this  coarse  remark,  and  rqilied,  '^  Is  it  not 
enough  that  your  grace  has  robbed  my  father  of  his  life,  but  you  wish 
to  deprive  me  of  my  honour  before  these  strange  men  ?" 

The  baron  vociferated,  with  a  contemptuous  lan^h,  "  Ha,  ha !  your 
honour !  Your  father  wrote  me  himself  that  you  had  to  do  with  the 
forester's  Fritx,  and  the  herd  lately  saw  the  young  clodhopper  climb  in 
at  your  window.     Your  honour  V* 

Upon  this  she  advanced  boldly  up  to  the  baron,  and  sud,  in  a  load 
v<Mce :  '^  You  lie,  you  are  a  miserable  calumniator,  andjf  justice  is  still  to 
be  found  on  earth,  I  will  seek  it  with  my  last  farthing.     God  help  raeT 

The  baron,  however,  could  no  longer  restrain  his  anger  ;  he  rushed  at 
her  and  struck  her  repeatedly,  while  assiuling  her  with  the  coarsest 
invectives. 

The  poor  ill-treated  girl  soon  made  up  her  mind,  and  said  to  tbe 
butchers,  "  You  shall  have  the  sheep  for  the  price  you  ofifered,  although  it 

is  very  low,  but  you  must  come  with  me  to  U ,  and  bear  testimonv 

on  oath  to  what  you  have  seen  and  heard  here." 

The  men  consented,  and  after  giving  them  something  to  eat,  she  tied 
np  her  best  clothes  in  a  bundle,  gave  the  maid  charge  of  the  rectory,  and 
followed  the  men  a  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards  to  the  neighbouriog 
town.  The  burgomaster  there  was  an  old  friend  of  her  father,  and,  like 
all  the  rest,  detested  the  proud  and  tyrannical  baron.  He  gladly  heard 
the  testimony  of  the  witnesses,  and  swore  them  to  the  truth,  at  the  same 
time  sent  for  the  carpenters  who  were  witness  to  her  father's  death,  but 
expressed  his  opinion  that  the  journey  to  Potsdam  would  be  of  little 
service  to  her,  as  the  baron  was  an  extraordinary  favourite  of  the  king,  as 
all  the  world  knew,  and  his  majesty,  through  his  increasing  age  and 
weakness,  was  not  in  the  habit  of  receivinc^  anybody — more  especially 
women.     He  would  advise  her  to  commence  legal  proceedings. 

This,  however,  she  would  not  listen  to,  and  onty  looked  about  for  the 
herd,  that  his  testimony  might  also  be  taken.  Fortunately  the  baron  had 
very  lately  dischai^ed  him  on  account  of  his  age,  and  he  had  been  at  a 
neighbouring  farm  for  the  last  month  in  the  same  capacity.  It  was  not 
difficulty  therefcn^  to  obtain  his  testimony)  which,  besides,  was  perfectly 
consistent  with  truth ;  and  he  asserted  that  he  had  never  mentioned  die 
nightly  scene  of  which  he  had  been  witness  in  any  other  way,  and  the 
baron  lied  in  his  throat  if  he  said  anything  about  climbing  in  at  the 
window.  In  fact,  he  quoted  all  that  Sophie  had  said  on  t^  occasion, 
before  she  shut  the  window  in  her  lover*s  face  as  he  expressed  himself. 
Besides  the  herd,  the  sexton,  several  preachers  of  the  vicinity,  the 
forester  Weiher,  and  others  not  immediately  subjected  to  the  baron's 
^nfanny,  pave  their  evidence  about  the  owing  dues,  which  at  least  proved 
thus  much— that  the  deceased  pastor  had  repeatedly  asserted  that  the 
baron  was  indebted  to  him  in  the  dues  for  the  last  ten  years. 

Several  days  were  occupied  in  protooolling  all  this :  but  it  was  seaice 
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done  befiore  Sopliie  took  her  teat  in  the  in«il|  accompanied  by  the 
heartiest  wishes  on  the  part  of  the  burgomaster,  and  in  six  or  seren 
da^  arriyed  safely  in  Potsdam. 

But  what  to  do  then  ?  She  sat  and  told  her  landlord,  with  tears,  how 
die  had  been  treated,  and  begged  his  advice.  He,  however,  only  shrugged 
his  shoulders,  and  said :  "  The  old  gentleman  was  growing  far  too  peevish; 
he  could  not  offer  her  any  hope."  But  as  suffering  Beauty  has  always,  up 
to  the  present  day,  maintained  its  power  over  every  uncorrupted  heart, 
the  same  occurred  here.  A  guest,  wno  was  accidentally  present,  and  had 
been  sittings  over  his  beer  silently,  and,  as  it  seemed,  without  paying  any 
attention,  now  asked,  in  a  cordial  tone,  if  he  might  look  through  mamsell  s 
papers  for  a  moment  ?  Of  course  she  gladly  consented,  and  the  man, 
after  casting  his  eye  over  them,  and  finding  they  perfectly  agreed  with 
her  statement,  became  quite  the  opposite  of  what  he  had  appeared. 

**The  ras(»lly  baron!"  he  exclaimed;  ^^  it's  hardly  credible  that  such 
viUany  can  take  place !  But,  God  willing,  dear  mamsell,  I  can  help  you. 
I  sm  the  brother  of  the  royal  gardener  at  Sans  Souci,  and  will  fto  there 
directly  and  see  what  can'  be  done ;  and  you  will  follow  me  boldly  in  an 
hour.     His  house  is  on  the  riffht  hand  side  after  you  enter." 

With  these  words  the  worthy  man  left  the  room,  wliile  Sophie  dried 
ber  tears,  and  with  longing  eyes  followed  the  minute-hand  on  the  clock. 
The  hour  had  scarce  ek^sed,  when  she  entrusted  her  bundle  to  the 
landlord,  and  commenced  her  walk  with  the  documents  beneath  her 
arm.  She  had  but  reached  the  street,  when  the  clock  struck  the  hour 
in  the  steeple  of  the  garrison  church,  and  the  chimes  commenced  play- 
ing the  melody  of  the  beautiful  hymn,  "  Who  pots  his  trust  in  God 
alone !"  This  moved  her  to  tears ;  and  repeating  the  whole  hymn  fer- 
vently, she  went  along  the  road  that  was  pointed  out  to  her.  In  the 
gardener  she  found  a  man  as  well-meaning  as  his  brother.  *'  But,"  he 
ssid,  ^if  the  king  is  not  in  a  good  humour  to-morrow  morning  when  he 
visits  the  garden,  you  will  have  to  wait  several  days,  for  it  would  be 
dangerous  to  speak  to  him  before.  He  is  accustomed  to  inspect  the 
large  orange  and  lemon-trees  there  on  the  terrace  every  morning  about 
ten  o'clock,  when  no  one  accompanies  him  except  a  little  greyhound. 
You  must  conceal  yourself  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood,  which  I 
inll  show  you  beforehand,  so  that  I  may  be  able  to  make  you  a  sign 
when  it  is  time  to  appear.  Be  perfectly  calm,  and  five  short  and  bold 
answers :  the  king  stdl  likes  to  see  pretty  girls,  although  he  is  so  old. 
Well,  then,  I  shidl  see  you  to-morrow  morning  at  nine  o'clock  by  the 
htest,  dear  child  V 

She  took  h^r  leave :  but  it  may  be  easily  conceived  that  die  poor 
vfilage  girl  did  not  sleep.  At  the  appointed  hour  she  again  went 
timidly  to  Sans  Souci,  and  after  being  m  some  deme  cheereid  and  en- 
couraged by  the  kind  gtudener,  she  hid  herself  behind  a  large  myrtle-teee. 

She  had  been  standing  there  scarce  half  an  hour,  when  the  ^  king, 
drened  in  a  plain  blue  coat,  with  the  celebrated  crutoh-stick  in  1^ 
hand,  and  an  old,  shabby  chapeau,  a  tricomest  upon  his  head,  came  out 
of  a  neighbouring  allSet  and  stopped  before  a  splendid  orange-tree. 

The  gardener  immediately  approached  him  with  great  reverence  :  but 
«Ue  tb  king  was  addressing  a  few  words  to  him,  the  greyhound  had 
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Men  the  poor  trembling:  giil,  aadl  mr  towaadt  Imt  wttk  avdi  TiakA 
bwkuig  that  the  king  notmd  it,  ancl  oriod  to  tho  dog,  ^ MoUj I  MdUj! 
qu*y-a-t-il  ? — couche  men  chien  !" 

Bui  £Btte  willed  it  that,  while  he  looked  up,  Sophie  ako  peeped  out 
from  behind  the  myrtle*>tree,  and  their  ejee  met.  She  UKmght  that  ^ 
would  sink  into  the  groiM»d  from  terror ;  but  this  renoooAre  pcffedlj 
satisfied  the  king's  poetieal  feeMngs. 

"  Diable,  gardener  !"  he  cried,  with  a  load  lai^lv  ^<  yon  Ude  jo« 
pretty  girls  behind  myrtle-bushes  T* 

The  gardener  now  had  a  £sm0ii8  opportunky.  He  imparted  the 
poor  girl's  story  to  the  king  with  brevity  but  great  sympathy;  sod  it 
was  not  long  before  Frederick  pointed  iMi  his  crutdi  to  tbe  myrtle,  aad 
called  out,  **  She  must  come  hither." 

This  naturally  increased  Sophie's  terror :  but  Ab  beoame  stitt  mtie 
alarmed,  when  the  great  king  fixed  his  great  eyes  upon  hei^  and  said,  m  a 
rather  harsh  tone,  '*  What  does  she  want  here  ?" 

She  turned  pale,  and  was  silent  for  a  moment;  but  soon  ooHectod 
herself,  and  gave  the  reply,  which  seemed  to  please  the  kin^  immenselT, 
<'  What  I,  a  poor  orphan,  can  find  nowhere  else — jvstice !"  for  he  smikd, 
and  said: 

^'  Well,  we'll  see  :  she  can  giro  me  the  papers,  and  come  again  to- 
morrow morning.  I  should  never  have  believed  it  o£  the  fellow ;  \kA 
several  complaints  have  been  already  sent  in  about  hiio.  So^  to-motrov, 
at  this  time !" 

With  these  words  the  great  man  dismissed  her  with  a  kind  nod,  and 
on  the  next  morning  she  did  not  think  of  concealisg  herself  behind  tbe 
myrtle.  The  king  did  not  keep  her  waiting  long.  He  approached  htc 
with  the  words : 

"  Why,  these  are  terrible  mattmv :  but  she  can  now  go  home ;  ske 
shall  have  justice ;  and  as  regards  the  dues,  she  need  only  give  the  baron 
this  letter.  And  now  she  must  make  haste  home>  or  tihe  hndegieem 
will  find  time  hang  heavy  on  his  hands." 

And  as  she  blushed  deeply,  ami  received  the  letter  with  downcast  eyes, 
the  king  added, 

^^  Apropos,  what  is  her  bridegroom's  name  ?" 

^^  Ah  !  your  majesty,"  she  replied,  as  she  became  more  aad  more  eai- 
barrassed,  '*  the  marriage  is  entirely  brc^en  o£  For,  as  the  father  is  in 
doubt  whether  his  son  will  be  appointed  his  assistant,  he'll  not  know 
anything  about  the  marriage." 

"  What's  the  father's  name,  and  what  is  he  ?" 

^'  Weiher,  most  gracious  sire,  and  he  is  a  royal  forester  " 

*^  Well,  I  will  make  some  inquiries  about  horn,  and  if  he  b  an  honest 
feUow,  she  can  ask  the  folk  to  the  wedding-^does  she  understand  me  T 

De%hted,  but  at  the  same  time  asbanied,  the  poor  girl  did  not  know 
what  answer  to  give,  and  comm«u!ed  stammering,  when  the  king  bngh- 
ingly  helped  her  in  her  charming  confusion,  by  saying, 

*<  Well,  well,  she  caa  ge;  or  else,  as  I  said,  her  bridegiDQM  wiU  be 
wishing  her  back." 

It  is  not  necessary  to  state  that  she  did  not  delay  a  moment,  but^  after 
retunmg  her  siaeere  thanks  tothe  generous  gatdeoer  and  hb  brolhli? 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


The  PrtWiher's  Daughter.  897 

aha  ecwamenced  her  jouroey  home  on  the  same  day.  Bui  traToDing  ia 
dKJoe  daya  was  a  todioua  and  laborious  affair.  She  re<)utred  nearly  e^t 
days  to  reach  her  sequestered  village  again,  and  her  first  inquiry,  after 
aitmng  the  rectory,  or  rather  the  barn,'  naturally  was^bout  the  baron.  But 
not  merely  the  mud»  but  the  whole  village,  informed  her  that  he  would 
certainly  become  a  minister,  as  he  had  always  said,  for  he  had  gone  to 
Stettin  that  morning  in  his  best  equipage,  by  royal  order,  and  all  his  house- 
\itM  was  full  of  joy  and  delight. 

Sophie  thought  it  advisaUe  to  keep  silent,  although  the  baroness,  on 
hearii^  of  her  return,  sent  her  compliments,  and  asked  her  ^'  How  old 
Frits  was,  and  what  the  young  lady  had  obtained  from  him  ?" 

She  determined  on  awaiting  the  result,  and  informed  no  one  of  her 
success,  not  even  the  young  forester,  whom  she  saw  the  next  day  walking 
through  the  village  and  looking  towards  the  bam,  but  who  did  not  dare 
to  approach  her,  and  only  met  her,  as  it  were,  accidentally,  on  the  third 
day.     To  his  earnest  entreaties  about  what  she  had  done,  and  if  she  still 
loved  him,  he  received  the  reply,  '*  I  cannot  tell  you,  Mosye  Fritz,  till  yon 
are  appointed  assistant  to  your  father." 
"  What,  are  you  jestmg  with  me  ?*' 
*'  No!  but  I  trust  it  will  soon  hi^pen." 
'*  In  heaven's  name,  what  do  you  mean  ?" 
*•  Take  your  time,  dear  Fritt." 
^  Well,  then,  what  did  you  do  about  the  baron?" 
"  All  in  good  time,  dear  Fritz.     Adye,  forester,  adye  ;"  and  she  ran 
into  the  court-yard  without  another  wonL 

Fritz  did  not  dare  foUow  her,  for  she  had  not  recalled  her  orders;  and 
he  saw  at  the  same  time  that  such  a  proceeding  would  cause  her  great 
pun.  He  satisfied  himself,  therefore,  with  going  at  least  once  to  the 
village  to  peep  into  the  rectory,  and,  at  the  same  time,  inquire  about  the 
baron's  return.  And  the  latter  really  came  back  in  a  few  days,  but  in 
what  a  condition  ?  Groaning  with  pain,  and  invoking  the  most  terrible 
curses  on  the  king  and  the  preacher's  daughter,  he  was  raised  from  his 
eaniage  by  four  servants,  and  carried  into  the  house,  while  his  family  fol- 
lowed him  with  looks  of  horror— someUung  different  from  the  expected 
ministerial  appointment. 

Hie  rumour  of  his  terrible  punishment  in  Stettin  soon  spread  through 
the  village,  as  well  as  the  whole  neighbourhood.  For^although  he  had 
ordered  his  coachman  and  servants,  with  fearful  threats,  not  to  say  a 
word  about  the  chastisement  he  had  received,  and  of  which  they  had  been 
witnesses,  still  his  continued  imprecations  on  the  king,  whom  he  had 
formerly  lauded  to  the  skies,  and  the  preacher's  daughter,  made  the 
rillagers  half  mad  with  excitement,  and  coachman  and  servants  were  com- 
pell^  to  tell,  whether  they  liked  it  or  not. 

The  following  is  old  Father  Frank's  narrative,  who,  a  young  man  of 
about  twenty-five  years  of  age,  drove  his  master  in  the  state  carriage  and 
gold  livery  to  Stettin;  the  others  are  long  smce  dead. 

'^  We  had  scarcely,"  he  stated,  '*  driven  in  a  sharp  trot  up  to  the  gate- 
bouse  at  Stettin,  and  the  baron  had  hardly  mentioned  his  name,  before 
two  under- officers  came  out,  one  of  whom  entered  the  carriage,  and  sat 
by  my -master^s  side,  the  other  mounted  the  box.    The  baron  cursed  and 
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abused  like  a  sparrow,  and  called  the  gatekeeper  to  witiiess  that  a  common 
fellow  had  dared  to  euter  the  Baron  von  L— — 's  carriage.  No  one  took 
any  notice,  however,  and  it  was  not  long  before  the  nnder-officer  bj  my 
8i<k  ordered  me  to  drive  straight  to  the  main  guard-house.  The  carriage 
had  hardly  stopped  before  it,  when  the  guard  assembled  under  arms,  a^ 
the  under-ofBoer  who  sat  in  the  carriage  cried  fix>m  the  window,  '  Lieu- 
tenant, I  have  the  prisoner  with  me.' 

'^  My  master  had  a  eood  deal  to  say,  but  the  officer  would  not  sufier  him 
to  apeaJc,  and  ordered  him  to  be  taken  to  the  guard-room,  and  spend  ^ 
night  there  vrith  the  common  soldiers.  This  did  not  at  all  please  the  baron, 
and  he  repeatedly  cried, '  There  must  be  some  mistake  ;  he  was  the  Baron 

von  L ,  and  a  friend  of  the  king.     The  devil  might  fetch  officer  and 

soldiers ;  he  requested  paper  and  ink  that  he  might  write  to  the  governor.' 
This  was  allowed  him,  and  Carl,  his  servant,  hurried  away  to  the  president 
with  the  letter,  but  no  answer  was  returned. 

''My  master  stopped  in  the  stifling  hole  till  ten  the  next  morning,  when 
I  received  orders  to  put  the  horses  to,  and  drive  in  front  of  the  main 
guard.  This  was  scarce  done  when  the  guard  again  assembled  under 
arms,  and  soon  formed  a  drcle  round  the  baron,  whom  two  corporals  now 
led  out  and  placed  before  a  bundle  of  straw  that  lay  on  the  payement 
A  government  councillor  soon  made  his  appearance,  and,  afi^er  taking  off 
his  hat,  read  an  order  signed  by  old  Fnl^  in  pursuance  of  which  the 

Baron  von  L was  to  be  stripped  of  his  order  "  Pour  le  M^rite,"  before 

the  guard-house  of  Stettin,  and,  in  addition,  receive  forty  blows  with 
the  mu^lnut  stick,  for  ill-treating  the  Pastor  Thtlo  and  his  daughter. 

**  When  my  master  was  about  to  reply,  the  drums  commenced  playing 
the  *  rogue's  march,'  by  order  of  the  officer  on  duty ;  the  government 
councillor  tore  the  order  from  his  neck,  two  under-omcers  threw  him  <m 
the  bundle  of  straw,  and  two  others  began  laying  on  to  him.  They  were 
the  same  who  had  got  into  the  carriage  on  the  previous  day,  and  received 
dog's  thanks  from  the  baron  for  it.  This  they  now  honestly  repaid  hiuL 
My  master  roared,  so  that  it  could  be  heard  above  all  the  drums ;  and 
when  he  had  received  his  punishment,  the  two  under-officers  who  had 
beaten  him  carried  him  to  the  carriage,  placed  hint  in  it,  and  then  said  to 
me,  with  a  laugh,  'Now,  coachman,  drive  home.'" 

Thus  old  Father  Frank  told  the  tragical  story  at  that  day,  and  does 
the  same  now  (my  friend  continued),  and  the  news  spread  like  wiki* 
fire  throughout  the  neighbourhood  No  one  pitied  the  baron,  but  all 
were  delighted  with  the  courageous  preacher's  daughter,  who  behaved, 
however,  as  if  nothing  had  occurred,  and  remained  quietly  at  home. 
When  she  heard,  though,  that  the  baron  was  growing  daily  weaker,  she 

went  to  U ,  and  induced  the  burgomaster  to  deliver  the  royal  letter 

personally  to  the  unfortunate  man.  No  one  ever  learned  its  contents, 
but  the  effect  was  so  powerful,  that  the  dying  baron  immediately  sent  to 
ask  her  whether  she  would  have  the  600  bushels  in  natura  or  in  mooqr, 
according  to  the  average  of  the  last  six  years  ?  As  she  preferred  tae 
latter,  he  commissioned  the  burgomaster  to  pay  her  the  mon^  im- 
mediately, in  the  presence  of  witnesses  at  U  The  next  day  he 
expired. 

But  in  IJbb  instance  Sophie  again  acted  very  deverly.     St»  begged 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Tlu  lYeacber's  Daughter.  299 

the  burgomaster  to  summon  the  forester  Weiher  as  witness,  under  the 
pretence  that  he  had  lately  sworn  by  all  that  was  good  and  great  that 
she  would  never  get  the  money,  and  would  not  be  satisfied  unless  his 
eyes  told  him  the  contrary.  The  real  cause  of  thb  request  lay  deeper^ 
for  how  the  forester  repented  his  sins,  when,  in  a  few  days  afk;er,  the 
hard  crowns  were  counted  out  on  the  table  in.  his  presence,  and  Rector's 
Sophie,  as  he  called  her,  received  the  money  quite  calmly,  paid  no  atten- 
tion to  his  grimaces,  but  made  a  low  curtsey  to  him  on  leaving,  and 
packed  the  heavy  bags,  one  after  the  other,  in  the  carriage,  to  deposit 
them  with  a  clergymaD,  a  cousin  of  hers,  in  the  neighbourhood  At 
that  day  it  was  an  immense  sum,  and  many  a  gentleman  would  not  have 
felt  ashamed  about  doing  a  foolish  trick,  and  courting  Rector's  Sophie 

But  what  were  his  feelings  when,  in  a  few  weeks  after,  he  received  a 
letter  from  the  chief  forester,  with  the  joyful  news  "that  his  majesty 
had  been  pleased,  on  the  intercession  of  Sophie  Thilo,  the  daughter  of 

the  Rector  of  S ,  to  appoint  his  son  his  assistant,  as  he,  the  chief 

forester,  had  represented  him  to  his  majesty  as  a  good  woodman,  and  at 
the  same  time  trusted  that  his  son,  &c.,  ^c." 

Father  and  son  were  highly  ^delighted,  and  all  their  anxiety  was  how 
to  restore  matters  on  the  old  footing  with  Sophie. 

**  You  must  go  first,  Fritz,"  the  old  man  said. 

"  No,  you  must  go  first,  papa,"  said  the  son,  "  for  you  alone  broke  the 
marriage  off." 

The  old  man  scratched  his  head,  and  consented  to  do  it,  but  first  sent 
her  a  cartload  of  dry  beech  fire- wood,  to  get  her  in  a  good  humour. 

In  short,  the  end  may  be  anticipated.  After  Sophie  had  given  the 
old  gentleman  a  proper  lecture,  the  blood  rushed  to  her  face  when  Fritz 
came  creeping  in  half  an  hour  later,  and  stood  bashfully  at  the  door. 

"  Nearer,  nearer,  dear  Fritz,"  she  cried,  as  she  extended  her  arms 
towards  him  ;  and  when  their  emotion  had  subsided,  she  told  them  dr 
cumstantially  all  that  had  occurred  to  her. 

The  memest  possible  marriage  soon  followed,  about  which  old  Father 
Frank  still  has  a  good  deal  to  say  ;  for,  after  the  baron's  death,  he  im* 
mediately  entered  the  forester's  service. 

^*1  never  met,"  my  friend  concluded  his  narrative,  "a  more  hf^y 
and  contented  couple  than  they  were.  They  were  growing  old  when  I 
was  appointed  to  the  rectory  here ;  but,  let  me  visit  them  when  I  would, 
th^  were  always  cheerful,  happy,  and  pious."  .    . 

Thus  much  about  Fritz  the  foi:ester  and  Sophie  Thilo,  whose  modest 
grave  I  visited  during  the  afternoon  with  my  mend,  and  regarded  mib, 
much  interest  They  died  fifteen  years  before,  on  the  same  day,  and 
were  buried  in  one  g^ye.     Fortunate  beings ! 
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BT  SIR  NATHANIEL. 

No.  IV. — Hebbcah  HsLTnxB. 

The  Muses,  it  was  once  alleged  by  Christopher  North,  have  bat 
scantly  patronised  sea^faiinfi^  Terse :  they  have  neglected  ship-bmldingy 
and  deserted  the  dockyards,  —  though  in  Homer's  days  they  kept  a 
private  yacht,  of  v^hich  he  was  detain.  ^'  But  their  attempts  to  re- 
establish anything  like  a  dub,  these  two  thousand  years  or  so,  hive 
miserably  £uled ;  and  they  have  never  quite  recovered  their  nerves  sinoe 
the  loss  of  poor  Falconer,  and  their  disappointment  at  the  ingratitude 
shown  to  Diodin."  And  Sir  Kit  adds,  thkt  though  they  do  indeed  now 
and  then  talk  of  the  *'  deep  blue  sea,"  and  occasionally,  perhaps,  sldm 
over  it  like  sea-plovers,  yet  they  avoid  the  quarter-deck  and  all  its  dis- 
cipline, and  decline  the  dedication  of  the  cat-o' -nine- tails,  in  spite  of 
their  number. 

By  them,  nevertheless,  must  have  been  inspired — ^in  fitful  and  irregu- 
lar Bmatus — some  of  the  prose-poetry  of  Herman  Melville*s  sea-romanoes. 
Ocean  breezes  blow  from  his  tales  of  Atlantic  and  Pacific  cruises.  In- 
stead of  landsman's  grey  goose  quill,  he  seems  to  have  plucked  a  qmll 
from  skimming  ourlew,  or  to  have  snatched  it,  a  fearful  joy,  from 
hovering  albatross,  if  not  from  the  wings  of  the  wind  itself.  The  super- 
stition of  life  on  the  waves  has  no  abler  interpreter,  unequal  and  un- 
disciplined as  he  is — that  superstition  almost  inevitably  engendered 
among  men  who  five,  as  it  has  been  said,  "  under  a  solenm  sense  of 
etemd  danger,  one  inch  only  of  plank  (often  worm-eaten)  between 
themselves  and  the  grave ;  and  who  see  for  ever  one  wilderness  of 
waters."*  His  intimacy  with  the  sights  and  sounds  of  that  wildemesi, 
almost  entitles  him  to  the  reversion  of  the  mystic  ''blue  cloak"  of 
Keats's  submarine  greybeard,  in  which 

-^  ^^"7  ocean  form 
Was  woven  with  a  black  distinctness ;  storm. 
And  calm,  and  whispering,  and  hideous  roar 
Were  emblemM  in  tne  woof ;  with  every  shape 
Tlmt  skims,  or  dives,  or  sleeps  'twixt  cape  and  cape.f 

A  landsman,  somewhere  observes  Mr.  Tuckerman,  can  have  no  con- 
ception of  the  fondness  a  ship  may  inspire,  before  he  listens,  on  a  roooa- 
light  niffht,  amid  the  lonely  sea,  to  the  details  of  her  build  and  workmfli, 
unfolded  by  a  complacent  tar.  Moonlight  and  midseas  are  much,  and  a 
complacent  tar  is  something ;  but  we  <*  calculate"  a  landsman  ccm  get 
some  conception  of  the  true-blue  enthusiasm  in  question,  and  even  oe- 
come  slightly  inoculated  with  it  in  his  own  terra  ^r ma  person,  under 
the  tuition  of  a  Herman  Melrille.  This  graphic  narrator  assures  us,  and 
there  needs  no  additional  witness  to  make  the  assurance  doubly  sure, 
that  his  sea  adventures  have  oflen  served,  when  spun  as  a  yam,  not  only 
to  relieve  the  weariness  of  many  a  night-watch,   but  to  excite  the 

*  Thomas  de  Quinoey.  f  **  £n4yink>n,'*  Book  m. 
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fljmpftihiefl  of  bis  shipmAteg.  Not  iSoal  w«  veuflk  tor  tW  fint 
of  fak  lumog  eKpeneneed  the  achrentvres  in  litend  trath,  or  even  of  ImIh^ 
the  pet  of  the  fo'castle  as  yarn-spi&Der  extraoFdmarj.  But  we  do  moo^ 
niae  in  him  and  in  his  narrativef  (the  earlier  ones,  at  least)  a  ^  eapkal** 
food  of  e¥an  nntold  ^'  intereft,"  «ad  so  richty  y^ed  a  nvgget  of  tk» 
bm  trovato  as  to  *'  take  the  shine  out  of  "  many  a  golden  vera.  Aeaden 
tfaeie  are,  who,  having  been  enchanted  by  a  pennal  of  ^  Typee''  and 
*^  OmoQ,"  hove  tamed  again  and  rent  -^  amthor,  when  they  heaid  a 
ionniae,  or  an  assertion,  that  his  tales  were  more  or  less  imnginsticM, 
Others  there  aore,  and  we  are  of  ^m,  whose  emoyment  of  the  hiatooy 
was  little  affected  by  a  suspicion  of  *1^e  kind  dunag  pemsal  (winch  Stm 
oaa  evade),  or  an  afi&rmotion  of  it  afterwards.  ^'  And  if  a  little  more 
lonaotic  tlian  tmth  may  warrant,  it  will  he  no  harm,"  is  Miles  dof«r- 
dflfe's  m<n«fity,  when  projecting  a  chronicle  of  life  at  Blithedale.  Mibs 
araimm. 

Uie  ta  the  Marquesas  Islandsi — how  attractive  the  theme  in  ^apdbla 
haals  I  And  here  it  was  treated  by  a  anon  ^<  oat  of  the  acdkuoyy''  mh» 
had^eoatriyed,  as  Tennysen  stags, 

To  burst  all  links  of  habit — there  to  wander  far  away, 
On  from  isbnd  unto  island  at  the  gateways  of  the  day. 
l^arger  constellations  burning,  mellow  moons  and  happy  skies, 
fireadths  of  tropic  shade  and  palms  in  duster,  knots  of  Paradise — 
Droops  tlie  heavy-blossomM  bower«  hangs  tbe  heavy-fruited  tree— 
Summer  isles  of  £den  lying  in  dark-purple  spheres  of  sea. 

^  Th»  Marquesas  I  what  stnmge  viuons  of  outlandiih  things,''  -ex* 
dauns  Tommw  himself,  ^'  does  the  ¥ery  name  spir^  up  i  Lovely  hoaris 
— canmbal  banquets — groves  of  cocoa-auts — oond  reefs — tattooed  ehiflfi^ 
and  hamboo  temples;  sonny  valleys  planted  with  bread-fhiit  trees — 
oorved  coaoes  dancing  on  the  flashing  hloe  waten — savage  woodlands 
guarded  by  faonrible  i^ls — heathenish  rites  and  human  saonfices."  And 
then  the  oest  with  wbidi  TomaM  and  Toby,  having  deserted  the  sh^ 
pillage  into  tbe  midst  of  these  oddly  ^assorted  charms — catting  tbeai- 
nbpes  a  pa&  thronah  caae-brakes — living  day  by  day  on  a  stint^  table- 
yscafol  of  '^  a  bam  of  soaked  bread  and  bits  of  tobaooo" — shivering  tib» 
hvekmg  nig^  under  drenching  rain — liraversing  a  fearful  seiies  of  dork 
nkanuiu,  aqiaBated  by  aharp-oiested  pespendicukr  ridges — ^looping  iron 
jneeipioe  above  to  palm-tree  below — ^and  then  their  entvanoe  into  tbe 
T|^  mdky,  and  introduction  to  King  Mehevi,  oad  initiotioa  into 
Tyaee  maimers,  oad  willyHoilly  OKperieuee  of  Tyaee  hospitality.  Memo- 
we  is  tbe  fOBkroit^gallery  of  the  natives  :  Mehevi,  towering  witk 
i^al  digmtgr  above  his  faithful  oooMnons ;  Macnoo,  that  all-inflaeatial 
Pelyaesiaa  ApoUa,  wfaese  tattoobg  was  the  best  meeimen  of  the  Fine 
Arts  in  tbat  region,  and  whose  eloquenoe  wielded  at  will  that  ficaeo 
aothmpc^hagicdaaM;  Marheyo,  patecnal  and  warm4iearted  old  son^, 
&  time-atockea  gioat — and  lus  wife,  Tinor,  genoine  bn^body,  aaost 
notable  aad  eoosetiag  of  housewives,  but  no  termagant  or  eftirew  for  all 
tkat;  and  thetr  adaarabie  son,  Koty*Kory — ^his  face  tattooed  with  each  a 
^  of  pbtered  birds  and  fishes,  that  be  resembled  a  pictorial  moseun 
of  aotaial  historjF,  or  aa  illaaaiaated  c<^  of  Goldsmith's  **  Animated 
Kaftan*— 4md  mose  devotiaa  to  tbe  stnonger  no  time  *eoiiId  wither  aor 
alale.  Ajid  fMor  Fayaway,  eliv»dbsobod  ayn^  with  aareot 
x2 
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blue  eyes  of  placid  yet  unfathomable  depth,  a  child  of  nature  with  easy 
unstudied  graces,  bjreathing  from  iDfancy  an  atmosphere  of  perpetual 
summer — whom,  deserted  by  the  roving  Tommo,  we  are  led  to  compare 
(to  his  prejudice)  with  Frederika  forsaken  by  Goethe— an  episode  in  the 
many-sided  Baron's  life  which  we  have  not  yet  come  to  regard  so  tole- 
rantly as  Mr.  Carlyle. 

**  Omoo,"  the  Kover,  keeps  up  the  spirit  of  "  Typee"  in  a  new 
form.  Nothing  can  be  livelier  man  the  sketches  of  ship  and  shipV 
company.  '*  Brave  Little  Jute,  plump  Littie  Jvle^^  a  very  witch  at 
sailing,  despite  her  crazy  rigging  atd  rotten  bulwarks — blow  high, 
blow  low,  always  ready  for  the  breeze,  and  making  you  forget  her 
patched  sails  and  blistered  hull  when  she  was  dashing  the  waves 
from  her  prow,  and  prancing,  and  pawing  the  sea — flying  before  the 
wind — rolling  now  and  then,  to  be  sure,  but  in  very  playfulness — with 
spars  erect,  looking  right  up  into  the  wind's  eye,  the  pride  of  her  crew ; 
albeit  they  had  their  misgivings  that  this  playful  craft,  like  some 
vivacious  old  mortal  all  at  once  sinking  into  a  decline,  might,  some  dark 
night,  spring  a  leak,  and  carry  them  all  to  the  bottom.  The  Captain, 
or  "  Miss  Guy,"— essentially  a  cockney,  and  no  more  meant  for  the  sea 
than  a  hairdresser.  The  bluff  mate,  John  Jermin,  with  his  squinting  eye, 
and  rakishly-twisted  nose,  and  grey  ringleted  bullet  head,  and  generally 

Sugp[iacious  looks,  but  with  a  heart  as  big  as  a  bullock — obstreperous  in 
is  cups,  and  always  for  having  a  fight,  but  loved  as  a  brother  by  the 
very  men  he  flogged,  for  his  irresistibly  good-natured  way  of  knocking 
them  down.  The  ship*s  carpenter,  "  Chips,"  ironically  styled  "  Beauty" 
on  strict  lucus  cL  non  lucendo  principles —as  ugly  in  temper  as  in  visage* 
Bungs,  the  cooper,  a  man  after  a  bar-keeper's  own  heart ;  who,  when  he 
felt,  as  he  said,  *^  just  about  right,"  was  characterised  by  a  free  lurch  in 
his  gait,  a  queer  way  of  hitching  up  his  waistbands,  and  looking  un- 
necessarily steady  at  you  when  speaking.  Bembo,  the  harpooner,  a 
dark,  moody  savage— none  of  your  effeminate  barbarians,  but  a  shaggy- 
browed,  glaring-eyed,  crisp-haired  fellow,  under  whose  swart,  tattooed 
skin  the  muscles  worked  like  steel  rods.  Rope  Yam,  or  Ropey,  the- 
podr  distraught  land-lubber — a  forlorn,  stunted,  hook-visaged  creature, 
erst  a  journeyman  baker  in  Holbom,  with  a  soft  and  underdone  heart, 
whom  a  kind  word  made  a  fool  of.  And,  best  of  all,  Doctor  Long 
Ghost,  a  six-feet  tower  of  bones,  who  quotes  Virgil,  talks  of  Hobbea  d^ 
Malmesbury,  and  repeats  poetry  by  the  canto,  especially  ^*  Hudibras ;"  and 
who  sings  mellow  old  songs,  in  a  voice  so  round  and  racy,  the  real  juice 
of  sound ;  and  who  has  seen  the  world  from  so  many  angles,  the  acute  (^ 
civilisation  and  the  obtuse  of  savagedom  ;  and  who  b  as  inventive  as  he 
is  incurable  in  the  matter  of  practical  jokes — all  effervescent  with  animal 
spbits  and  tricksy  good-humour.  Of  the  Tahiti  folks,  Captain  Bob  is 
an  amusing  personage,  a  corpulent  giant,  of  three-alderman-power  in 
gormandising  feats,  and  so  are  Po-po  and  his  family,  and  the  iireve- 
rently-ridiculed  court  of  Queen  Pomare.  It  is  uncomfortable  to  be 
assuKd  in  *the  pre&ce,  that  ^  in  every  statement  connected  with  mis- 
sionaiy  operations,  a  strict  adherence  to  £acts  has,  of  course,  been 
scrupulously  observed" — and  the  satirist's  rather  flippant  air  in  treating 
thb  subject  makes  his  protestation  not  unnecessary,  that  '^  nothing  bat 
an  earnest  desire  for  truth  and  good  has  led  him  to  touch  opoa  it  at 
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alL"  NeTertheless,  there  is  mournful  emphasis  in  these  reyelations  of 
rmckonaree  progress — and  too  much  reason  to  accept  the  tenor  of  his 
remarks  as  correct,  and  to  bewail  the  inapplicability  to  modem  mission- 
aries in  general,  of  Wordsworth's  lines — 

Rich  conquest  waits  them  : — tlie  tempestuous  sea 
Of  Ignorance,  that  ran  so  rough  and  high 
These  good  men  humble  by  a  few  bare  words, 
And  calm  with  awe  of  Goas  divinity. 

For  does  not  even  so  unexceptionable  a  pillar  of  orthodoxy  as  Sir  Archi- 
bald Alison,  express  doubt  as  to  the  promise  of  Missions,  in  relation  to 
any  but  European  ethnology  ?  affirming,  indeed,*  that  had  Christianity 
been  adapted  to  man  in  his  rude  and  primeval  state,  it  would  have  been 
revealed  at  an  earlier  period,  and  would  have  appeared  in  the  age  of 
Moses,  not  in  that  of  Caesar: — a  dogmatic  assertion,  by  the  way,  highly 
characteristic  of  the  somewhat  peremptory  baronet,  and  not  very  har- 
monious, either  in  letter  or  spirit,  with  the  broad  text  on  which  world- 
wide missionary  enterprise  is  founded,  and  for  which  Sir  Archibald  must 
sorely  have  an  ethnic  gloss  of  his  own  private  interpretation :  TLoptvOfvTts 
fia$rp^v<raT€  ircarra  ra  iByrj. 

But  to  Mr.  Melville.     And  in  a  new,  and  not  improved  aspect.     JSxit 
Omoo;  enter  Mardi.    And  the  cry  is,  Heu  !  quantum  mutatus  ab  illo — 

Alas,  how  changed  from  him, 
This  vein  of  Ercles,  and  this  soul  of  whim— 

changed  enough  to  threaten  an  exeunt  omnes  of  his  quondam  admirers. 
The  first  part  of  "  Mardi"  is  worthy  of  its  antecedents ;  but  too  soon  we 
are  hurried  whither  we  would  not,  and  subjected  to  the  caprices,  velut 
«^'  somnia,  of  one  who,  of  malice  aforethought, 

Delphinum  silvis  appingit,  fluctibus  aprum — 

the  kst  clause  signifying  that  he  bores  us  with  his  ''  sea  of  troubles,'' 
and  provokes  us  to  take  arms  against,  and  (if  possible)  by  opposing,  end 
them.  Yet  do  some  prefer  his  new  shade  of  marine  blue,  and  exult  in 
this  his  ''  sea-chanee  into  something  rich  and  strange."  And  the  author 
of  **  Nile  Notes"  defines  **  Mardi,"  as  a  whole,  to  be  unrhymed  poetry, 
rhythmical  and  measured — the  swell  of  its  sentences  having  a  low,  lap- 
ping cadence,  like  the  dip  of  the  sun-stilled.  Pacific  waves, — and  some- 
times the  grave  music  of  Bacon's  Essays !  Thou  wert  right,  O  Howadji, 
to  add,  *'  Who  but  an  American  could  have  written  them."  Alas,  Cis- 
Atlantic  criticism  compared  them  to  Foote's  "  What,  no  soap  ?  So  he 
died,  and  she  very  imprudently  married  the  barber," — with  the  wedding 
eonoomitants  of  the  Picninnies  and  Great  Panjandrum  and  gunpowder- 
Heeled  terpsichorics — Foote  being,  moreover,  preferred  to  Melville,  on  the 
wore  of  superiority  in  sense,  diversion,  and  brevity.  Nevertheless,  subse- 
quent productions  have  proved  the  author  of  *'  Mardi"  to  plume  himself  on 
hit  craze,  and  love  to  have  it  so.  And  what  will  he  do  in  the  end  thereof? 
In  tone  and  taste  "  Redburn"  was  an  improvement  upon  "  Mardi,"  but 
was  as  deficient  as  the  latter  was  overfraught  with  romance  and  adveu> 
ture.     Whether  fiction  or  fact,  this  narrative  of  the  first  voyage  of  Wel- 

♦  See  "  Alison's  History  of  Europe*'  (New  Series),  voL  i.,  p.  74. 
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]ingl>oTougk  RMHmm,*  a  New  Yoric  iii«rehaht'8  son,  as)  taikr-boy  m  a 
merehaiit-Tesflel,  is  evan  prosy,  bald,  and  eventlew;  anA  woold  m  dbH 
beyond  redemption,  ai  a  etory,  were  not  tbe  aathor  g^iftecf  widi  a  tcmti- 
nising  gaze,  and  a  habit  of  taking  notes  as  welt  as  '<  pJlrentiBg^  tk«B, 
wbich  ensures  his  readers  against  absolute  common-place.  \  It  is  true,  he 
more  than  once  plunges  into  episodic  extravaganzas — such  as  the  gam- 
bling-house  frenzy  of  Harry  Bolton — but  these  are,  in  effect,  the  dullest 
of  all  his  moods ;  and  tend  to  prodnce,  what  surely  they  are  "inspired  by, 
Hue  devils.  Nor  is  he  over  chary  of  introducing  the  repulsive, — notwith* 
standing  his  disclaimer,  ^  Such  is  the  fastidiousness  of  some  readers,  that, 
many  times,  they  must  lose  the  most  striking  incidents  in  a  narrative  like 
mine  -."f  for  not  only  some,  but  most  readers,  are  too  fastidbus  to  enjoy 
such  scenes  as  that  of  the  starving,  dying  mother  and  children  in  a  Liver- 
pool cellar,  and  that  of  the  dead  mariner,  from  whose  lips  darted  out, 
when  the  light  touched  them,  "  threads  of  greenish  fire,  like  a  foiked 
tongue,"  till  the  cadavetous  face  was  "  crawled  over  by  a  swarm  of  worm- 
like flames'* — a  hideous  picture,  as  deserving  of  a  letter  of  remonstrance 
on  aesthetic  grounds,  as  Mr.  Dickens'  spontaneous  combustion  case 
(Krook)  on  physical. f  Apart  from  these  exceptions,  the  experiences  of 
Redburn  during  his  **  first  voyage"  are  singularly  free  from  excitement, 
and  even  incident.  We  have  one  or  two  "  marine  views"  happily  done, 
though  not  in  the  artist's  ver?/  happiest  style.  The  picture  of  a  wreck 
may  be  referred  to— that  of  a  dismantled,  water-logged  schooner,  that 
had  been  drifting  about  for  weeks  ;  her  bulwarks  all  but  gone — the  bare 
stanchions,  or  posts,  left  standing  here  and  there,  splitting  in  two  the 
waves  which  broke  clear  over  the  deck — her  open  main -hatchway  yawn- 
ing into  view  every  time  she  rolled  in  the  trough  of  the  sea,  and  sub- 
merged again,  with  a  rushing,  gurgling  sound  of  many  wacera ;  the  relic 
of  a  jacket  nailed  atop  of  the  broken  mainmast,  for  a  signal ;  and,  sad, 
stem  sight — most  strange  and  most  unnatural — "three  dark,  green, 
wrassy  objects,"  lashed,  and  leaning  over  sideways  against  the  taSrail — 
slowly  swaying  with  every  roll,  but  otherwise  motionless !  There  is  a 
spirited  sketch,  too,  of  the  sailor-hoy's  first  ascent  to  "  loose  the  main- 
skysail" — not  daring  to  look  down,  but  keeping  his  eyes  glued  to  the 
shrouds— panting  and  breathing  hard  before  he  is  half-way  up — reaching: 
the  "  Jacob's  ladder,"  and  at  last,  to  his  own  amazement,  finding  himself 
hanging  on  the  skysail  yard,  holding  on  might  and  main  to  the  mast, 
and  curling  his  feet  round  the  rigging,  as  if  they  were  another  pair  of 
hands;  thence  gazing  at  length,  mute  and  awe-stricken,  on  the  dark 
midnight  sea  beneath,  which  looks  like  a  great,  black  gulf,  hemmed  in 
all  round  by  beetling  black  cliffs — the  ship  below,  seeming  bke  a  long 
narrow  plank  in  the  water — the  boy  above,  seeming  in  utter  loneliness  to 
tread  the  swart  night  clouds,  and  every  second  expecting  to  find  himself 
falling — filing — falling,  as  he  used  to  feel  when  the  nightmare  was  on 
him.  Redbnm  managed  his  first  ascent  deftly,  and  describes  it  admirably. 
Sip  Nathaniel,  indeed,  never  has  been  sedentary  dwi  wicros  on  a  main  sky- 
sail  ;  but  he  is  pretty  sure,  from  these  presents,  that  Mr.  Melville  has. 

*  The  hero  himself  is  a  sort  of  amalgam  of  Perceval  Eeene  and  Fettr  Simpk— 
the  keenness  strangely  antedating  the  simplicity, 
t  •*  Redbum,"  vol.  ii.,  ch.  27. 
i  See  G.  H.  Lewes'  Two  Letters. 
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E^^mUj  8«re^  in  his  own  case,  is  Sir  N^  that  hml  he  attained  that  0ddj( 
emuMDoe^  not  only  should  he  have  expected  to  find  himself  falling— 
fidlingt— £&lling,  hut  would  have  found  himself,  or  heen  found,  fallen : 
which  Redburn  was  not.  Gallant  boy-^clear-headed,  light-hearted,  fast- 
handed^  nimble-footed! — he  deserved  to  reach  the  top  of  the  tree,  and« 
having  reached,  to  enjoy  the  sweet  peril,  like  blossom  that  hangs  on  the 
boogh :  and  that  in  time  he  did  come  to  enjoy  it  we  find  from  his  record 
of  the  wild  delirium  there  is  about  it — the  line  rudlung  of  the  blood  about 
the  heart — the  glad  thrilling  and  throbbing  of  the  whole  system,  to  find 
yourself  tossed  up  at  every  pitch  into  the  clouds  of  a  stormy  sky,  and 
hovering  like  a  judgment  angel  between  heaven  and  earth ;  both  hands 
free,  with  one  foot  in  the  ngging,  and  one  somewhere  behind  you  in 
the  air. 

The  crew,  agsun,  are  sketched  by  a  true  draughtsman — ^though  one 
niissea   the   breadth  and  finish  of  his    corresponding   descriptions  in 
"  Omoo."     There  is  Captain  Riga,  all  soft- sawder  ashore,  all  vinegar 
and  mustard  at  sea~a  gay  Lothario  of  all  inexperienced,  sea-going 
youths,  from  the  capital  or  the  country — who  condoles  and  sympathises 
with  them  in  dock,  but  whom  they  will  not  know  again  when  he  gets 
out  of  sight  of  land,  and  mounts  his  cast-off  clothes,  and  adjusts  his 
character  to  the  shabbiness  of  his  coat,  and  holds  the  perplexed  lads  a 
little  better  than  his  boots,  and  will  no  more  think  of  addressing  them 
than  of  invoking  wooden  Donald,  the  figure-head  at  the  ship*s  bows. 
There  is  Jackson — a  meagre,  consumptive,  overbearing  bully — squinting, 
broken-nosed,  rheumatic — the  weakest  body  and  strongest  will  on  board 
— *'  one  glance  of  whose  squmting  eye  was  as  good  as  a  knock-down, 
for  it  was  the  most  subtle,  deep,  infernal-looking  eye  ever  lodged  in  a 
homan  head,"  and  must  have  once  belonged  to  a  wolf,  or  starved  tiger,— 
no  oculist  could  ever  '*  turn  out  a  glass  eye  half  so  cold,  and  snaky,  and 
deadly'* — fit  symbol  of  a  man  who,  "  though  he  could  not  read  a  word> 
was  spontaneously  an  atheist,"  and  who,  during  the  long  night-watches,, 
would  enter  into  arguments  to  prove   that  there  was  nothing   to  be- 
believed,  or  loved,  or  worth  living  for,  but  everything  to  be  hated,  in  the- 
wide  world  :  in  short,  "  a  Cain  afloat ;  branded  on  his  yellow  brow  with 
some  inscrutable  curse  ;  and  going  about  corrupting  and  searing  every 
heart  that  beat  near  him."     There  is  Jack  Blunt,  the  **  Irish  Cockney, 
with  his  round  face  like  a  walrus,  and  his  stumpy  figure  like  a  porpoise 
standing  on  end — full  of  dreams  and  marine  romance — singing  songs 
about  susceptible  mermaids — and  holding  fast  a  comfortable  creed  that 
all  sailors   are  saved,   having  plenty  of  squalls  here  below,   but   fair 
^"^eather  alofb.     There  is  Larry,  the  whaleman,  or  "  blubber-boiler,"  ever 
extolKng  the  delights  of  the  free  and  easy  Indian  Ocean,  and  deprecating 
ovilised  life,  or,  as  he  styles  it,  "  snivelisation,"  which  has  "  spiled  him. 
complete,  when   he  might  have   been   a   great   man  in  Madagasky."^ 
There  is  Dutch  Max,  stolid  and  seemingly  respectable,  but  a  systema^c 
hi- (if  not  poIy-)gamist.     And  there  is  the  black  cook,  serious,  meta- 
physical, "and  given  to  talk  about  original  sin'* — sitting  all  Sunday 
mommg   over    iiis    boiling  pots,    and    reading    gprease-spotted    good 
^woks;  yet    tempted   to  use   some   bad   language   occasionally,  when 
the  sea  dashes  into  his  stove,  of  cold,  wet,  stormy  momiags.     And, 
to  conclude,  there  is  the  steward,  a  dandy  mulatto,  yclept  Lavendnr ; 
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formerly  a  barber  in  West-Broadway,  and  still  redolent  of  Cologne 
water  and  relics  of  his  stock-in-trade  there  —  a  sentimental  daiicj, 
fond  of  reading  "  Charlotte  Temple/'  and  carrying  a  lode  of  fiizded 
hair  in  his  waistcoat  pocket,  which  he  volunteers  to  show  you,  with  hb 
handkerchief  to  his  eyes.  Mr.  Melville  is  perfectly  aufaU  in  nautical 
characterisation  of  this  kind,  and  as  thoroughly  vapid  when  essajring 
revelations  of  English  aristocratic  life,  and  rhapsodies  about  Italian 
organ-boys,  whose  broken  English  resembles  a  mixture  of  ''the  potent 
wine  of  Oporto  with  some  delicious  syrup,"  and  who  discourse  tran- 
scendentaJly  and  ravishingly  about  their  mission,  and  impel  the  author  to 
affirm  that  a  Jew's-harp  hath  power  to  awaken  all  the  fairies  in  our  sool, 
and  make  them  dance  there,  ''  as  on  a  moonlit  sward  of  violets  ;''  and 
that  there  is  no  humblest  thing  with  music  in  it,  not  a  fife,  not  a  negro- 
fiddle,  that  is  not  to  be  reverenced*  as  much  as  the  grandest  organ  that 
ever  rolled  its  flood-tide  of  harmony  down  a  cathedral  nave  !  What 
will  Mr.  Melville  think  of  our  taste,  when  we  own  to  a  delight  in  the 
cathedral  organ,  but  also  to  an  incurable  irreverence  towards  street-organ, 
vagprant  fiddle,  and  perambulatory  fife  ? — against  which  we  have  a  habit  of 
shutting  the  window,  and  retiring  to  a  back  room.  That  we  are  moved 
by  their  concord  of  sweet  sounds,  we  allow ;  but  it  is  to  a  wish  that  tkey 
would  ''  move  on,"  and  sometimes  to  a  mental  invocation  of  the  police. 
Whence,  possibly,  Mr.  Melville  will  infer,  on  Shakspearian  authority, 
that  we  are  meet  only  for 

Treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils  ; 
and  will  demand,  quoad  our  critical  taste. 

Let  no  such  man  be  trusted. 
Next  came  "  White  Jacket ;  or,  the  World  in  a  Man-of-War."  The 
^eto*s  soubriquet  is  derived  from  his — shirtj  or  **  white  duck  frock,"  his 
•only  wrap-rascal— a  garment  patched  with  old  socks  and  old  trouser-legs, 
^l)edarned  and  bequilted  till  stiff  as  King  James's  cotton-stuffed  and 
^dagger-proof  doublet  —  provided,  moreover  with  a  great  variety  of 
pockets,  pantries,  clothes-presses,  and  cupboards,  and  "several  unseep 
Tecesses  behind  the  arras," — insomuch,  exclaims  the  proud,  glad  owner, 
-**  that  my  jacket,  like  an  old  castle,  was  full  of  winding:  stairs,  and  mys- 
terious closets,  cr}^pts,  and  cabinets ;  and  like  a  confidential  writing- 
desk,  abounded  in  snug  little  out-of-the-way  lairs  and  hiding-places,  for 
the  storage  of  valuables."  The  adventures  of  the  adventurous  proprie- 
tor of  this  encyclopaedic  toga,  this  cheap  magazine  of  a  coat,  are  detailed 
with  that  eager  vivacity,  and  sometimes  that  unlicensed  extravagance, 
which  are  characteristic  of  the  scribe.  Some  of  the  sea-pictures  arc 
worthy  of  his  highest  mood — when  a  fine  imagination  over-rides  and 
represses  the  chaos  of  a  wanton  fancy.  Give  him  to  describe  a  storm  oa 
the  wide  waters — the  gallant  ship  labouring  for  life  and  against  hope — 
athe  gigantic  masts  snapping  almost  under  the  strain  of  the  top-sails---the 
•ship's  bell  dismally  tolling,  and  this  at  murk  midnight — the  rampant 
^billows  curling  their  crests  in  triumph — the  gale  flattening  the  mariners 
.against  the  rigging  as  they  toil  upwards,  while  a  hurricane  of  slaotiBg 

♦  No  parallel  passage  is  that  fine  saying  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne  in  •*Beligi<' 
Medici,"a,9.  .       . 
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dleet  and  hail  pelts  them  in  savage  wrath :  and  he  will  thrill  as  quiet 
landsmen  who  dwell  at  home  at  ease. 

For  8o  snccessful  a  trader  in  *'  marine  stores**  as  Mr.  Melville,  ^  The 
Whale"  seemed  a  speculation  every  way  hig  with  promise.     From  such  a 
master  of  his  harpoon  might  have  heen  expected  a  prodigious  hit.    There 
was  about  bluhher  and  spermaceti  something  unctuously  suggestive,  with 
him  for  whaleman.     And  his  three  volumes  entitled  "  The  Whale  **  un- 
doubtedly contain  much  vigorous  description,  much  wild  power,  many 
striking  details.     But  the  effect  is  distressingly  marred  throughout  by  an 
extravag^t  treatment  of  the  subject.     The  style  is  maniacal — mad  as  a 
March  hare — ^mowing,  gibbering,  screaming,  like  an  incurable  Bedlamite, 
reckless  of  keeper  or  strait- waistcoat.     Now  it  vaults  on  stilts,  and  per- 
forms Bombastes  Futioso  with  contortions  of  Bgure,  and  straining  strides, 
and  swashbuckler  fustian,  far  beyond  Pistol  in  that  Ancient's  happiest 
mood.     Now  it  is  seized  with  spasms,  acute  and  convulsive  enough  to 
excite  bewilderment  in  all  beholders.     When  he  pleases,  Mr.  Melville 
can  be  so  lucid,  straightforward,  hearty,  and  unaffected,  and  displays  so 
unmistakable  a  shrewdness,  and  satirical  sense  of  the  ridiculous,  that  it 
is  hard  to  suppose  that  he  can  have  indited  the  rhodomoutade  to  which 
we  allude.     Surely  the  man  is  a  Doppelganger — a  dual  number  incar- 
nate (singular  though  he  be,  in  and  out  of  all  conscience) : — surely  he  is 
two  single  gentlemen  rolled  into  one,  but  retaining  their  respective  idio- 
syncrasies— ^the  one  sensible,  sagacious,  observant,  graphic,  and  producing 
admirable  matter — ^the  other  maundering,  drivelling,  subject  to  paroxysms, 
cramps,  and  total  collapse,  and  penning  exceeding  many  pages  of  un- 
accountable '*  bosh."     So  that  in  tackling  every  new  chapter,  one  is  dis- 
posed to  question  it  beforehand,  "  Under  which  king,  Bezonian  ?" — ^the 
sane  or  the  insane  ;  the  constitutional  and  legitimate,  or  the  absolute  and 
nsnrping  ?   Writing  of  Leviathan,  he  exclaims,  "  Unconsciously  my  chi- 
rography  expands  into  placard  capitals.     Give  me  a  condor's  quill !  Give 
me  Vesuvius'  crater  for  an  inkstand !    Friends,  hold  my  arms  !      Oh  that 
His  friends  had  obeyed  that  summons !  They  might  have  saved  society 
^m  a  huge  dose  of  hyperbolical  slang,   maudlin  sentimentalism,  and 
tragi*comic  bubble  and  squeak. 

His  Yankeeisms  are  plentiful  as  blackberries.  "  I  am  tormented," 
quoth  he,  "  with  an  everlasting  itch  for  things  remote.*'  Remote,  too 
frequently,  from  good  taste,  good  manners,  and  good  sense.  We  need 
not  pause  at  such  expressions  as  "  looking  a  sort  of  diabolically  funny  ;" 
— "  bee^teaks  done  rare  ;" — "  a  speechlessly  quick  chaotic  bundling  of  a 
man  into  eternity ;" — "  bidding  adieu  to  circumspect  life,  to  exist  only  in 
a  delirious  throb."  But  why  wax  fast  and  furious  in  a  thousand  such 
paragraphs  as  these  : — "  In  landlessness  alone  resides  the  highest  truth, 
mdefinite  as  the  Almighty  ....  Take  heart,  take  heart,  O  Bulkington ! 
Bear  thee  grimly,  demi-god !  Up  from  the  spray  of  thy  ocean  -perishing 
— straight  up,  leaps  thy  apotheosis !" — "  Thou  [sciL  Spirit  of  Equality] 
peat  God !  who  didst  not  refuse  to  the  swart  convict,  Bunyan,  the  pale, 
poetic  pearl;  Thou  who  didst  clothe  with  doubly  hammered  leaves  of 
finest  gold  the  stumped  and  paupered  arm  of  old  Cervantes  ;  Thou  who 
wdat  pick  up  Andrew  Jackson  from  the  pebbles ;  who  didst  hurl  him  upon 
*  war-horse  ;  who  didst  thunder  him  higher  than  a  throne !" — "  If  such 
A  fiirioas  trope  may  stand,  his  [Capt  Ahab's]  special  lunacy  stormed  his 
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general  sanity,  and  cam«d  it,  and  tarned  all  its  oonoontrated  cansoa 
upon  its  own  mad  mark  ....  then  it  was,  that  his  torn  body  and  gashed 
soul  bled  into  one  another  ;  and  so  interfusing  made  him  road." — ''  And 
the  mis^vroerman,  Wisdom,  revealed  [to  a  diving  negro]  his  hoarded 
heaps ;  and  among  the  joyous,  heartless,  ever-juvenile  eternities,  Pijp  saw 
the  multitudinous,  God-onmipresent,  coral  insects,  that  out  of  Uie  nrina- 
ment  of  waters  heaved  the  colossal  orbs.  He  saw  God's  foot  upon  the 
treadle  of  the  loom,  and  spoke  it ;  and  therefore  his  shipmates  called  him 
mad." 

The  story  itself  is  a  strange,  wild,  furibond  thing — about  Captain 
Ahab's  vow  of  revenge  against  one  Moby  Dick.  And  who  is  Moby 
Dick  ?  A  fellow  of  a  whale,  who  has  made  free  with  the  captain's  leg ; 
so  that  the  captain  now  stumps  on  ivory,  and  goes  circumnavigating  the 
globe  in  quest  of  the  old  of&nder,  and  raves  by  the  hour  in  a  lingo  bor- 
rowed from  Rabelais,  Carlyle,  Emerson,  newspapers  transceu dental  and 
transatlantic,  and  the  magnificent  proems  of  our  Christmas  pantomimes. 
Captun  Ahab  is  introduced  with  prodigious  efFcnrts  at  preparation  ;  and 
there  is  really  no  lack  of  rude  power  and  character  about  his  presentment — 
spoiled,  however,  by  the  Cambyses'  vein  in  which  he  dissipates  his  vigour. 
His  portrait  is  striking — looking  '^  like  a  man  cut  away  from  the  stake, 
when  the  Gre  haa  overrunningly  wasted  all  the  limbs  without  consuming 
them,  or  taldng  away  one  particle  from  their  compacted  aged  robust- 
ness"— a  man  with  a  brow  gaunt  and  ribbed,  like  tiie  black  sand  beach 
after  some  stormy  tide  has  been  gnawiog  it,  without  being  able  to  drag 
the  firm  thing  horn  its  place.  Ever  since  his  fell  encounter  with  Moby 
Dick,  this  impassioned  veteran  has  cherished  a  wild  vindictiveness  against 
the  whale,  frantically  identifying  with  him  not  only  all  his  bodily  woes, 
but  all  his  feelings  of  exasperation — so  that  the  White  Whale  swims 
before  him  *^  as  the  monomaniac  incarnation  of  all  those  malicious 
agencies  which  some  deep  men  feel  eating  in  them,  till  they  are  left 
living  on  with  half  a  heart  and  half  a  lung/'  The  amiable  cannibal 
Queequeg  occasions  some  stirring  and  some  humorous  scenes,  and  is 
probably  the  most  reasonable  and  cultivated  creature  of  the  ship's  com- 
pany. Starbuck  and  Stubb  are  both  tiresome,  in  different  ways.  The 
book  is  rich  with  facts  connected  with  the  natural  history  of  the  whale, 
and  the  whole  art  and  process  of  whaling ;  and  with  spirited  descriptions 
of  that  process,  which  betray  an  intense  straining  at  effect  The  climai 
of  the  three  days'  chase  after  Moby  Dick  is  highly  wrought  and  sternly 
exciting — but  the  catastrophe,  in  its  whirl  of  waters  and  fancies,  resem- 
bles one  of  Turner's  later  neb'ilous  transgressions  in  gamboge. 

Speaking  of  the  passengers  on  board  Redbum's  ship  Highlandery  Mr. 
Melville  significantly  and  curtly  observes,  "  As  for  the  ladies,  I  hare 
nothing  to  say  concerning  them  ;  for  ladies  are  like  creeds ;  if  you  cannot 
speak  well  of  them,  say  nothing."  He  will  pardon  us  for  including  in 
this  somewhat  arbitrary  classification  of  forms  of  beauty  and  fonns  of 
faith,  his  own,  last,  suid  worst  production,  *'  Pierre;  or,  the  Ambi- 
guities." 

O  author  of  "  Typee"  and  "  Omoo,"  we  admire  so  cocdially  the 
proven  ci^Nicity  of  your  pen,  that  we  entreat  you  to  doff  the  '*  noa- 
natoral  sense"  of  your  late  lucubradons— to  put  off  your  worser  self— «d« 
to  do  your  better,  real  sel^  that  justice  which  its  *^  potentiality"  deserves. 
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REMINISCENCES  OF  PARIS. 

Bismi  DB  Yaux,  whoaa  name  we  mentioiied  in  a  previous  aneodetev 
was  ihe  aeeond  brother  of  Berdn  Vo^.y  the  ostensible  editor  of  the 
Jdfumal  4sb$  Dehats ;  and  the  mention  of  his  name  induces  us  to  give 
some  aceonnft  of  the  rise  and  prog*res8  of  that  paper.  Our  authoress  was 
a  vtrj  intimate  friend  ci  Bertin  de  Yaux,  and  was,  of  course,  initiated 
into  idl  the  mysteries  of  the  fomilj.  We  need  only  call  over  the  Bede 
roll  of  the  authors  she  met  at  the  editor's  house,  many  of  whom  were 
eoitributors^  to  show  what  that  paper  was  in  the  palmy  days  of  1827. 
Guizot,  Casimir  Perrier,  Sebastian!,  Mo]6,  Sequier,  rasquier,  Dupin 
ralfte,  Lacratelle,  St  Marc  Girardin^  Yillemain,  Martignac,  Salvandy, 
Mauguin,  Jules  Janin,  and  Thiers  (1830),  formed  the  nucleus  of  this 
most  illustrious  circle. 

Bertin  I'aine  was  one  of  the  first  originators  of  this  paper,  and  carried 
M  its  management  for  more  than  forty  years,  though  with  various  in- 
terrtiptions.     He  was  intended  for  a  priest  by  his  father,  who  was  secre* 
tirj  to  the  Due  de  Choiseuil,  but  felt  such  repugnance  against  it  that  ne 
could  not  reconcile  it  with  his  conscience.     He  determined  to  enter  the 
Geodarmerie  Roy  ale,  when  the  events  of  1789  overturned  Church  and 
State  at  the  same  time.     Bertin  was  led  away  by  the  current,  but  he 
tonied  from  the  tyrannical  liberty,  after  he  had  been  an  eye-witness  of 
tbe  most  horrible  excesses.     As  soon  as  the  press  again  aequired  a  slight 
Appearance  of  freedom,  he  openly  commenced  war  against  the  anarchical 
pttrty,  by  publishing  a  newspaper  called  UEelair,     In  it  he  uttered  his 
sentiments  without   reserve.     At  that  time  there  was  no   actual  law 
against  misuse  of  the  press,  but  through  the  unlimited  power  of  the 
wpadly  succeeding  authorities,  newspapers  were  frequently  stopped,  and 
tte  proprietors  arrested.     On  the   18th  Fructidor,  on  which  day  the 
IHrectory  tried  to  assert  its  double  power  over  the  legislative  assembly 
and  the  press^  Bertin  was  in  considerable  danger.     No  less  than  forty - 
two  proprietors  and  editors  of  newspapers  were  condemned  to  trans- 
portation, and  Bertin  Vaxne  had  great  difficulty  in  escaping  from  the 
»me  fiite.     When  the  clouds  had  drawn  over,  he  enjoyed  peace  for  a 
fitde  while.     In  a  few  years,   however,  fresh  difficulties  arose,  for  the 
press  had  now  an  equally  dangerous  and  talented  enemy  in  the  hero  of 
^  13th  Yendemiure,  who  was  destined  to  become  tbe  mightiest  of  the 
"eighty. 

One  morning  the  first  consul  annoanced,  in.  a  few  words,  by  placards 
w»  the  walk  of  Paris,  that  several  journals  were  entirely  suspended, 
•■wng  them  being  Bertin's  L^ Eclair,  The  blow  was  the  severer,  as 
"^n  now  felt  that  the  career  of  a  journalist  was  the  sole  one  that 
wed  hb  wants  and  wishes.  It  was  requisite,  therefore,  to  look  out  for 
^<^  other  paper,  and  pre-eminently  one  that  was  little  known,  lest  it 
''^t  immediately  excite  un^dejisant  attention. 

^A  few  months  later,  about  the  dose  of  the  year  1799,  Bertin,  with  his 
°^er  De  Yaux  and  a  few  others,  completed  the  purehase  of  a  paper^ 
^«ch  was  fbcmded  in  1789,  and  co&fined  itself  to  publishing  the  debates 
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and  decrees  of  the  authorities.  The  brothers  Bertin,  as  well  as  their 
assoctis,  considered  it  a  very  hazardous  step  when  thej  purchased  this 
paper  for  20,000  francs.  A  word  from  the  first  consul,  and  the  journal 
wluch,  through  the  talent  of  its  proprietors,  soon  gained  the  favour  d 
the  public,  would  hare  been  suppressed.  As  it  was,  the  journal  was 
forced  to  exist  for  some  time  without  its  chef,  Bertin  was  suspected  of 
being  implicated  in  a  conspiracy  in  farour  of  royalty,  and  taken  to  the 
Temple.  Although  it  does  not  appear  that  he  was  convicted  of  anj 
actutd  crime,  for  he  was  neither  tried  nor  was  his  imprisonment  severe, 
still  he  remained  in  prison  during  the  whole  of  the  year  1800,  which  did 
not  prevent  him  from  exercising  a  moral  in6uence  on  the  literary  portion 
of  the  paper,  and  feeling  the  pleasant  satisfaction  that  this  very  part  ex- 
cited the  most  attention.  It  might  almost  be  said  that  Bertin  possessed 
a  certain  instinct  in  finding  out  useful  talent  for  his  undertaking,  and 
this  tact  ^ined  him,  in  the  course  of  time,  collaboratours,  who  filled  the 
world  with  their  renown.  The  most  celebrated  among  them  were  the 
geographer  Malte  Brun,  the  HeUenist  Boissonade,  De  Bonald,  Rojer 
Collard,  and,  before  all,  Chateaubriand.  They  were  all  friends  of 
Bertin,  whose  counsel  they  sou&^bt,  and  by  whose  taste  they  were  guided. 

Towards  the  end  of  1800,  when  Bertin  had  been  liberated  scarce  two 
months  from  the  Temple,  he  was  sent  into  exile.  He  was  taken  to 
Elba,  and  had  great  difficulty  afterwards  in  obtaining  penmssion  to  reside 
in  Rome.  Here  he  first  niade  the  acquaintance  of  Chateaubriand,  in 
1803,  who  was  then  secretary  to  the  embassy.  Similar  sentiments  and 
taste  led  to  a  close  friendship  between  them,  which  only  death  could  in- 
terrupt. In  1804,  Chateaubriand  showed  how  faithfully  and  earnestly 
he  regarded  this  union,  for  he  gave  his  friend  a  passport,  though  he  had 
not  received  permission  to  return  to  Paris.  After  a  stay  of  two  months 
in  Paris,  Bertin  succeeded  in  obtaining  his  pardon. 

On  the  night  of  March  20,  1804,  the  young  Due  d'Enghien,  that  last 
and  beloved  descendant  of  the  great  Conde,  was  shot  at  Vincennes.  No 
journal  would  have  dared  to  utter  any  direct  reproach  ;  or,  in  truth,  the 
censure  which  had  been  already  brought  into  action,  would  not  have  per- 
mitted it  to  be  published.  The  Journal  des  Debats  dared  to  attack  this 
deed  under  the  cloak  of  a  passage  translated  from  the  "  Eleventh  Book 
of  Silius  Italicus."  Although  a  life  was  at  that  day  of  little  account  m 
France,  still  Paris  could  or  would  not  suppress  a  certain  sympathy,  and 
clearly  showed  that  it  understood  and  approved  the  true  meaning  of  the 
hidden  allegory.  The  newspaper  was  not  suppressed,  but,  fiim  this 
time  forth,  had  to  suffer  the  most  varying  annoyances. 

In  July,  1805,  the  paper  took  the  title  of  the  Journal  de  V Umpire, 
which  it  afterwards  altered  into  the  present  one.  Bertin  had  again 
undertaken  the  direction,  but,  in  spit«  of  the  20,000  francs  he  had  paid, 
he  was  often  forced  to  put  up  with  the  annoyance  of  having  the  chief 
editorship  teken  from  him,  and  satisfy  himself  with  a  very  snudl  share, 
which  he  entirely  lost  in  1811.  The  journal,  which  was  in  a  very 
flourishing  condition,  was  confiscated  and  incorporated  with  the  state 
domains.  The  emperor  divided  the  paper  into  twenty-four  shares,  eight 
of  which  were  given  to  the  general  police,  and  the  other  sixteen  shared 
among  his  most  faithful  adherents.  Of  course,  through  this,  the 
brothers  Bertin  lost  their  profits  and  their  political  influence  entirely. 
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Id  1814  they  bad  only  to  claim  the  property,  in  order  to  have  it  re- 
stored them.  A  decree  of  the  provisionai  government,  signed  "  Talley- 
land,"  confirmed  them  in  their  rights  of  ownership. 

Driven  away,  again,  by  the  government  of  the  Hundred  Days,  he 
afterwards  undertook,  in  1818,  the  entire  management  of  the  journal, 
undl  his  death  in  1841. 

When  Chateaubriand  fell  into  disgrace  under  the  government  of  Louis 
XYIII.,  a  new  and  remarkable  epoch  commenced  in  the  history  of  the 
Journal  des  DSbats.  Bertin  Vaine  and  the  royalist  poet  had  remained 
true  to  one  another  from  the  outset  of  their  friendship,  and  endured  much 
suffering  together.  Chateaubriand's  brilliant  pen,  which  was  more  ad* 
mired  then  than  now  perhaps,  had  helped  to  raise  the  journal  to  its  emi- 
nent position  :  and  his  friend  Bertin  would  not  allow  him  to  be  unjustly 
assailed.  A  new  constitutional  opposition  now  commenced,  which  increas^ 
in  importance  from  1824  to  1830.  The  exclamation,  "Pauvre  France ! 
fMUivre  Roi !"  which  the  talented  collaborateur  Etienne  Bequet  gave  vent 
to  on  the  appointment  of  the  Polignac  ministry,  menaced  Bertin  Vaine^ 
as  responsible  editor,  with  six  months'  imprisonment,  from  which,  how- 
erer,  he  was  saved  by  Dupin  Taints  remarkable  defence. 

If  journalism,  again,  gained  power  in  France,  which  cannot  be  denied, 
the  brothers  Bertin  may  be  reg^uded  as  the  true  founders  of  this  power ; 
and  although  mistakes  and  errors  could  not  be  guarded  against  during  a 
public  and  dangerous  career  of  fourteen  years,  and  in  a  country  where  the 
sapreme  authority  is  so  constantly  changed,  still  so  much  talent,  know- 
ledge, cleverness,  and  patience,  should  meet  with  the  praise  they  indubi- 
tably deserve. 

On  the  11th  of  August,  1829,  our  authoress  reached  Chalons  sur 
Maine,  on  her  return  from  Vienna,  at  that  time  a  long  day's  journey  from 
Pans.  While  waiting  supper,  with  that  impatience  peculiar  to  travellers, 
they  asked  for  news  from  Paris  from  the  mwd  servant. 

**  Eh,  don't  you  know,"  she  replied,  "  that  we  have  had  a  Polignac 
ministry  since  the  8th  ?" 

On  the  8th  of  August,  Bertin  de  Vaux  was  the  first  to  resign  his  situa- 
tion as  councillor  of  state,  and  on  our  authoress's  return  to  Paris,  almost 
the  first  remark  that  escaped  him  was,  ''  In  less  than  a  year  France  will 
be  covered  with  tricolor  cockades." 

The  following  account  of  the  outbreak  of  the  war  with  Algiers  is,  pro- 
bably, not  universally  known  : 

Hussein  Pacha,  Dey  of  Algiers,  had  repeatedly,  though  to  no  purpose,  com- 
plained to  the  French  consul  M.  Deval,  about  a  complicated  affair  which  be 
had  to  settle  with  the  house  of  Busnac  and  Bacri,  who  had  a  claim  of  fourteen 
raillioDs  on  the  republic  of  1792.  Hussein  at  length  determined  on  writing 
^  the  King  of  France  on  the  subject.  As  he,  however,  waited  in  vain  for  an 
^^ver,  the  dey  spoke  to  the  consul  on  the  subject  at  an  audience,  and  in  the 
PJ^ce  of  other  accredited  parties.  The  consul  liaughtily  replied,  "  The  King 
^  rrance  could  not,  without  encroaching  on  his  dignity,  correspond  witli  a 
Pwate  chief."  s  6     /.  p 

The  dey,  who  was  in  a  terrible  rage,  struck  the  consul  in  the  face  with  his 
i^n  of  peacock  feathers,  and  added  some  insulting  remarks  about  the  king  and 
«be  Christians. 

Had  not  this  event  accidentally  occurred,  there  would  have  been,  in  all 
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piobability,  no  Freneh  gipeditian  io  Bnfbny ;  and  had  not  ^*  maqumt 
of  Algiers  increased  the  pride  «f  Ckariee  X.  and -his  advisers,  no  leiok 
tion  would  probably  have  taken  plaoe  in  1830.  Tke  more  the  king  nw 
anuoyed  by  the  Tesnlt  of  the  election,  the  more  was  fae  determined  to  cao- 
<\vtet  his  opponents  by  means  of  the  army,  which  he  now  fiuacied  invinciUe. 
The  events  that  were  preparing  revealed  themselves  in  many  unploasMit 
ways,  among  i«4iiok  we  may  quote  ^be  fbUowing : 

In  the  spring  of  1880  I  was  present,  as  usual,  at  one  of  the  wofld-renowiied 
Sunday  concerts  at  the  Conservatoire.  I  knew  I  was  late,  and  heard,  ao  ny 
astonishment,  upon  my  arrival,  instead  of  harmonious  tones,  very  disoordnt 
stamping,  and  cries  of  "  Commence  !**  The  director  looked  with  enAarrsssicot 
towards  the  empty  royal  loge*  Immediately  afterwards  the  Duchesse  de  fierri 
appeared  with  her  parents,  the  King  and  Queen  of  Naples,  who  were  paying  a 
short  visit  to  Paris,  and  had  been  detained  on  the  road  to  the  Conservatoire. 
This  slight  delay  was  greeted  in  the  most  insulting  manner,  which  was  the  more 
to  be  blamed,  as  everybody  knew  that  in  Paris  any  unforeseen  ctrcumstsnee 
may  impede  persons  in  traversing  the  crowded  and  narrow  etreets,  and  the  nd- 
coarteous  behaviour  of  the  public  was  an  attack  oo  the  laws  of  iio^itaU^  Hie 
royal  family  was  positively  hiseed. 

On  the  27th  of  Jnly  the  straggle  broke  out,  and  it  is  a  difficult  task  for 
even  tlie  most  experienced  statesman  to  decide,  whether  France  woald 
have  been  more  unfortunate  if  Lafitfee  had  not  rejected  the  wieh  of  llie 
royal  family  to  proclaim  the  Due  de  BordeiMix  as  Henri  Cinq,  widi  the 
few  words,  **  Yesterday  it  was  possible — now  it  it  too  late." 

At  the  dose  of  the  struggle  the  ^court  retired  to  Rambouyiet,  aad  a 
proclamation  was  posted  up  in  the  streets  of  Paris  that  Louis  Philippe  wss 
the  <' coming  man."  Few  thought  at  the  time  of  this  prodacaation  i^ 
peoring,  what  share  the  French  nation,  in  whoee  oolleetive  name  it  was 
drawn  up,  had  in  it.  It  was  afterwards  stated  ^t  it  was  drawn  up  by 
the  leaders  of  the  Left  party,  during  thmv  oonferenoet  at  Lafitte's  hooK. 
The  poet  B6ranger  was  one  of  the  most  oealous  partisans  of  the  Dae 
d'Orleans,  although  the  public  assigned  the  chief  activity  to  Iliicrs. 
Very  well-informed  persons  assert,  however,  that  Canmir  ]ManFigiie,^ea 
die  duke's  librariani  had  more  influence  on  the  diasiissiont  UumallAe 
gentlemen  pubKcly  named. 

kia  very  fcwdinrs  the  rumovr  spread  that  tbe  royalistoat  RamkoaiUet 
had  not  given  up  ail  hope  of  regaining  the  dvone.  Whether  tins  wpxt 
was  foQiidled  on  fiiet,  whelber  it  was  purposely  propagsted  by  diase  who 
feared  a  reaction,  or  whether  the  ultra-HbOrak  employed  it  to  keep  4he 
pcapleia  a  state  of  excitement,  is  one  ^  those  mytteries  which  wall  nff$et 
be  satisfiustorily  solved  in  France? 

On  the  drd  of  August,  the  whole  male  population  of  Paris,  armed  in  evay 
possible  fashion,  streamed  to  Rambouillet,  as  it  was  stated,  to  terrify  and  drive 
away  tlie  Bourbons.  It  was  a  terrible  sight,  and  diough  not  a  shot  was  fired, 
and  not  a  person  was  injured,  it  liad  something  more  menacing  about  rt  disn 
even  the  three  days  of  July.  Thousands  and  thousands  had  hurriedly  seised 
«very  instrument  of  destruction,  and  poured  through  the  streets  like  a  rsging 
torrent.  Tlie  papers  afterwards  stated  that  the  Garde  Nationale,  under  thj 
Generals  Pajol  and  Bxcelmann,  Colonel  Jaqueminot  and  George  Lafayette^  b»a 
gone  to  Rambouillet  to  induce  the  royal  family  to  quit  the  country ;  but  is 
tlie  number  of  the  troops  they  were  stated  to  have  led  there  was  a  sligbttno- 
cake  4Mtween  6000  and  O^OM  men.    This  is  a  fufdier  proof  that  everjrcaer- 
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tioB  'wai  made  to  gvre  an  •oflBcial  character  to  the  popular  moyement.  Every 
▼ariety  of  vehicle  was  laid  under  coutribution  ;  and  when  fiacres,  omnibuBes, 
poBtcbakee,  court  carriages,  cabriolets,  and  carts  were  Ailed,  when  all  the  stablea 
bad  been  forcibly  emptied,  everybody  who  was  taking  a  drive  was  politely,  but 
seriously,  requested  to  walk  home.  One  of  my  friends  met  with  the  same  acci- 
dent. She  had  scarce  stept  out  of  her  elegant  carriage  wiien  it  was  so  crowded 
that  the  horses  could  not  drag  it  along.  A  deputation,  which  preceded  the 
mob,  determined  Charles  X.  on  making  his  escape,  by  pohiting  out  his  danger. 
Elder  persons  remembered  the  b\X\  and  0th  of  October,  1 789,  and  did  not 
breathe  freely  till  they  heard  at  a  late  hour  in  the  evening  of  the  depactnre  or 
the  royal  &mily. 

AHfaough  LonU  PyHppe  seemed  to  all  appearftooe  firmly  estabHsked 
on  the  throne,  various  events  proved  that  all  was  not  so  secure  as  his  par- 
tisaas  desired.  In  June,  1832,  a  very  serious  contest  took  place  ne«r  the 
Convent  St.  Mery,  against  the  Republicans,  and  the  conspiracy  cf  tl)e 
Eae  de  Prouvere  was  another  very  dangerous  sign.  The  government 
was  fbreed  to  act  with  excessive  caution,  even  in  such  apparently  trivial 
matt^  as  the  ejection  of  Napoleon's  statue  on  the  column  in  the  Plaee 
Yeoddme. 

The  public  awaited  witli  impatience  for  the  announcement  that  the  statue 
wild  he  raised  to  its  destination,  while,  at  the  same  time,  reports  were  spread 
chat  the  secret  societiiss  intended  to  employ  this  day  in  manifesting  their 
political  opinions.  The  close  terms  of  intimacy  on  which  1  lived  for  many 
yean  witli  the  family  Le  Pere,  with  the  daughter  and  the  son-in-law,  the  cele- 
brated architect  Hitlorff,  made  roe  acquainted  with  the  indecision  the  govern- 
ment displayed  as  to  selecting  the  day  for  tlie  ceremony.  M.  le  Pere  was  a  man 
of  seventy  years  of  age,  but  still  very  active,  and,  as  it  were,  regenerated  by  the 
tbooght  ttiat,  before  his  death,  he  should  do  his  homage  to  his  hero ;  and  bis 
amiable  wife  was  well  aware  that  no  power  would  prevent  him  from  under- 
taking the  management  of  the  affiur.  The  good  lady  was  quite  robbed  of  her 
sleep.  At  length,  one  night,  there  was  great  commotion  in  the  small,  retired 
house,  in  which  the  family  resided  alone.  She  guessed  what  was  taking 
place,  but  was  obliged  to  keep  quiet,  for  fear  of  irritating  the  old  gentleman. 
The  family  assembled  with  beating  hearts  the  next  morning  (July  20,  1633) ; 
all  had  heara  the  disturbance  during  the  night,  all  suspected  the  cause,  but 
ooae  dared  speak ;  at  length  Le  Pere  and  Hittorff  entered  the  room,  and 
inaoaaoed  that  the  statue  of  the  emperor  had  been  safely  raited. 
Such  were  the  measures  to  which  the  erovemment  was  driven  at  that 

On  Jane  10,  1837,  Lenis  Philippe  celebrated  the  restorstion  of  the 
ptlaee  of  Versailles  with  a  magnificent  festival  Two  thousand  person* 
of  all  ranks  vrere  ^eated  at  the  taUes  of  ^  king  and  the  prisoes^  and 
received  in  a  most  friendly  manner. 

This  palace  had  undergone  many  melancholy  changes  since  October  6y 
1789.  After  all  iflie  furniture  and  omameats  had  been  carried  off,  the 
BepubUc  tried  to  employ  it  ad  a  branch  establishment  for  die  H^pital 
^  hivahdes ;  but  when  this  did  not  socoeed,  it  was  proposed  that  it 
shoald  be  demolished.  Napoleon's  elevation  saved  the  French  from  oom- 
i^EUttiog  such  an  act  of  Vandaliam.  When  the  nation  awoke  from  its 
^^^nfale  intoxication,  the  better  part  saw  that  it  was  necessary  such  me- 
^'mHiB  ^euld  be  retained,  in  sfnte  of  the  melancholy  reminisoeneea 
attached  to  ihmt  walk. 

hi  1S14^  Loois  XVni.  tamed  his  attentien,  in  the  fint  placa,  to*tiia 
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residence  of  his  ancestors,  and  2000  workmen  were  engaged  in  ovwy 
variety  of  restoration ;  furniture  and  hangings  were  being  made  in  the 
ateliers  of  Lyons  and  Paris,  when  Napoleon's  return  from  Elba  put  a  stop 
to  these  projects,  which  were  never  commenced  again  by  the  king. 

The  sumptuous  apartment  in  which  Louis  XIV.,  that  proudest  of 
kings,  was  forced  to  wander  in  the  way  of  all  flesh,  was  restored  by 
Louis  Philippe  in  all  its  original  splendour.  As  the  king  entertained 
the  wish  to  awake  historical  recollections  here  as  far  as  possible,  he 
necessarily  regarded  the  restoration  of  this  room  as  a  genre  picture 
of  the  age,  when  the  nimbus  of  majesty  lay  so  heavily  on  the  earth, 
and  a  single  step  more  or  less  in  this  sanctuary  of  etiquette  indicated 
to  an  individual  his  place  in  society. 

It  was  found,  from  a  MS.  in  the  Royal  Library,  that  the  upholsterer 
Delobel  had  employed  twelve  years  in  making  the  bed  and  ^e  furni- 
ture, so  that  they  might  not  be  unworthy  of  the  other  decorations.  At 
that  day,  when  the  emblematical  ornaments  were  entirely  devoted  to 
the  triumphs  of  Venus,  they  must  have  flattered  the  vanity  of  a  sensaal 
king,  who  delighted  to  be  honoured  as  a  fabulous  demigod  in  mytho* 
logical  festivals.  Such  was  the  case  during  the  season  of  a  La  VaUierO) 
Montespan,  or  Fontanges ;  but  when  Madame  de  Maintenon  made  her 
entrance  into  Versailles,  the  emblems  of  love  were  forced  to  give  way  to 
a  serious  but  fanatic  display  of  religion. 

The  couvrepied  made  by  Delobel  was  exchanged  for  one  worked  by 
the  young  ladies  of  the  Institute  de  St.  Cyr,  on  which  the  sacriflces  of 
Isaac  and  Ipliigenia  were  represented.  By  the  aid  of  reminiscences 
from  his  youth,  and  a  picture,  in  which  Louis  XIV.  is  depicted  knight- 
ing his  sons  at  the  petit  lever,  Louis  Philippe  was  enabled  to  restore  this 
room  to  its  original  appearance  :  for  it  had  been  maintained  in  all  it» 
splendour  by  the .  descendants  of  Louis  XIV.,  though  it  had  not  been 
employed. 

We  must  not  neglect  to  mention  the  crown  and  sceptre,  richly  adorned 
with  pearls  and  jewels,  which  lie  on  a  gilded  table  near  the  bed,  if  only 
for  the  sake  of  telling  our  numerous  readers  who  may  pay  Versailles  a 
visit,  and  feel  astonishment  at  the  valuable  jewels,  that  the  stones— are 
not  real. 

"  But  where  are  all  the  real  ones  ?"  a  very  young  man  asked,  naively; 
to  which  the  guide  replied,  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders,  '*  Ah,  Mon- 
sieur !  cela  ne  se  dit  pas  !" 

The  most  remarkable  thing  in  the  small  suite  of  apartments  formerly 
occupied  by  Marie  Antoinette,  is  the  arrangement  of  the  mirrors  in  the 
boudoir,  in  which  the  observer  sees  himself  without  a  head.  This  de- 
ception was  one  of  the  chief  amusements  of  the  queen  and  her  ladies,  and 
they  played  with  it  till  it  became  a  tmth. 

The  following  anecdote,  which  our  authoress  introduces  apropos  of  the 
marble  stairs  of  the  palace,  will  hear  repetition : 

The  custom  of  walkine  down  marble  stairs  may  lead  to  a  comical  resalt. 
When  Madame  de  Genlis  paid  a  visit  to  the  Princess  Louise,  the  fourth 
daughter  of  Loub  Quinze,  at  the  convent  of  the  Carmelites  at  St.  Denis, 
whither  she  had  voluntarily  retired,  she  found  this  lady,  who  bad  fonnerlx 
been  very  weak  and  ailing,  m  a  very  improved  state  ofhealth.    She  was  busily 
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eo^iged  in  uttending  to  the  great  wabb,  and  came  ont  of  the  laundry  on  tlie. 
amral  of  her  visitor. 

**  What  are  the  things,**  Madame  de  Genlis  asked,  "  to  which  vou  have  the 
greatest  difficulty  in  accustoming  yourself  in  your  new  mode  of  life  ?* 

"  You  would  never  guess,"  the  princess  said,  with  a  laugh :  *'  it  was,  that  I 
#as  forced  to  go  down  a  little  flight  of  stairs  alone.  At  first  I  fancied  that  I 
must  fidl  headlong  dovm,  and  I  often  seated  myself  on  the  stairs  and  slid  down, 
that  I  might  get  the  affair  over  quicker.** 

**  And,  in  fact,*'  Madame  de  Genlis  adds,  **  a  princess,  who  was  accustomed 
only  to  descend  the  great  marble  steps  at  Versailles  leaning  on  the  arm  of  her 
cbamberlain,  and  surrounded  by  her  pages,  would  necessarily  feel  terrified 
when  she  found  herself  for  the  first  time  alone  on  steep,  narrow,  winding 
stairs." 

What  a  strange  fatality  it  seems  that  since  Lonis  XIV.  no  first-bom 
has  ascended  the  throne  of  France. 

Louis  XV.  was  the  great  grandson  of  his  predecessor,  and  he  vras 
snooeeded  by  his  grandson,  Louis  Seise.  The  emperor's  son  died  at 
Vienna,  and  the  Due  d'Orleans  on  the  pavement  of  Paris. 

The  pictures  of  all  these,  and  many  hundred  others,  may  be  seen  on 
the  walls  of  the  picture-gallery  at  Versailles — the  mighty  ones  of  all 
countries  and  ages,  kings  and  emperors,  their  courtiers,  their  adherents, 
and  their  creatures.  They  are  all  attired  in  the  richest  dress  of  their 
1^,  with  the  most  contented  glances,  and  with  the  most  firm  belief  in 
the  eternal  duration  of  a  throne  on  which  a  Louis  Quatorze  sits  in  a 
palace  like  Versailles. 

Although  these  restorations  at  Versailles,  and  the  other  improvements 
made  in  Paris,  did  much  to  excite  admiration  and  extend  comfort,  still 
the  discontent  felt  at  some  very  blamable  actions  could  not  be  suppressed. 
It  was  not  just,  perhaps,  to  lay  the  fault  of  several  errors  on  the  ministers 
or  the  king  alone ;  but  the  two  most  important  faults  were  the  increased 
pressure  of  taxation,  and  the  immorality  of  various  sorts,  which  was  per- 
mitted if  not  excused.  These  are  two  points  on  which  the  prosperity  of 
FniQce  has  been  frequently  wrecked,  ana  will  be  so,  perhaps,  again ;  at 
least,  it  was  not  a  whit  the  more  encoura^ng  with  the  Provisional  Go- 
vernment after  1 848. 

The  Queen  Amalie  was,  during  her  whole  life,  a  pattern  of  all  female 
^^trtue,  and  bad  the  pleasure  in  ner  old  age  of  seeing  the  example  she 
rendered  worthily  imitated  by  her  numerous  young  flEunily.  Of  the 
many  youthful  princesses,  who  could  not  have  wanted  flatterers  and 
^pters  in  Paris,  there  was  not  a  single  one  on  whose  character  there 
*^  the  slightest  stain.  It  would  be  unjust  not  to  praise  a  royal  family 
"Or  tirtues  which  are  often  undermined  among  less  distinguished  persons 
oy  idleness  and  independence.  Although  die  princes  enjoyed  more 
liberty  as  young  men,  they  never  became  wild  or  extravagant,  as  is  so 
^Q  the  case. 

As  much  respect  as  was  paid  to  the  royal  family,  equal  contempt  was 
felt  towards  women,  who  even  felt  proud  of  their  vileness;  and  these,  if 
^  invested  with  situations  at  court,  were  ever  received  with  the  most 
^pardonable  indulgence.  It  would  have  been  difficult  to  repulse  several 
^  them,  for  their  husbands  held  important  offices,  but  no  difficulties  were 
^^^^  even  if  this  were  not  the  case.     It  may  be  possible  that  the  queen 
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mm  vnaeqtiainied  wHh  ihe  temxwe  of  Kfe  of  ■e^PNml  Irfiw  ;  kit  in  nj 
case  this  insouciance  on  the  part  of  the  royal  family  had  a^ery  bad  effect 
on  the  public  The  reason  of  it  was,  probably,  the  wish  to  fbfta  a  court 
as  Quickly  as  possible  after  the  events  of  1830  ;  but  this  was  a  mistake 
at  we  outset)  and  was  completely  unsuccessful  in  the  execution.  Ex- 
perience has  irrevocably  taught  that  no  old  long-established,  threoe  cia 
be  easily  subrerted,'  and  raised  again  jecurdy  on  a  bans  Hie*  that  of  the 
younger  republics ; — too  much  of  the  glory  of  the  past  state  is  atlaehed 
to  every  fibre,  too  much  uncertainty  as  to  l^e  fiitore  hovers  in  die 
£stance. 

Beside  these  immoral  women,  many  corruptible  men  were  noticed,  and 
it  was  again  found  in  this  instance  that  both  tiiese  vices  are  genenJIy 
united.  The  opposition  was  attentive  and  insisted  on  its  right.  It  be- 
haved politely  towards  the  fair  sex,  and  only  now  and  then  gsve  than  a 
gentie  lesson ;  but  attacked  its  own  sex  with  more  aeal,  and,  oo  ibe 
slightest  suspicion,  never  suffered  the  accused  person  to  eeei^  witiK>iit  a 
severe  and  pubKc  examination.  Whether  the  opposition  was  in  the 
light  in  laying  all  the  weaknesses,  vices,  and  even  crimes  to  the  £nilt  of 
the  government,  may  be  doubted ;  but  it  did  its  duty,  and  di^Iayed  tiie 
leniency  which  was  shown  to  those  parties  who  ought  to  have  been 
punished.  Tear  by  year  the  rumours  about  the  criminal  conduct  of  hieb 
functionaries  became  more  widely  extended.  We  need  only  mention  m 
cases  of  the  Marquis  de  B— ,  who  counterfeited  the  marks  employed 
by  the  Jockey  Club,  and  who  escaped  with  venr  slight,  or  rather  ne 
punishment ;  then  the  Teste  process  ;  and  htst  of  all,  the  murder  of  die 
Duchesse  de  Praslin,  to  show  the  horrible  state  of  French  society  under 
Louis  Philippe. 

While  the  enemies  of  the  throne  sought  every  opportunity  to  accnse 
the  government,  the  marriage  of  the  Due  de  Montpensier  with  the 
Spanish  Infemta  was  a  &mous  chance  for  them.  This  marriage  wts 
openly  declared  to  be  the  most  impolitic  action  France  could  commit,  and 
war  with  England  was  prophesied  as  the  inevitable  consequence.  As  no 
threatening  result  has  manifested  itself,  we  may  believe  that  the  propheey 
was  rather  employed  as  a  pretext  than  'tiiat  the  danger  was  immiiieat 
In  any  case,  the  young  prince  sought  to  maintain  the  popularity  he  bad 
striven  to  acquire  among  the  better  class  of  citizens,  and  invited  a  very 
mixed  company  to  a  bnlliant  festival,  where  they  might  be  permitted  to 
salute  his  bride,  and  perhaps  give  her  some  idea  of  the  popularity  of  the 
French  court  The  following  extract  will  prove  the  mistake  he  com- 
mitted: 

The  duke  had  inliabited  for  several  years  the  fortified  ChsLteau  de  Tio- 
cennes,  behind  which  lies  a  wood  of  the  same  name.  In  this  forest  he  selected 
an  open  spot,  called  Les  Minimes  (from  a  monastery  in  the  Detgfabonrhood), 
as  the  most  favourable  for  his  design  of  giving  a  fetr  champitre:  through  the 
choice  of  this  locality,  he,  however,  clearly  showed  that  he  bad  no  idea  of  the 
excitement  prevailing  at  the  time. 

As  the  chateau  and  wood  lie  a  good  league  without  the  Barri^re  du  Troae* 
at  the  extreme  north  of  Paris,  they  may  l^  regarded  as  the  frontier  of  the 
Faubourg  St.  Antoine.  This  great  suburb  is  estimated  to  contain  alone 
150,000  men,  who,  with  few  exceptions,  are  artisans.  Here  many  industrious, 
happy  men  live,  whom  their  daily  labour  saves  from  idleness  and  nrin ;  omi7 
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wht>,  m  Uut  retpMt,  tt§md  work  m  the  ineod  of  nan ;  bot  OMUiy  alio  li? « 
htwe  who,  althoogh  honeit  and  industrious,  ooly  yield  with  musomrs  to  neces- 
sity and,  while  they  declare  work  to  be  an  enemy,  console  themselyes  by  de- 
testing the  rich.  There  is  no  trace  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Antoine  of  the  luxury 
of  other  quarters.  All  the  guests  were  compelled  to  trarerse  this  awfully  long 
road  before  reaching  the  Bois  de  Vincennes.  It  may  be  imagined  Cliat  the 
yowmg,  beautifal  women  who  were  in?iled  to  this  fete,  did  ewytkiag  to  di»* 
plaj  their  brilHaot  attire  aad  personal  cfaanns.  The  numy  kaodred  el^aat 
aqtitpages  whidi  mored  siowly  in  file,  to  prevent  any  disorder,  dcew  a  oarioua 
Bwb  into  the  road ;  they  pressed  closer  and  closer  to  the  carriages,  and  the 
£iir  dames  were  compelled  to  hear  many  coarse  jokes  and  threatening  remarks. 
The^tf^  was  brilliant ;  the  prince  and  his  young  bride  gracious  and  affable  ; 
hnt  an  uncomfortable  feeling  pervaded  everybody ;  and  I  heard  sensible  and 
iiot  easily  frightened  ladies  openly  state  that  they 'did  not  feel  at  their  ease  till 
they  found  themtelres  again  beneath  their  own  roof.  It  was  evident  that  this 
fite  had  produced  a  very  diff*erent  impression  horn  what  was  ioteaded. 

One  of  the  rarest  proofs  that  the  mournful  or  criminal  events  which 
occurred  daring  the  eighteen  years'  reign  of  Louis  Philippe  were  more 
or  less  attributed  to  his  mode  of  government,  lies  in  the  sl^ht  attention 
that  was  paid  to  the  death  of  Prince  Louis  Henri  de  Conde,  Due  de 
Bonrbon,  the  last  representative  of  a  highly  renowned  family. 

Had  this  catastrophe  taken  place  but  a  few  years  after  the  family 
D'Orleans  had  acquired  the  throne,  instead  of  occurring  during  the  first 
four  weeks,  the  most  cruel  suspicions,  then  only  expressed  by  the 
I^^timists,  would  have  been  given  to  the  world.  Just  in  the  same 
waj  as  the  opposition  attacked  the  leniency  of  the  king  towards  the 
actions  of  criminal  and  extravagant  persons,  the  Legitimists  were  per- 
fectly justified  in  also  accusing  the  government  for  easting  a  veil  over  an 
event  which  they  ought  to  have  exerted  themselves  in  unravelling. 

The  old  Due  de  Bourbon  must  certainly  be  judged  kindly  by  every 
one  who  possesses  human  sentiments.  From  his  earliest  youth,  outraged 
in  his  noblest,  warmest  feelings ;  then  the  plaything  of  unbounded  mis- 
fortune ;  in  his  old  age  a  certain  coldness  towards  earthly  afEairs  took 
possession  of  him,  but  generosity,  charity,  and  true  religion  cannot  be 
denied  in  him. 

At  the  age  of  fifteen,  inflamed  with  the  most  ardent  love  for  the 
Princess  Louise  d'Orleans,  who  was  then  twenty-one,  he  fancied,  in  his 
childish  inexperience,  he  had  reached  the  height  of  happiness  when 
Louis  XV.  consented  to  the  union  between  the  houses  of  Cond^  and 
Orieans.  The  king,  however,  acquiesced  in  this  marriage,  only  on  con- 
dition that  the  prince  should  return  immediately  after  the  ceremony  to 
the  Palais  Bourbon,  and  the  princess  enter  a  convent.  As  an  exceptional 
case,  the  purse  of  a  prince  served  true  love,  though  oflen  employed  at 
the  court  of  Versailles  for  a  different  purpos^,  and  the  enamoui^  young 
prince  saw  not  only  the  lofty  doors  of  the  palace,  but  the  low  gate  of 
the  convent,  open  through  the  power  of  gold.  He  carried  off  his  bride  a 
very  short  time  afterwards.  On  the  very  next  morning  it  was  known  at 
Versailles  that  he  had  acted  against  the  king's  commands,  and  he  was 
summoned  to  answer  for  it. 

The  applausa,  however,  with  which  Madame  Dubany  received  the 
news,  and  the  presence  of  mind  with  which  the  young  prince  defended 
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himseli^  induced  the  king  to  fbrgire  him.  In  ten  months  the  duke  had 
the  good  fortune  to  hecome  the  ficither  of  a  son.  This  son  was  the 
unhappy  Due  d'Enghien.  He  was  the  sole  progeny  of  a  marriage  which 
degenerated  from  the  wannest  passion  to  the  colcbst  esfcrangement,  though 
die  hlame  must  be  entirely  thrown  on  the  wife.  In  the  bitterest  sorrow 
at  the  coldness  of  the  duchess,  whom  he  could  no  longer  honourably 
lore,  the  prince  hurried,  at  the  commencement  of  the  revolution,  across 
the  Rhine,  and,  with  his  son,  placed  himself  imder  the  banners  of  his 
father,  the  old  Due  de  Conde.  With  the  news  of  the  execution  of  the 
queen,  the  duke  also  received  the  information  that  the  duchess  had 
assigned  her  whole  fortune  to  the  French  nation,  which  pcuned  and 
outraged  his  royalist  sentiments.  Her  hope  of  saving  herself  by  this 
sacrifice  was  futile;  after  a  long  imjprisonment  in  Marseilles  her  head 
also  fell  beneath  the  executioner's  knife. 

On  the  restoration,  the  duke,  who  was  now  aged,  returned  to  France, 
and  lived  principally  at  his  country  seats  of  St  Leu  and  Chantilly.  The 
lady  of  his  heart,  however,  if  such  a  term  may  be  employed,  was  very 
far  from  causing  respect,  and  the  riches  and  titles  he  procured  for  her 
were  not  sufficient  to  legitimate  her.  No  respectable  lady,  possessing 
position  or  morality,  could  easily  overcome  her  feelings  of  repug^nance 

when  circumstances  compelled  her  to  approach  the  Baroness  F .     It 

was  known  that  Louis  XVlII.  would  not  allow  her,  on  any  condition,  to 
appear  at  court,  and  she  obtained  this  distinction  only  once,  during  the 
last  years  of  Charles  X.'s  reign.  Louis  Philippe  was  more  indulgent ; 
but  he  was  too  much  so,  and  excited  the  doubly  dishonouring  suspicion, 
that  craving  for  money  caused  him  to  shut  his  eyes. 

The  Due  de  Conde  was  the  god£&ther  of  Louis  Philippe^s  fourth  son, 
the  Due  d'Aum&le,  to  whom  he,  after  bein^  terribly  robbed  of  his  sole 
direct  heur,  lef^  his  very  large  fortune.  This  fortune  was  calculated  at 
125,000,000  francs,  after  all  debts  were  paid. 

The  kind  reception  which  Baroness  F always  met  with  from  the 

Orleans  family,  the  remarkable  politeness  with  which,  during  the  resto- 
ration, the  then  Due  d' Orleans  and  his  duchess  treated  this  b(m)ness,  who 
was  in  every  respect  far  below  them,  on  their  visits  at  St.  Leu  and  Chan- 
tilly, excitea  attention.  It  was  well  known  what  influence  the  baroness 
exercised  over  the  old  Due  de  Cond^,  and  at  that  day  it  was  whispered 
that  a  secret  agreement  had  been  made  between  the  inamorata  of  Prince 
Cond6  and  the  Orleans  branch,  in  accordance  with  which  the  latter 
■agreed  not  to  make  any  claim  to  the  considerable  sums  whiclt  the  favou- 
rite had  in  her  possession,  if  she,  for  her  part,  promised  to  maintain  the 
will  the  duke  had  already  made  in  favour  of  the  Due  d'Aum&le  without 
alteration  till  his  death. 

It  may  certainly  be  a  very  agreeable  feeling  for  a  good  father,  as 
Louis  Pmlippe  undoubtedly  was,  to  know  his  children's  earthly  prosperity 
increased ;  out  public  opinion  would  not  forsfive  a  poor  man  such  a  dis- 
graceful proceeding,  much  less  a  prince  already  abundantly  endowed  with 
wealth. 

The  events  of  July,  1830,  made  a  very  deep  impression  on  the  old 
Due  de  Cond£.  The  experience  of  ^'  anno  '90"  had  taught  him  whence 
such  convulsions  derive  their  orig^  and  whither  they  may  lead.    It  is 
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certmin,  that  from  the  noment  when  he  learned  the  Tnilenes  had  been 
taken,  and  the  elder  branch  of  the  Bonrbons  in  flight,  he  gave  way  to 
the  deepest  despair,  though  he  became  calmer  when  he  heard  that  the 
rojal  family  had  safely  escaped. 

Whether  the  persons  in  his  immediate  neighbourhood  would  or  could 
quite  speak  the  truth,  when  they  asserted  that  his  calmness  was  feigned^ 
in  order  to  carry  out  his  intended  plan  of  following  the  royal  family^ 
without  being  prevented  from  doing  so  by  the  objections  of  Baroness 

F ,  is  a  question  that  cannot  be  answered.     No  one  could  know  with 

certainty,  what  many  insisted  on  knowing  through  party  spirit,  that  the- 
duke's  connexion  with  the  baroness  had  become  a  torment  to  him,  from 
which  he  had  long  tried  to  free  himself;  or,  what  was  of  still  greater  im- 
portance in  the  affair,  that  he  intended  to  partially  alter  his  will  in  favour 
of  the  elder,  expelled,  and  unfortunate  line.  It  is  a  hcty  that  this  last  of 
the  Cond^s  was  found  at  St.  Leu,  on  the  mominc^  of  the  27th  of  August, 
1830,  hanging  by  the  window- cord,  while  the  door  of  lus  bedroom  was 
locked.  The  news  of  this  event  caused  terrible  excitement ;  for  while 
one  party  asserted  the  duke  was  much  too  God-fearing,  and  at  the  same 
time  corporeally  too  weak,  to  leave  this  earth  in  such  a  violent  manner^ 
and  without  receiving  the  consolation  of  religion  ;  others  declared  that,, 
after  the  way  in  which  the  corpse  was  found,  the  duke  alone  could  have- 
put  an  end  to  his  life.  The  authorities  interfered,  the  locality  was  most 
carefully  examined,  and  suspicion  officially  removed  from  all  the  personneL 
The  public  was  less  indulgent,  and  spoke  of  secret  doors  whose  existence 
was  only  known  to  the  most  intimate  friends  of  the  duke.  However, 
suspicion  never  rested  on  the  Orleans  family  :  their  leniency  was  alone 
bluned. 

After  the  body  had  lain  in  state  for  eight  days,  it  was  taken  with 
princely  pomp  to  the  church  of  St  Denis.  The  much-revered  Abbe 
rellier,  aJrooner  to  the  Due  de  Cond^-Bourbon,  raised  the  heart  in  a 
golden  vase  high  in  the  air,  and  declared  in  a  loud  voice  that,  according^ 
to  his  firm  moral  conviction,  and  through  his  intimate  acquaintance  with 
the  deceased,  the  latter  most  undoubtedly  had  not  committed  suicide. 
When  the  heart  was  taken  to  Chantilly,  all  the  inhabitants  went  to  meet 
it  with  ggtAt  lamentation. 
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OTATE  AND  PROSPECTS  OF  MEXICa* 

It  is  the  fate  of  old  Dations  to  be  frequently  placed  in  wrong  positions. 
This  arises  from  the  spread  of  young  and  antagonistic  powers,  which 
obliges  them  to  preserve  the  old  state  of  things,  or,  as  it  is  commonlj 
called,  the  balance  of  power,  to  side  with  the  weaker  party.  Thus,  in  the 
Old  World,  England  and  France  unite  to  support  Turkey  against  yotuig 
Russia;  and,  in  the  New  World,* Elndaod  is  caUed  upon  to  support  Mexico 
against  its  own  Anglo-Saxon  bieuren.  The  thing  is  absurd  in  both 
cases.  The  comitenance  and  support  of  a  highly  civilised  nadon  is  aHke 
lent,  in  both  instances,  to  bigotry,  corruption,  and  vice,  in  opposition  to 
the  true  interests  of  humanity.  It  has  long  since  been  time  that  Eur(^»eaii 
nations  should  have  settled  the  Turkish  question  among  themselves,  sad 
to  the  mutual  advantage  of  all.  By  doing  so,  it  could  no  longer  be  as  it 
now  is,  a  bone  of  contention  among  neighbouring  nations,  a  sore  in  the  side 
of  civilised  Europe,  and  an  apology  for  lighting  up  the  dying  embers  of 
war  among  the  most  powerful  nations  of  the  earth.  So,  also,  to  si^pport 
Mexico  against  the  Anglo-Saxons,  is  to  countenance  a  bigoted,  corrupt, 
and  vicious  people,  against  a  young  race,  full  of  enterprise,  energy,  and 
love  of  civimation ;  who  would  do  more  for  the  land  of  the  Aztecs  in  ten 
years  than  the  Spaniards  have  in  three  centuries  of  occupation.  It  is 
very  questionable  if  the  occupation  of  Mexico  by  a  civilised  and  fn^idly 
nation,  would  not  also  be  more  ben^cial  to  the  commerce  of  Great  Britain 
than  the  giving  to  it  a  fsictitious  support  in  its  present  fallen  and  debased 
condition. 

But  let  us  see  what  Mr.  Robertson,  who  is  a  great  upholder  of  Mexican 
independence,  and  a  warm  advocate  of  the  support  and  interference  of 
Great  Britain,  even  to  the  extent  of  a  proposed  colonisation  of  Ae 
country,  has  to  say  upon  the  subject,  as  also  upon  tlie  actual  condi^on  of 
the  country.  It  is  impossible  not  to  feel  an  interest  in  the  magnificeBt 
realms  of  Montezuma,  the  last  retreat  of  Spanish  chivalry,  but  now  an 
emancipated  nation,  without  political  experience,  civil  probity,  or  a  sense 
of  true  patriotism.  How  is  such  a  country  to  be  upheld,  or  to  be  r^ne- 
rated  ?  It  is  but  fair  to  read  the  arguments  and  experiences  on  both  sides 
of  the  question. 

Mr.  Robertson  and  his  daughter  landed  at  Vera  Cruz  in  Februaiy, 
1861,  after  a  narrow  escape  and  much  suffering,  entailed  by  their  having 
been  among  the  unfortunate  passengers  of  the  Forth^  wrecked  like  the 
Tweed  on  the  Alacranes.  The  town  he  describes  as  presenting  a  hand- 
some and  imposing  appearance  ;  but  with  San  Juan  de  Ulloa,  of  whicli 
he  says  he  had  heard  so  much,  he  was  quite  disappointed.  "  It  presented 
a  black,  dilapidated,  ruinous  look,  without  any  of  that  frowning  ffrandeitf 
with  which  1  had  invested,  in  my  own  mind,  this  celebrated  fortification/ 
Then,  again,  of  the  houses : 

The  Spaniards  are  famous  for  building  strong  and  substantial  houses,  but  as 
for  repairing,  they  seem  scarcely  ever  to  think  of  it.     Thus  after  a  century  or 

•  A  Visit  to  Mexico,  by  the  West  India  Islands,  Yucatan,  and  United  SUte*. 
with  Observations  on  the  Way.  By  William  Parish  Robertson,  Author  ot 
**•  Letters  on  Paraguay,''  &c.    2  vols.    Simpkin,  Marshall,  and  Co. 
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tw  the  hoMte  Vepm  to  get  shahky,  goes  en  to  fait,  shotPi  Bynptoms  of  defiy* 
aad  at  last,  from  pure  want  of  "  a  stitch  in  dmc^**  goes  to  ruin.  The  process 
is  not  o&en  interrupted,  and  the  ruined  remains  of  the  liouse  not  always  re- 
moved. Bare  walls,  in  many  a  town,  are  left  to  proclaim  that  there  once  stood 
a  house.  The  cause  of  this  is  mainly  to  be  found  in  the  mode  of  rentins. 
The  landlord  scarcely  ever  disturbs  his  original  lease  with  a  tenant.  But  it  is 
not  the  cnsloBi  for  landloids  fo  repair,  and  the  teaants  at  wili  do  not  choose 
to  ncQr  tfat  expense.  Then  maiiy  houses  belong  to  corporations,  to  the 
duMtih,  to  iesimmcntttritUt  executorships,  something  almost  equal  to  the  bless- 
log  of  being  in  Chanoery.  The  landlords  never  raise  the  rent ;  the  tenant  does 
not  even  dean  his  house  tiU  after  a  long  series  of  years ;  and  sooner  than  clean 
and  repair  it  himself,  he  moves  off  to  another  habitation.  Thus,  repairing  is 
not  the.  common  custom,  and  hence  the  general  aspect,  in  many  Spanish 
towns,  of  gloominess,  uncleanltness,  oldness  (which,  to  make  a  word,  may  be 
termed  used-up-ness),  and  decay.  There  are  many  exceptions  to  the  general 
rule ;  more  especially  in  those  cases  where  English  residents,  and  English 
capital,  and  English  comforts  have  found  their  way.  Indeed,  since  the  eman- 
cipation of  the  colonies,  a  most  decided  improvement  has  taken  place  in  the 
aspect  of  the  cities  and  towns  generally.  The  mnch-maligned  Vera  Cruz  is 
one  of  those  whidiehowed  to  me  at  every  turn,  in  the  better  quarters  of  the 
port,  handsome  houses  in  teuantable  order.  The  English  have  set  the  ex- 
ample, and  including  at  once  proprietors  and  tenants,  it  has  been  largely 
iblbwed  by  the  people. 

While  Mr.  Robertson  was  at  Vera  Cruz,  its  constitution  as  a  firee 
federal  state  was  swom  to.  Another  of  the  many  constitutions,  he  says,  lie 
had  seen  sworn  to  throughout  South  Ameiica ;  and  straightway  swom 
•  at  and  abolished  to  make  room  for  some  other,  having  more  parts, 
sections,  chapters,  and  articles  than  its  predecessor,  and  consequently  more 
difficult  to  be  carried  out  The  conducted  or  tnun  of  carts  and  waggons, 
whidi,  escorted  by  a  military  force,  periodically  conveys  remittances  of 
spede  and  bollion  firom  Mexico  to*  the  English  packets,  also  arrived, 
brining,  in  sixty  waggons,  a  million  and  a  quarter  of  dollars ;  Messrs. 
Milling,  Mackintosh,  and  Co..  ship|Hng,  at  the  same  time,  five  or  six 
hundred  bales  of  cochineal,  of  200lb^.  eaich. 

Of  Jalapa,  with  its  beautiful  situation,  and  its  old-fashioned,  crooked 
streets,  Mr.  Robertson,  like  Bullock,  Mrs.  Ward,  Lyon,  Ruxton,  and  other 
travellers,  speaks  in  terms  of  high  admiration — although  this  seems  more 
espeoaUy  bestowed  on  the  picturesque  than  on  the  intrinsic  merits  of  the 


fm».  The  neighbourhood  is  also  charming,  and  presents  many  beautiful 
sites.  The  universal  theme  of  conversation  £rtweea  Vera  Cruz  and  the  city 
of  Mexico,  is  that  of  the  robbers.  '< Robbers!  Robbers!!  Robbers!!!^ 
as  Mr.  Robertson  has  it,  like  a  placard  at  Astiey's.  There  was  in  the 
diUgenda  a  Mexican  general  of  division,  who  was  frightened  out  of  his 
vits  about  the  said  robbers ;  but  the  robbers  themselves,  it  appears,  were 
in  realify  engaged  as  an  escort ;  and  notwithstanding  tiie  bumps  of  the 
notoriously  bad  roads  in  Mexico,  as  they  arrived  at  Jalapa,  so  they  got  to 
Perote  and  to  Po^^  and  from  Puebla  to  Mexico,  without  any  sight  of 
U^waymen  but  what,  as  we  said  before,  constituted  their  mounted 
^scort  Puebla,  vrith  a  peculation  of  from  sixty  to  ninety  thousand  souls, 
IS  one  of  the  second  cities  in  Mexico,  and  is  ^Eivourably  known  for  its 
manufactures.  Mr.  Robertson  describes  the  houses  as  massive  and 
handsome,  the  reedlinear  streets  wide,  well-paved,  and  clean,  and  the 
ivkok  denoting  the  possession  of  quiet  and  comfort,  with  no  small  share 
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of«opii]enoe.  PueUa  <^de  los  Angeles''  10  ako  cekbnted  far  its  noUl 
cathedral,  with  gorgeous  interior,  and  the  accepted  tradition  (whence  tlie 
name  of  the  place)  is,  that  durine  the  erection  of  the  cathedral,  angels 
descended  eyeiy  night  and  douhled  the  work  which  the  human  labourers 
had  performed  during  the  preceding  day. 

At  Jalapa  our  party  had  heard  of  a  pranunciamenio  (for  nobody  is 
erer  in  Mexico  for  a  month  without  hearing  that  a  prommetamenio—^ 
rickety  essay  at  revolution — ^has  taken  place) ;  at  Poebla  they  heard 
that  it  had  been  put  down.  "  Indeed  I**  says  die  recipient  of  the  news  at 
Jalapa,  lighting  his  cigar  and  puffing  away ;  and  when  at  Puebla,  he  is 
told  the  pronunciamento  is  put  down — '^  Vaya  pueSj*'  he  adds,  *'  very 
well !''   And  again  he  smokes  his  cigar,  forgetting  the  matter  altogether. 

Notwithstanding  the  favourable  description  of  PueUa  given  by  Mr. 
Robertson,  according  to  his  own  showing  one-half  of  the  lower  class  are 
said  to  subsbt  by  street-robbery  and  pillage ! 

The  approach  by  the  Vera  Cruz  route  to  Mexico — still  perhaps  the 
most  splendid  city  on  the  American  continent — ^is  generally  admitted  to 
be  disappointing,  and  not  to  give  a  favourable  idea  of  the  capital,  or  of 
the  country  about  it.  Yet,  according  to  the  testimony  of  all,  the  valley, 
which  is  about  sixty  miles  long  by  forty  in  breadth,  with  its  shady  paseoi, 
bright  fields,  and  picturesque  haciendas,  the  spires  of  tiie  distant  city,  the 
lakes  of  Tezcuco  and  Chalco,  glittering  in  the  sun  like  burnished  ^ver 
when  not  shaded  by  vapours,  and  the  framework  of  mountains  and  vol- 
canoes (Iztaccihuatl  and  Popocatepetl),  is  stiU,  as  it  was  in  the  days  of 
Cortes,  a  sight  that  has  nothing  that  can  be  precisely  compared  with  it  in 
the  world. 

The  name  of  the  first-mentioned  extinguished  volcano  is  pronounced 
as  if  it  were  spelt  Itstas^ewattie,  and  the  second  has  been  rendered  by 
Anfi^lo-Mexicau  wit  into  Pop-the-cat-in-the-kettle.  Both  stand  out  in 
bold  relief,  crowned  with  eternal  snows.  A  mass  of  ashes  and  very  dense 
vapours  were  observed  by  Humboldt  to  issue  from  the  crater  of  Popo- 
catepetl in  January,  1804,  but  no  eruptions  of  consequence  have  taken 
place  since  the  time  of  Cortez. 

The  absolute  height  of  Popocatepetl  is  17,884  feet,  and  of  Iztacci- 
huati  1.5,704  feet.  From  their  bases,  whence  they  rise  in  great  cone- 
like masses,  they  may  be  10,000  and  8000  feet  respectively.  De  Hum- 
boldt thought  Popocatepeti  was  the  loftiest  mountain  of  the  temperate 
zone  ;  but  the  Great  White  Mountain,  1500  miles  north  of  the  parallel  of 
Mexico,  is  more  elevated,  if  Pike's  measurement  can  be  relied  on  as  cor- 
rect. Popocatepeti  and  Iztaccihuati  are  only  two  out  of  a  belt  of 
volcanoes  that  cross  Mexico  from  east  to  west,  beginning  with  Colima  and 
ending  with  Tuxtia.  Among  these  JoruUo  is  of  recent  origin,  having 
sprung  up  in  1769  ;  the  small  volcano  of  Tuztia  is  also  very  active,  exhi- 
biting frequent  and  violent  eruptions. 

We  are  happy  to  have  it  in  our  power  to  give  here  an  unpublished 
account  of  an  ascent  made  of  the  lof^  Popocatepeti,  in  the  spring  of  this 
y^ar,  by  a  party  of  English,  French,  and  others : 

Extract  of  a  Letter,  dated  Memo,  April  2,  1853. 
I  had  been  wondering  what  to  do  with  njyself  during  Holy  Week,  and  bad 
nearly  arranged  to  go  to  Cuemavaca  and  the  hot  country,  when  I  beard  of  t 
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paiiy  intendiDg  to  attempt  the  ascent  of  Popocatepetl.  Yon  may  imagine  bow 
delighted  I  was  to  join  in  an  adventure  of  this  kind,  and  without  delay  I  en- 
roll^ myself  a  member  of  the  daring  corps.  This  mountain  is  17,874  feet 
liiffh»  or  2212  feet  higher  than  Moot  Blanc 

Syervthing  being  satisfiictorily  settled,  five  of  us  left  Mexico  on  the  after- 
nooD  of  tbe  2drd,  and  reached  San  Rafael  (about  fifteen  leagues  off)  in  time 
for  a  late  dinner.  This  place  is  an  iron-foundry  belonging  to  a  Mr.  Davidson, 
alifotber  of  one  of  my  companions,  and  is  most  beautiuilly  situated  at  tlie  foot 
of  l2taccihiiatl.  Here  we  remained  all  Thursday,  to  give  time  for  three  more 
geDClemen  to  join  us ;  and  on  Friday  (Good  Friday)  morning  set  out  for  our 
goeL  After  a  ride  of  about  nine  leagues,  almost  all  up  hill,  we  arrived  at  a 
small  rancho  almost  on  the  verge  of  vegetation,  where  we  had  to  pass  the  nicht. 
Our  appearance  during  the  ride  was  quite  imposing  :  four  Englishmen — ^Mr. 
Bainilton,  Mr.  Davidson,  Mr.  Lyon  (a  lieutenant  of  the  royal  artillery),  and 
myself — the  Russian  secretary,  a  German  gentleman,  a  French  scientific  tra- 
'veller,  an  American  traveller,  three  servants,  three  pack  mules,  two  guides, 
and  a  body  of  Indians.  We  passed  a  miserable  half-night  in  an  Indian  hut, 
having  to  choose  one  of  two  evils — either  being  smoked,  or  starved  to  death — 
and  about  half-past  twelve  roused  up  to  commence  the  ascent.  We  were  here 
about  12,000  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  and  almost  immediately  we  passed 
the  region  of  vegetation,  and  entered  a  belt  of  deep  lava  dust.  We  took  our 
horses  as  far  as  we  could  get  the  poor  beasts  to  go,  but  had  to  abandon  them 
some  time  before  arriving  at  the  edge  of  the  snow.  Up  to  this  time  we  had 
none  of  us  experienced  any  bad  eflfects,  and  I  was  in  great  hopes  of  getting  to 
the  top  without  suffering  ;  but  before  long  I  felt  several  unpleasant  sensations, 
including  great  difficulty  in  breathing,  nausea,  and  a  dreadful  headache.  These 
feelings  increased  at  every  step  I  took,  and  when  I  got  about  1000  feet  from 
the  summit,  I  thought  I  must  have  given  up.  The  surface  of  the  snow  or  ice 
was  dreadfully  rough,  and  cut  my  boots  nearly  to  pieces.  The  only  way  in 
which  I  could  make  any  progress,  was  by  advancing  three  or  four  steps,  very 
slowly,  resting,  advancing  three  or  four  more,  and  then  literally  falling  ex- 
hausted on  the  snow  for  a  short  time.  During  these  rests,  I  several  times  fell 
asleep,  and  once  awoke,  quite  convinced  I  was  on  the  steamer  between  Douglas 
and  Liverpool,  I  felt  so  sea-sick.  I  also  unfortunately  got  separated  from  tlie 
euides,  and  went  along  a  rougher  and  steeper  ascent,  but  at  last  got  to  the  top, 
last  of  all  but  one,  and  just  feeling  able  to  give  a  sickly  glance  at  the  crater 
through  my  veil  and  spectacles.  I  threw  myself  dowu  on  a  heap  of  ice  and 
lava,  and  fay  for  some  minutes  motionless  and  almost  senseless.  When  I  had 
in  some  measure  recovered,  I  was  able  to  enjoy  the  magnificent  view  around 
me.  Far  away  in  the  east  appeared  the  peak  of  Orisava :  between  it  and  us 
lay  tbe  immense  plain  of  Puebla,  and  to  our  led  that  of  Mexico. 

Iztaccihuatl  appeared  close  to  us,  the  immense  ravines  and  fir  forests  whidi 
are  between  the  two  mountains  appearing  like  scratches  and  spots  at  that  vast 
depth.  By  our  side  was  the  enormous  crater,  sinking  a  great  distance  into 
the  mountain,  and  at  one  point  still  slightly  smoking.  They  still  get  sulphur 
from  this  crater ;  though,  when  we  were  there,  there  were  no  men  at  work,  and 
consequently  we  were  not  able  to  descend.  After  sufficiently  looking  about 
us  and  taking  some  slight  refreshment,  we  set  out  on  our  downward  route. 
When  about  one-third  down  we  saw  a  beautiful  sight.  An  enormous  cloud 
was  coming  up  with  the  wind  straight  against  the  mountain,  at  some  little 
depth  beneath  us.  On  striking,  it  divided  on  both  sides,  and  rushing  upwards 
along  the  snow,  soon  completely  covered  us  in  a  deep  mist ;  but  soon  after- 
wan^  tlie  wind  seemed  to  break  it  up  into  avenues,  through  which  we  could 
sometimes  see  the  top  of  the  mountain,  and  at  others  the  barrancas  and  pine 
forests  far  below  us,  appearing  and  disappearing  like  scenes  in  a  magic  lantern. 
As  you  may  suppose,  our  descent  was  both  quicker  and  easier  than  tbe  ascent ; 
and  after  an  hour  or  two  scrambling  and  rolling  through  the  snow  and  lava,  we 
readied  our  slcafiag-place,  only  to  meet  with  a  grievous  disappointment.    It 
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Mens  the  owner  «f  the  on^er  M  tioi  with  Mmngtm  to  be 
allowed  to  visit  the  mouBtaio,  and  his  agent  (the  akmlde  of  some  pei 
about  four  leagnes  off)  had  seot,  while  we  were  np,  aad  aeiaea  «i 
servants,  provisions,  clothes,  and,  in  fiict,  every  single  thing  we  had  left  betow. 
As  you  may  well  conceive,  we  were  in  a  pretty  meas — baogry  and  tifod,  widi- 
oirt  food  or  horses !  Nothing  was  left  for  us,  however,  but  to  wedk  back  it 
Amecameea  (a  distance  of  six  leagues)  ;  and  managiog  to  hunt  «f  a  nak  mi 
a  horse,  we  despatched  two  of  our  party  in  advaaee  to  obtain  aod  send  teok 
horses  for  us ;  and  we  set  out  on  our  weary  pilgriHiage.  After  afifteea  naks* 
walk,  which,  in  spite  of  ny  hunger  and  fetigue,  I  oeiild  not  bdp  tajojia^ 
the  scenery  was  so  magnificent,  we  aiet  our  animals  (a  wretched  sctof  brutoB), 
on  which  we  were  obliged  to  make  the  best  of  our  way  to  San  Ra&d,  where 
we  arrived  at  nine  o'clock,  almost  too  tired  to  take  any  rcfteshiBeiiC,  althoigfa 
a  good  supper  was  awaiting  us.  Next  day  I  awoke  quite  refreshed,  and  co- 
joyed  a  quiet  ramble  in  the  neighbourliood,  and  on  Monday  nMNniagwas 
aroused  at  half-past  three  o'clock  to  return  to  Mexico,  which  city  we  reaobed 
at  a  quarter  past  nine,  a.m^  highly  gmtified  with  our  sncoessful  exeuraisa. 
Our  horses  (after  being  taken  to  Puebla)  were  retoraed  to  us,  two  days  after- 
wards, with  *'  many  apologies,"  which  went  very  little  way  in  making  op  for 
our  extra  fiitigue  and  annoyance  ;  and  I  trust  yet  we  shall  get  the  author  of 
our  discomfort  punished. 

The  French  gentleman  who  acoompanied  this  expedition  appealed  to 
the  local  pi^>ers  in  iadigoaat  terms  ugunsi  a  proceeding  which  he  jusdy 
dengnated  as  "  ua  de  eat  motes  d'arbitniro  incroyaUM  dont  le  Meaqa^ 
qui  a  la  pretention,  oependant,  de  paieer  pour  im  Etat  lilise^  asodble 
s'etre  r^serrS  seal  le  monopole/' 

Once  in  Ae  city  of  Mexico,  and  the  first  thing,  sfter  the  palaoe  vA 
cathedra],  that  attracted  attention  and  drew  forth  remark,  vroe  tiie 
leperoSj  the  lazzaroni  of  Mexico.     We  are  referred  to  the  pages  ^ 

Madame  C  de  la  B 's  work  for  a  fiyel  v  picture  of  these  fiUky 

droAes  and  thieves.  (Mr.  Robertson  speaks  of  every  one — his  fellov- 
pasaengen,  hia  hosts,  his  Aiends,  noo-«nonymoas  authors,  aa  CaUena 
de  la  Bar^a,  nay,  even  of  his  own  daughter,  under  their  inithife :  Ifiv 
Robertson  is  throughout  the  work  spoken  of  as  H.  Such  over^ 
tidiousness  is  perfectly  ridiculous.)  The  cathedral  is  described  as  hmg 
three-fourths  filled  with  these  l^eros.  '^  It  was,**  says  Mr.  Robertson, 
^'  a  feast  for  the  eyes  and  the  ofiActory  nerves  after  such  a  fashion,  as  to 
render  a  description,  I  can  assure  yoa,  '  mere  honoured  in  the  breaok 
dian  the  observance.' "  The  huiUings  afe  ^>oken  c^ia  tetms  of  highad- 
miration;  a  nsassive,  hut  rode  grandeur  is  nodoed  as  the  dislneiive 
cliaracter  of  the  palace<^like  houses.  The  diary  of  a  rewdence  in  ikiB 
splendid  city  does  not,  howeyer,  present  so  much  noyelty  as  might  hare 
been  expected.  The  parties  were  too  "  respectable^  to  see  anything 
but  what  was  pleasing  to  the  sight  and  agreeable  to  relate.  These  vete 
streets,  squares,  and  gardens,  for  example,  but  it  was  not  respeotable  ir 
the  fair  sex  to  vralk.  There  wm  Las  Vigw,  the  fiflhkMable  &ai%  Airiag 
Lent,  with  odd  figures  aod  noet  Tirious  costumes ;  the  canal,  in 
canoes  full  of  darldes  playing  the  banjo  and  stngmg  their  baiUw 
songs.  There  was  the  theatre — ^very  handsome — "the  ladies  in  gencrtl 
nice  looking,  and  a  good  many  yery  pretty,  and  almost  all  dressed  m 
good  tasto.  There  were  suburbs  and  yillages,  some  of  which,  as  Taca- 
baya,  are  the  resort  of  the  eHU  ai  Mexieo  ;  there  were  the  Ftmo8,ci 
public  dftvesy  of  whidi  the  .Nmvo  is  an  avenue  a  mye  us  length,  wA 
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Miflai^  witk  tbe  msdees  •£  the  land,  intpMoted  by  tbe  leadiiig  MIef  of 
^  koM^tam;  taere  were  bi^  iiidi  '^unakaTen,  un^on,  half-kme^ 
Uiod  tatterdemalion  mnfio-soraperSy  pourbg  forth  tidkliDgt  aad  Bomidt 
vfaieh  would  hare  driyen  JulHea  starlc  •taring  mad  in  two  mipntai  !** 
Then  there  wave  the  chardMa»  deeked  out  with  e?eiy  oonoeivable  sort  of 
onameatk  vyieg  in  show  with  the  Mexican  community  itael^  very 
iplendid  to  the  eye,  but  Ml  of  ineongruitiei  and  eontradiotioiift.  Tm 
CalJe  San  Franeiaeo,  with  its  teten  distinct  chapds,  carries  oflF  dM  pafan 
£or  QMgnificence  ;  but  La  Profesa  is  ^e  roost  fashionable.  There  was 
tke  S^iana  Santa,  with  plenty  of  theatrical  display  in  the  churches,  but 
a»  camifal ;  and  at  Whitsuntide  there  were  three  days*  gambling,  in 
whieh  erery  one  iodk  a  diare,  at  the  TiUage  called  San  Agustin  de  las 
Coeras.  The  bankers  were  ''all,  all  honourable  men,"  and  nobody 
thinks  for  a  moment  that  there  is  the  slightest  impropriety  in  capitalists 
opening  a  gaming-house  for  three  days  every  year  in  San  Agusdn.  Then 
^ere  were  cock-fights  in  the  Plaia  de  Gallos,  honoured  by  the  presence 
of  sU  the  eUte  and  beauty  of  Mexico  in  their  gayest  toilettes. 

Nor  must  ¥Fe  foiget  to  notiee,  among  minor  resources,  the  Calle  de 
los  PlateroB — the  Sond-street  of  Mexico — the  alameda,  or  morning 
wi^;  the  great  Plaza,  with  its  picturesque  shops  and  shoppers;  the 
Farian,  a  great  bazaar  for  clothes  for  the  poorer  classes  ;  tne  Evan- 
gelistas,  or  letter-writers ;  the  Lonja,  or  exchange,  with  reading,  billiard, 
concert,  and  ball  rooms ;  the  market,  with  a  wonderful  display  of  fruit 
and  Tegetabks,  but  only  one  kind  of  fish — a  fresh-water  whiting.  (The 
Mffrirans,  by-the-by,  eat  frogs  and  mosquitoes'  eggs,  taken  in  myriads  by 
knet  laid  across  the  marshy  grounds  about  the  lakes.  This  is  lex  tcdumii 
vith  a  vengeance.)  There  are  processions  throughout  the  year,  among 
which  that  of  Corpus  Christi  is  the  most  remarkable.  There  is  a 
pleanng,  lounging,  idling,  gossiping  society,  with,  strange  to  say  (and  a 
lad  symptom  of  decadence  it  is),  the  military  profession  in  utter  discredit 
and  disrepute,  arts  and  sciences  lang^shing,  literature  at  the  lowest 
possible  ebb,  public  spirit  utterly  extinct,  and  moral  depravity,  and  vice 
and  crime,  in  the  ascendant.     Still,  as  Mr.  Robertson  remarks : 

Throughout  Mexico,  according  to  its  varied  latitudes,  you  have  in  active 
twltivation  almost  every  production  of  nature— wheat,  barley,  oats—all  our 
own  cereal  and  green  crops— the  sugar-cane,  coffee,  tobacco,  cotton,  rice,  and 
■RBor  products  of  warm  climates.  For  cochineal  tbe  country  is  celebrated  ; 
and  of  timber  and  wood  of  every  kind  they  have  inexhaustible  stores.  Silver 
and  gold  I  have  only  to  mention,  to  make  their  importance  understood  by  all. 
Qaicksiher  they  also  liave ;  and  iron-mines  are  in  operation.  In  short,  a 
ooQDtry  more  abundant  in  every  species  of  mineral  and  other  riclies  than 
Mexico  (even  after  her  loss  of  New  Mexico  and  California,  having  still 
Son6ra  and  other  parts),  I  do  believe  exists  not  on  the  face  of  the  earth— 
neeptin^  perhaps,  the  United  States,  since  their  people  have  possessed 
tiieiiiselves  (after  their  own  fashion)  of  such  splendid  territorial  enlargements 
to  their  democratic  empire  as  Texas,  CaHfomia,  and  New  Mexico. 

The  unfortunate  moral  «and  intellectual  condition  of  Mexico  is,  as  is 
S^p^rally  the  case,  rendered  more  mevotis  by  a  discordancy  of  political 
^'pinion.  The  Mexicans  are  divided  into  three  classes — the  Monarqtdsts^ 
Of  old  bigoted  High  Church  aristocrats;  the  PuroSy  or  Liberals  and 
tepublkm,  anything  but  ^<pure"  in  their  patriotism;  and  the  Mode^ 
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radios,  or  Anneuonists,  strange  to  say  in  large  nnmbers,  and  in  Tsry 
doubtful  diminution.  It  is  extraordinary  to  beHeve  that  there  should  w 
in  any  one  country  an  influential  party  fiivouring  the  eyentual  dominatbn 
of  another  race,  With  a  different  language  and  religion ;  but  it  is  di£BciiIt 
to  fathom  the  depths  of  national  d^radation  of  a  Mexican.  General 
Santa  Anna,  as  we  hare  seen  since  Mr.  Robertson's  time,  has  also  still 
his  adherents,  even  to  the  temporary  absorption  of  all  other  parties  in  the 
usual  denouement  of  anarchy — a  dictatorship.  Mr.  Robertson^s  views 
are,  that  although  the  war  with  the  United  States  ended  by  depriving 
Mexico  of  a  large  portion  of  her  territorial  possessions,  enough  is  stall 
lef^  to  form  progressively  the  elements  of  one  of  the  most  important 
nations  with  which  England,  in  the  now  altered  state  of  European 
affairs,  can  possibly  be  connected.  This,  notwithstanding  that  in  his 
own  words — 

What  I  must  say  strikes  every  foreigner  with  utter  amazement  on  his  first 
acquaintance  with  Mexico,  is,  that  seeing  at  every  step  he  takes  in  this  mag- 
nihcent  country^  indubitable  proofs  of  riches  and  resources  in  perennial  abun- 
dance ;  wealth' in  every  shape,  mineral,  cereal,  pastoral ;  the  eartli  teeming,  in 
fact,  with  every  country's  product  which  man  can  use,  excliange,  and  turn  to 
his  profit :  tliat,  seeing  all  this,  he  learns  that  the  same  country  is  utterly 
beggared  and  bankrupt  in  public  men,  and  public  credit ;  and,  as  a  natural 
consequence,  that  its  public  means,  either  dammed  up  or  turned  into  wrong 
cliannels,  are  quite  inadequate  to  meet  the  demands  of  the  national  ex- 
pendi(ure. 

As  if  this  state  of  affairs  were  not  sufficiently  anomalous,  the  stranger,  on 
landing  in  Mexico,  is  still  further  stupified  by  a  concurrent  testimony,  gene- 
rally confirmed  quickly  by  personal  experience,  that  in  a  nation,  liavin^ 
apparently  all  the  elements  of  power.'-fine  cities  and  noble  estates  throu^out 
the  country,  with  mineral  establishments  which  far  surpass  any  tiling  of  the 
kind  in  any  other  part  of  the  world  ;  that  in  this  Mexico,  possessing  seven  or 
eight  millions  of  inhabitants,  he  dare  not  pass  from  one  province  to  another, 
without  something  like  a  certainty  of  being  waylaid  and  robbed,  on  all  the 
public  roads,  and  even  in  many  of  the  public  streets  of  the  cities  into  wbicb 
he  enters. 

The  way  in  wluch  a  nation  may  be  regenerated  has  been  fairly  ex- 
posed, as  mainly  by  a  rational  education  of  the  people,  teaching  and 
inculcating  right  pnnciples ;  struggling  for  the  advancement  of  morality; 
encouraging  true  religion,  by  exploding  the  vain  and  worn-out  forms  of 
an  antiquated  superstition ;  and,  finally,  by  proclaiming  to  all  classes  that 
individvud  vice  can  only  lead  to  national  degradation.  Secondly,  by  ad(^ 
ing  liberal  public  measures ;  by  repressing  pubUc  ahases ;  by  encouraging 
patriotic  public  men ;  by  reducing  the  public  expenditure  to  the  pubHe 
income ;  by  vifforously  denouncing  public  delinquents,  and  as  vigoroudy 
punishing  public  crimes.  Thirdly,  by  adopting  a  cosmopolitan  policy, 
giving  every  encouragement  to  foreigners  to  trade  with  Mexico,  and  to 
settle  in  it,  mixing  their  interests  with  those  of  the  Mexican  people, 
through  a  steady  and  well-regulated  system  of  immigration,  and  toroogv 
the  introduction  of  foreign  capital.  Fourthly,  by  enterine  into  tk« 
strictest  alliance  and  the  closest  friendship  with  those  nations  whose 
interests  are  involved,  to  a  gi-eater  or  less  extent,  in  the  prosperity  and 
naUonality  of  Mexico. 

I  have  already  (remarks  Mr.  Robertson)  said,  that  the  great  power  to 
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vhidi  Mexico  ou^t  to  look  as  her  natural  ally,  is  England.  It  is  with 
En^nd  that  Mexico  ought  to  put  forward  every  effort  to  draw  closer  and 
closer  together  the  links  of  international  friendship.  I  speak  not  as  an 
Englishman— -I  speak  as  the  friend  of  Mexico.  The  latter  ought  to  appeal, 
in  every  possible  way,  to  the  sympathies,  and  ensage  in  every  form  the  inte* 
rests  of  the  former,  towards  leading  her  to  uphold  the  power,  nationality,  and 
integrity  of  Mexico.  In  point  of  fact,  no  nation  is  already  so  deeply  inte- 
rested in  doinc  so  as  England,  both  in  a  political  and  mercantile  point  of  view. 
Mexico  is  of  hi£h  importance  to  Great  Britain,  and  from  no  nation  on  the 
globe  could  the  former  draw  creater  and  more  material  advantages,  if  she  chose 
to  seek  them,  than  from  England.  She  has  no  annexation  views ;  and  Mexico 
oofht  to  seek  her  as  a  barrier,  to  oppose,  on  the  part  of  others,  this  detestable 
and  hypocritical  mode  of  national  robbery. 

And  again  he  adds,  further  on,  in  connexion  with  the  same  train  of 
argument — 

The  onward  course  of  population  in  the  United  Kingdom,  the  increase  of 
capital,  and  the  almost  feverish  stimulus  applied  to  British  enterprise,  make  a 
wider  and  wider  field  of  commercial  intercourse  not  an  advantage  to  England 
«bne,  but  a  necessUy,  pressing  upon  the  country  with  an  accumulative  force, 
wbicb  extends  pari  passu  with  the  growing  population.  Not  to  find  adequate 
employment  for  our  swarming  millions — not  to  find  vents  for  our  multifarious 
objects  of  industry,  is  to  sap  the  foundation  of  the  empire.  Insufficient  em- 
ployment leads  from  poverty  and  want,  to  discontent,  outrage,  and  insurrec- 
tion. No  one  can  deny  the  palpable  fact ;  and  therefore  the  first  duty  of  a 
British  statesman  is,  to  provide  new  and  advantageous  outlets,  both  for  our 
commerce  and  for  reproductive  emigration.  With  foreign  states,  almost 
entirely  dependent  on  the  manufacturing  and  shipping  of  other  countries,  a 

free  intercourse  cannot  fail  to  bring  the  highest  advantages  to  England,  where    . 

the  comparatively  cheap  rate  at  which  she  can  provide  the  world  with  evertf  r.  • '  \  \  '. 
object  of  manufacture,  distances  competition,  and  establishes  for  us  a.^W^* 
market    If  that  countrv  at  the  same  time  be  thinlv  inhabited,  it  brings  trie  '^'      ' 
additional  advantage  of  readily  absorbing  a  part  of  our  surplus  populationi     '  .  ]   ^> 
A  dail^  augmenting  taste  and  necessity  for  the  produce  of  British  indjiistVy.      *     ^  ^ 
a  partml  amalgamation  with  the  habits  and  customs  of  our  people,  ani^^/  ^,    v  .  - 
gradual,  however  slow,  advance  in  the  science  of  good  government,  these  alK*„i4J.-  - 
follow  in  the  train  of  English  immigration  into  young  and  still  open  countries. 
It  is  planting,  without  the  expense  of  keeping,  colonies  of  our  own.    Such  a 
country  as  I  speak  of  should  Mexico  be  to  England. 

Of  the  imports  of  Mexico,  I  suppose  three-fourths  are  British  ;  and  a  close 
friendship  between  the  two  nations  would  lead  to  such  fiscal  ameliorations  in 
this,  as  would  progressively,  and  to  a  wonderful  extent,  develop  the  resources 
sod  the  riches  of  Mexico;  and  by  increasing  its  power  of  consumption,  would 
give  elasticity  to  its  commercial  capabilities.  A  mutual  confidence  thus  es- 
tablished, and  a  better  government  organised  here,  I  make  bold  to  say,  that 
tbere  is  not  a  country  on  the  face  of  the  dobe  where  England  could  lay  out 
inrplos  capital  so  securely  and  so  profitably  as  in  Mexico.  The  working  of 
iu  mines  alone  would  give  employment  to  millions  of  money  and  thousands 
of  additional  hands. 

This  mutual  good  understanding  between  the  two  nations  would  by  degrees 
lead,  naturally  and  inevitably,  to  a  tide  of  emigration  from  England  towards 
'^co.  The  variety,  but  everywhere  the  beauty,  of  its  climate  is  proverbial ; 
ud  in  mining,  in  agriculture,  in  pasturage,  in  the  common  arts,  there  is  room 
ia  Mexico  for  ten  times  its  actual  population.  Politically,  and  supposing  tlie 
f'iente  cordiale  to  exist,  it  is  impossible  to  exaggerate  the  importance  of 
Mexico,  as  an  ally  of  England.  The  only  harrier  against  that  colossal  power 
^hich  threatens  some  day  to  shut  out  England  altogether  from  this  great  con- 
tmeat,  would  thus  be  raised.    Mexican  independence*  fostered  by  England. 
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k  BOM  worth  Bagiasd's  mttentm  than  ail  die  iDiiMB«a  ibe  ean  pMioi 
on  the  fM  and  won^-mtt  theatre  of  European  contanental  politM.  To  tbt 
new  world,  not  to  the  eH  England  muit  look  for  a  condnnaaee  of  her  dw 
weight.  And  kt  her  not  say  that  this  is  a  prtnmdwFe  yytm ;  for,  whfle  sbe 
sluggishly  looks  on,  others  are  advaseing  hy  ^gaatic  steps  to  tbt  g^  of  their 
ambition. 

Bat  if  the  advantages  Kkdy  toaeeme  to  Eogbnd  are  grwt»  to  Mexieothqr 
are  vktoL  The  enieitte  wrdmk  with  Ea^nd  is  the  ■ssarnniu  to  the  MeiicMi 
— firat,  of  their  existence  as  a  people ;  and  secendl)*,  of  their  rapid  adiMoce* 
nent  from  their  present  lew  point,  to  their  proper  {dace  in  the  scale  of 
nations.  Two  great  countries  are  deeply  interested  in  the  qoestioB  of  Menct ; 
but  die  policy  of  the  one  is  to  depress,  of  the  other  to  uphold.  It  is  the 
interest  of  the  first,  as  a  deliberate  and  systematic  aggressor,  to  weakeo  sad 
divide,  in  order  to  annex ;  the  nobler  aim  of  the  second  is,  as  a  friend,  to 
strengthen  and  consolidate.  The  upas-tree  kills  every  plant  which  interferes 
with  its  growth — the  oak  spreads  his  branches  to  protect  circumjacent  vege* 
tattoo.  Let  tlie  two  countries  lay  these  troths  to  heart,  wliile  there  is  yet 
tisie  to  profit  l^  them.  Let  them  hasten  to  establish  the  eiUenie  coN^Ble; 
and  then,  while  Mexico  will  have  gained  a  powerful  supporter,  EngUod  will 
reckon  en  one  of  tiie  most  practical^  important  of  all  her  many  allies. 

These  views  are,  to  say  the  least  of  them,  well  deserving  of  seiioui 
consideration,  although  we  cannot  aay  that  we  place  any  (^onfidence  m 
their  reaUsation.     The  decadence  of  Mexico,  like   that   of  the  other 
Spanish  colonies  in  America,  appears  to  us  to  be  too  fiur  gone  to  admit 
of  regeneration.     As  to  oolouising  the  country  with  a  new  race  of  Anglo* 
Mex^sans,  it  is  a  feasible  and  teotpting  project;  but  ciroumstanoes  We 
just  now  turned  emigration  in  another  direction,  and  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,  weU  peopled  though  they  be,  have  scarcely  a  superabondaoce 
of  population  sufficient  to  colonise  so  vast  a  country  as  Mexico.     Still  it 
would  be  well  that  public  attention  should  be  brought  to  bear  upon  so 
desirable  an  outlet.     It  is,  at  the  same  time,  a  great  mistake  to  ctU 
Mexico  '^  the  onfy  barrier  against  that  colossal  power  which  threatens 
some  day  to  shut  out  England  altogether  from  the  continent  of  Amerioa.'' 
From  Nova  Sootia  to  Vancouver  them  extends  a  belt  of  oouatnr  beit 
adapted  by  climate  and  position  to  rear  a  race  of  men  capable  of  coo- 
testing  Yankee  supremacy.    We  have  always  held  that  British  capital 
and  skill  could  nowhere  be  so  patriotically  invested  as  in  opening  an  easy 
communication  between  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  Oceaps  across  that  belt 
What  powerful  states  might  then  arise  on  the  Fraader  and  Saakatchawan 
rivers,  in  the  Upper  and  Lower  Lake  districts,  in  the  two  Canadas,  aod 
in  New  Bnmswiek !     And  if  the  comxneree  d?  the  East  and  West  was 
carried  through  those  countries,  ^e  populatioQ  of  such  states  woold 
spring  up  as  rf  by  magic.     In  the  mean  time,  in  furtherance  of  the  open- 
ing of  such  a  line,  or  of  that  of  the  Isthmus,  in  furtherance  of  the  inter- 
communication of  all  nations,  and  the  freedom  of  commerce  throughout 
the  world,  all  the  people  of  the  earth  are  alike  interested  that  the  doc- 
trines of  a  certain  dafis  of  Yankees,  who  openly  advocate  Chinese  prin- 
ciplea  of  exdnsivenesB,  and  the  expulrioii  of  all  oioier  raosfr  feom  the  Se^ 
World,  should  not  be  carried  into  fbroe — at  least  without  an  effort  in  tke 
cause  of  humanity  and  of  genend  dviliaation.     It  would  be  diffienh  to 
say  what  Providence  has  yet  in  store  for  the  New  World.    Surely  not 
to  make  a  Yankee  dave-^irden  of  the  two  continents  I 
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A  JEWISH  TALE. 

Fbom:  the  Daitish  or  B.  S.  IifCFSicANir. 

BY    UKtU    BUSHBT. 

ra. 

Thb  next  day  was  Satardaj.  PhiHp  Moses  kept  the  Sabbath  in  his 
own  room,  and  prayed  for  his  unhi^pj  people ;  but  he  often  started,  and 
a  look  of  pain  seemed  to  contract  his  features  when  he  overheard  his  son 
taUdng  kindly  to  his  customers  in  the  shop,  and  rattling  the  money  in 
the  tUl;  while  his  wife,  in  the  other  apartments,  was  eng^ed  in  yarious 
booMbdd  duties,  in  all  of  which  Benjamina  was  obliged  to  assist  her.  He 
fwpusiAj  heard  her  aunt  scolding  her,  and  she  had  scarcely  been  able  to 
sDsleh  more  than  a  minute  to  carry  her  g^ndfather's  breakfast  to  hkn, 
za^  affsctionately  to  bid  him  good  morning*  On  that  short  visit  he  per- 
ceived  that  she  had  been  weeping  ;  but  he  would  not  deprive  her  of  the 
eorafiort  of  £uicymg  she  had  concealed  her  tears  from  him,  by  letting  her 
know  that  he  had  observed  them. 

Philip  Moses  was  lying  with  his  old  head  literally  bowed  into  the  dust, 
and  was  engaged  in  prayer,  when  Benjamina  returned  and  called  him  to 
dinner.  His  d8ughter4n-law  had  slightly  hoped  he  would  be  able  to  put 
tip  with  svdi  accommodation  as  their  house  afforded,  but  she  was  neither 
aUe  Bor  wilHng  to  cmiceal  her  ill-humour;  and  the  old  man  sat  silently 
at  table  without  tasting  any  of  the  dishes  placed  on  it,  for  these  consisted 
d  the  very  things  that  the  Mosaic  law  particularly  forbade.  His  son  did 
Qot  seem  to  notice  all  this ;  but  poor  Benjamina  did,  and  fasted  also, 
thoarii  she  was  very  hungiy*  The  tumult  of  the  preceding  night  was 
iwd  of,  and  it  was  told  that  there  had  not  been  one  window  left  un- 
l^en  in  Samuel's  residence,  nor  in  many  of  the  handsomest  houses  be- 
longing to  ^e  Jews;  also,  that  a  couple  of  Jew  old-clothesmen,  who  were 
pcnmbnlating  the  streets,  had  been  very  ill-used  by  the  mob. 

'^Why  do  the  rich  make  so  much  useless  display  ?"  said  Isaac,  '^and 
^  do  the  poor  seek,  by  their  needless  oddity,  to  draw  public  observation 
^  tiienuelves  P'' 

^  Have  you  beeome  a  Christian,  my  son  ?*'  demanded  the  old  man  ; 
''or  perhaps  this  is  not  the  Sabbath-dayr 

^  I  adhere  to  the  doctrines  of  my  fere&thers,"  replied  his  son,  '*  in  what 
I  oonnder  to  be  of  consequence,  and  in  what  is  applicable  to  the  age  in 
^^^  we  life,  and  to  the  ideas  of  what  is  holy  and  unholy  that  my  reason 
sod  my  senses  can  acknowledge.  I  wish  my  father  would  do  the  same, 
^"oot  be  scandalised  at  what  is  really  quite  innocent" 

*^  My  fadi«r-in-kw  most  try  to  put  up  with  our  fare,^  said  the  mistress 
of  the  house,  handing  him,  with  thoughtless  indifiFerence,  a  plate  of  roast 
pojk.  *<  Our  house  is  quite  in  disorder  to-day,"  she  added,  by  way  of 
^P^gy*  when  he  silently  handed  her  back  the  plate,  ^'  and  I  really  did 
^  bethink  me  of  our  guest ;  but  I  shall  have  something  else  another 
^"oe,  when  I  am  aecaBtomed  to  remember  what  he  will  not  eat." 
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A  gloomy  silenoe  then  followed  at  taUe,  and  Isaac  cast  a  reproadAil 
look  at  his  wife,  which  she  did  not  omit  to  notice.  The  old  man  made  a 
movement  as  if  he  were  about  to  rise,  but  at  that  moment  his  eve  fell 
on  Benjamina  ;  he  remained  silent  and  reseated  himsel£  What  Beoja- 
mina  read,  however,  in  her  grandfather's  countenance,  drew  unlndden 
tears  to  her  beautiful  eyes — tears  which  she  quickly  brushed  away,  while  in 
her  embarrassment  she,  unwittingly,  broke  up  her  bread  into  small  crumbs 
on  the  tablecloth.  For  this  act  of  extravagance  she  received  a  sharp  re- 
primand from  her  aunt,  with  a  rude  reminder  that  these  were  not  times  to 
waste  bread,  and  that  '*  those  who  had  nothing  of  their  own  should  think 
themselves  lucky  to  get  anything  to  put  in  their  mouths.'' 

**  Wife !"  whispered  Isaac  to  his  better  hal^  as  they  rose  from  taUe, 
*^that  was  not  according  to  our  amement.*' 

When  old  Philip  Moses  was  afone  with  his  son  afiterwards,  he  looked 
long  and  earnestly  at  him,  and  then  said,  in  a  dejected  tone  of  voice : 

"  My  son,  speak  out  the  truth  freely — the  grey-haired,  antiquated  Jew, 
is  an  unbidden  guest ;  you  are  ashamed  to  close  your  doors  against  him, 
but  not  to  give  him  wormwood  in  his  cup  of  welcome ;  and  my  poor 
Benjamina  is  looked  on  as  a  mendicant  here,  to  whom  you  have  not 
many  crumbs  of  bread  to  spare." 

"How  so— my  father?"  stammered  Isaac.  "If  my  wife — forgive 
her! — I  myself  remarked  a  degree  of  thoughtlessness  in  her,  which 
pained  me." 

"  Isaac — Isaac !"  exclaimed  the  old  man,  "  why  does  your  voice  trem- 
ble, and  why  do  your  eyes  avoid  mine  ?  But  I  will  still  call  vou  my 
son,  and  will  tarry  awhile  to  see  if  you  can  free  yourself.  Your  heart  is 
not  bad,  Isaac ;  but,  alas !  it  has  been  with  you,  as  with  the  sons  of  Israel, 
who,  captivated  by  the  daughters  of  a  strange  people,  forgot  father  and 
mother,  and  that  Lord  who  brought  them  out  of  Egypt — they  nefer 
beheld  the  promised  land." 

"  Let  not  my  marriage  offend  you  so  much,  my  dear  father,''  said 
Isaac,  gathering  courage  to  speak  out,  "and  be  not  shocked  at  my  way  of 
living.  Remember,  I  came  into  the  world  half  a  century  later  than  you 
did.  Opinions  alter  with  time  and  with  circumstances,  and  I  have 
learned  to  see  much  in  our  religion,  and  our  position  as  regards  the  rest 
of  the  world,  in  a  very  different  light  to  what  you  do.  I  should  indeed 
be  blind,  if  I  did  not  perceive  that  our  people  are  the  most  remarkable  on 
the  face  of  the  earth,  and  the  least  subject  to  change,  even  in  their  nnn, 
and  their  dispersion  among  all  the  nations  in  the  world.  But  I  do  not 
think  that  we  are,  therefore,  called  upon  eternally  to  separate  cursives 
from  all  other  living  beings.  Inwardly  we  may,  indeed,  feel  our  distinc- 
tion from  them ;  and  let  this  secret  knowledge  strengthen  us  to  suppo^ 
our  humiliations,  and  teach  us  to  rise  superior  to  our  oppressors  and  per* 
secutors,  even  when  we  are  condemned  to  crawl  in  the  dust  before  them; 
intoardfy  we  may  despise  them,  but  outwardly  we  must  amalgao^ 
with  the  g^at  masses  of  mankind,  who  will  otherwise  crush  us  ui  our 
stubbornness." 

"  If  I  understand  you  aright,  my  son,  you  mean  that  we  may  ^^^^. 
to  be  Israelites,  while  we  accept  Christian  customs  and  fashions ;  and  tbat 
our  race  might  be  preserved,  notwithstanding  that  we  put  an  end  to ' 
ourselves  by  minghng  our  blood  with  that  of  the  stranger/' 
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^  As  a  people  and  as  a  nation  we  are  already  lost,"  replied  hb  son ; 
**  and  with  the  destruction  of  the  temple  at  Jerusalem  has  the  outward' 
stmcture  of  our  religion  fallen  to  the  ground.  Do  you  not  helieve  that 
if  oar  great  lawgiver  had  liyed  in  these  times,  and  in  this  land,  he  would 
not  have  prescribed  very  different  rules  for  our  conduct  ?" 

^  Would  he  have  changed  the  commandments  to  fear  and  serve  the 
God  of  Sabaoth,  and  to  honour  &ther  and  mother?'*  asked  the  old  man. 

Some  persons  came  in  at  that  moment,  and  the  conversation  was 
brc^en  off. 

In  the  evening  Isaac  was  not  at  home,  but  some  of  his  wife's  relations- 
came  to  visit  her,  along  with  a  couple  of  foppish  young  men,  who  looked 
in  from  a  party  in  the  neighbourhood.  No  one  seemed  to  notice  old 
Philip  Moses;  he  sat  quietly  in  a  remote  comer  of  the  room,  and  listened' 
to  the  jokes,  with  which  some  of  the  gentlemen  entertained  the  company 
about  the  rising  against  the  Jews,  at  which  they  laughed  very  heartily ; 
also  telling,  with  great  glee,  that  they  were  to  be  attacked  again. 
Amongst  we  visitors  was  a  handsome  young  man,  with  long  fair  hair 
falling  over  his  white  collar.  He  was  the  young  painter  Veit,  who  had 
lately  returned  from  Rome,  and  who  still  wore  the  peculiar  costume 
adopted  there  by  artists.  The  two  fops  seemed  inclined  to  turn  his  dress 
into  ridicule,  for  they  were  afraid  that  he  intended  introducing  the  fashion 
into  Hamburg ;  but  he  took  no  notice  of  them.  He  was  the  son  of  the 
physician  who  attended  Isaac's  family,  and  who  resided  on  the  '*  Hopfen- 
markt."  Hb  attraction  to  the  house  was  Benjamina's  beautiful  face, 
which  was  very  interesting  to  him  as  an  artist.  He  had  hitherto  takeir 
no  share  in  the  general  conversation,  but  had  been  standing  apart  in  a 
window  with  Benjamina,  talking  to  her  about  her  reverend-looking  grand- 
father, whom  he  had  saluted  with  the  respect  which  his  age  and  patriarchal 
appearance  demanded. 

He  now  remarked  the  tenor  of  the  conversation  that  was  going  on,  and 
turned  quickly  from  Benjamina  to  try  to  stop  it,  by  introducing  some 
other  subject.  But  the  thoughtless  and  unfeeling  young  men  soon  re- 
sumed their  ridicule  of  the  Jews,  and  indulged  in  witticisms  at  the  ex- 
pense of  their  sufferines  during  the  riot,  without  at  all  being  checked  by 
the  remembrance  of  whose  house  they  were  in,  or  who  was  present.  At 
length  Veit  thought  it  necessary  to  remind  them  where  they  were;  and  he 
did  this  in  so  pointed  andjstinging  a  manner,  that,  ashamed  and  enraged,, 
they  immediately  took  their  departure,  but  not  until  they  had  whispered 
him  that  he  would  6nd  them  the  next  morning  near  the  Obelisk.  No  one 
overheard  the  challenge,  but  Veit  vowed  to  himself  that  he  would  chas- 
tise them  severely,  and  that  that  meeting  should  be  a  blacker  hour  to 
them  than  any  which  had  occurred  during  the  tumult  they  had  considered 
so  amusing.  But  their  exit  did  not  put  an  end  to  strife.  Some  elderly^ 
wholesale  dealers  thought  fit  to  take  up  the  defence  of  their  friends  who* 
had  just  gone,  and  seemed  at  least  not  to  disapprove  of  the  chastisement 
inflicted  on  the  privileged  Hebrew  usurers  for  their  long  practised  extor* 
tioos. 

Veit  again  became*  the  champion  of  the  Jews,  and  descanted  with- 
warmth  on  the  hateful,  unchristian  spirit  which  could  impel  Christians  so 
shamefully  to  break  the  peace,  and  maltreat  a  fugitive,  defenceless  race^ 
to  whom  die  state  had  promised  its  protection. 

Jufy — TOL.  XCVra.  NO.  CCCXCL  z 
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<<  We  complain  thai  they  hate  vm  and  de&aad  us,'*  said  he.  ^  Do  tre 
show  love  to  them  when  we  stone  diem  ?  Do  we  not  betray'  ihma,  when 
we  in&inge  oiar  own  laws  in  order  to  break  fiedth  with  them^  and  wtthdmw 
the  aecuntjr  on  wluch  we  tdd  th^n  they  might  rely,  when  they  aettkd 
among  us  ?  If  we  were  to  show  more  juaftice  and  Christian  feedings  ne 
might  induee  them  to  like  ua ;  bat  hatred,  scorn,  and  persecution,  nerer 
yet  won  ^ther  proselytes  or  finenda*" 

Benjamina  rewarded  the  defiander  of  hur  people  with  a  giatelal  snle, 
and  old  Philip  Moses  rose  and  stept  quietly,  but  with  dignity,  forth  fiem 
his  eomer. 

''  It  is  just  and  right  that  we  should  be  humbled  befidre  the  Loedr  said 
he.  '*  But  unjust  and  wicked  are  our  £^ow-ereatnie6  who  sedc  ear 
humiliation.  Aec^  an  old  ma&*s  thanks,"  he  added,  aa  he  tuzned 
towards  the  young  painter,  '*  that  thovL  dost  not  echo  the  cry  of  the  per- 
secutor, and  oast  stones  at  us  in  the  time  wher^  we  are  exposed  to  the 
coatuBQely  and  the  reproach  of  the  scomer,  but  that  thou  bast  a  word  of 
kindness  for  the  Lord  s  oppreased  and  humbled  people  in  ^  hour  of 
their  desolation." 

''  Who  10  that  strange  old  man  ?  He  speaks  as  if  he  were  a  Bible,*^ 
sud  the  startled  visitors  one  to  another. 

Isaae*s  eldest  child,  a  boy  of  about  five  yeass  ci  age,  and  his  motfao^ 
darling  and  absolute  image,  had  all  day  been  peeping  ai  the  old  man,  as 
if  he  were  some  ^^raordinanr  spectacle. 

^'  Are  not  you  a  Jewish  pnest  ?"  said  he>  pertly,  as  he  approached  him 
more  closely.  "  Why,  what  a  naaty,  ugly,  long  beard  you  have !  Don't 
come  near  the  windows,  or  tiiey  wul  be  bn^can  for  us,  mother  says^" 

*^  He  is  your  gnxkd&iheSy**  whispered  Benjamina  to  the  child;  ''yoa 
must  love  him,  imd  behave  well  to  him>  Cad !" 

'*  Nonsense !"  cried  the  child,  laughing  outright — "  a  Jew  with  a  long 
beaid,  wha  won't  eat  pork,  my  grandffither  I  No,  no.  See  if  I  don't  t^ 
him  ail  the  fanny  thbgs  that  aU  the  boys  say-        " 

Benjamina  cned,  and  placed  her  huid  over  ^e  child's  mouth,  to  pre- 
vent the  okl  man  from,  hearing  what  he  was  saying ;  but  the  unfi>itiinate 
grandfather  had  not  lost  a  word  that  he  had  utteoed.  He  lifted  his  hud 
to  crush  the  serpent  that  thus  hissed  in  his  ear,  but  at  that  moment  be 
observed  Beiyunina's  tearful  eyes :  his  arm  fell  by  his  side,  aadhe  stosd 
pale  and  silent,,  with  his  flashinff^  eyes  fixed  on  ^e  floor. 

Just  then  laaae  came  in,  and  aloiost  started  as  he  beheld  the  emto- 
rassed  countenances  aromid.  Not  one  a£  the  strangers^  ezoept  the 
punter,  seemed  to  ^1  any  pity  for  ike  oki  man,  but  some  were  hastenbg 
away,  while  others  wore  evidently  psepacing  to  follow. 

'<  What  is  the  matter?"  asked  Isaac,  glanomg  first  at  the  excited  old 
man,  and  then,  widi  some  sospackm,  at  his  wife.  '^  Has  any  one  besa 
annoying  my  dd  fiitiier  ?" 

<^  Hew  oaa  I  help  that  poor  child's  diatterjng  ?"  r^»lied  his  «i&. 
'^  Bnt  come,  my  boy,"  she  added,  taking  the  uodiin  tenderty  by  the  head, 
and  leading  him  out  of  the  room — ^*  come ;  hereafter  none  oi  us  mait 
dare  to  open  our  moaths  in  our  own  house.*' 

The  painter,  wtddeaing  with  anger,  stood  near  Benjamina.  and  Fiiffip 
Moees,  whose  hand  he  dbiook  kindly;  but  the  old.  man  stood  as  a  statae 
of  stone,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor.  Suddeoily  he  seemed  to  stnikm 
as  if  from  adream,  raised  his  head,  and  lodced  allaronnd.  When  he  saw 
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Isaae  jftandiDg  hs&re  bimy  the  tears  started  to  his  eyes,  and  coursed  eaek 
oUiir.  down  his  pale  cheeks  into  his  long  white  beard. 

*' Farewell^  my  sonr'  h»  exclaimed,  laying  his  hand  on  Isaac's  head. 
"  The  hand  of  the  Lord  rests  hearily  on  thee  for  thy  backsliding.  I  will 
Dtt  cixse  thy  house,  hut  I  leare  it,  lest  its  roof  should  fall  down  upon 
me  I 

So  saving  he  walked  out  of  the  houses  and  his  son  made  no  attempt  to 
detain  him.  But  the  weeping  Benjamina  followed  him,  and  Veit  followed 
them  both  at  a  little  distance,  in  order  to  afford  them  assistance  if  the 
mob  should  attack  them;  for  die  tumult  of  the  preceding  eyening  was 
leeomm^aciDg,  and  there  were  even  more  ill-disposed  persons  gatniertng 
mthe  streets  than  be£oie.  Yeit.saw  the  old  man  take  the  wi^  towards 
the  gates  of  Altona,  hand  in  hand  with  Benjamina,  whom  he  had  in  vain 
besought  to  return  to  her  imcle's  £HDily,  and  Veit  therefore  concluded 
that  raey  intended  leaving  Hamburg,  and  seeking  an  asylum  in  Altona. 
He  determined  still  to  follow  them,  so  as  to  'obtatn  shelter  for  them  at  the 
house  of  a  friend  of  his  there,  in  case  they  should  find  any  difficulty  in 
pioeoring  such  for  themselves.  But  before  they  reached  the  Altona 
gates  they  were  intercepted  by  a  mob  of  the  lowest  rabUe  and  a  num- 
ber of  tradesmen's  appientioes^  who  were  flockiug  from  all  parts  of  the 
town,  and  wandering  from  streei  to  stoeet,  breaking  the  windows  of  the 
Jews*  houses. 

**■  Stop^  stop!**  roared  the  rabbl^.  ''  Where  are  you  taking  that  pretty 
gill,  you  old  Jew  rascal?"  Sorh)  of  them  then  commenced  puUinfi^  the 
old  loan  by  the  beard,  while  othen  began  to  treat  the  pale  and  trembling 
Benjamina  with  rudeness  and  ^adignity.  But  at  that  moment  Veit 
nuhed  to  the  rescue,  and  drawirig  a  swoid  from  his  walking-stick,  he 
laid  about  furiously  among  thi  offenders;  some  gentlemen,  and  odier 
members  of  more  respeotaUe  classes  of  the  Hamburg  population,  took  his 
part;  and  while  the  police  wjre  endeavouring  to  disperse  the  mob^  Veit 
succeeded  in  getting  Phi%  Mosee  and  his  granddanght^  away,  and 
xnTeying  them  through ^a  side  g^  into  a  small  back  street:  after  a 
iiither  long  circuit  throui^'h  deserted  by-lanes  and  narrow  streets,  he  was 
»>  fortunate  as  to  reapu  has  father's  house  without  furdier  mentation, 
ui J  th^  old  doctor  n^ved  his  unexpected  guests  with  kind  cordiality, 
^ dia t&UiiCscsJdf  both  as  host  and  physician,  to  minister  to  their 
wants  and  comforts*  Benjamina  was  half,  dead  from  terror^  and  the  un- 
fortunate old  man  had  sunk  in  a  state  of  insensibality  on  the  door  the 
moment  he  was  safely  within  the  door  of  l^e  house. 

IV. 

Wbsn  Philip  Moses  returned  to  consciousnsosy  he  stared  wildly  about 
bim,  tore  his  hair,  and  then,  like  Job,  he  opened  his  month  and  cursed 
the  day  of  hia  birth. 

"  I^t  the  day  perish  whereon  I  was  bom— -let  darkness  and  the  shadow 
u  death  stain  it---let  a  doud  dw^  upon  it*— wherefore  ia  light  given  to 
iiim  that  is  in  misery,  and  life  unto  the  hitter  in  sosd  ?  For  the  thing 
which  I  greatly  feaved  is  come  upon .  me^  and  that  whieh  I  was  afraid  of 
wcemauntomer 

He  speedily,  however,  became  eaJiaiisted ;  and  a  videat  &ver  ensued. 
In  his  delictum  he  wred'of  the  destrueliott  of  his  pa^l»— ef  SOdom  and 
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Gomorrah ;  and  wrung  his  withered  hands  as  he  denounced  the  sins  of 
the  chosen  race,  and  deplored  the  veng^eance  of  Jehovah.  Daring  his 
iUness  Benjamina  attended  him  faithfully,  and  when  his  fits  of  excitement 
came  on,  she  would  pray  by  him,  or  read  to  him  from  a  Bible  lent  to  her 
by  Dr.  Veit,  till  he  was  soothed  to  peace,  and  passed  into  a  tranquil  and 
almost  happy  state. 

The  good  physician  had  given  an  asylum  in  his  house  to  those  unfor- 
tunate individuals ;  and  his  son,  the  young  artist,  sat  whole  days  with 
Benjamina,  sharing  in  her  watchful  care  of  the  aged  invalid.  Often, 
when  Benjamina  had  read  to  the  old  man  till  he  went  to  sleep,  and  when 
she  then  sat  by  his  bedside,  with  the  sacred  volume  in  her  hand,  while 
he  seemed  to  smile  upon  her  in  his  dreams,  Veit  would  take  up  his  pen- 
cil, and  sketch  them  together.  A  new  light  seemed  to  beam  on  Benja- 
mina*s  sou],  partly  from  what  she  read  to  her  grandfather,  and  parti v 
from  her  conversation  with  the  amiable  artist  about  the  holy  book  which 
contained  the  foundation  of  her  faith  and  of  his. 

One  day  Veit  came  home  with  his  arm  in  a  sling,  and  gave  out  that 
he  had  hurt  it  by  a  fall.  But  he  had  found  it  necessary  to  chastise  the 
two  young  fops,  who  had  in  vain  waited  for  him  at  the  appointed  place 
of  meeting  near  the  Obelisk,  the  morning  that  he  had  promised  to  be 
there.  He  had  been  unable  to  go  that  morning,  on  account  of  his  guests; 
and  the  young  men  had  boasted  so  much  of  their  own  prowess,  and 
sneered  so  at  his  failure  on  the  occasion,  that  he  determined  to  lower  the 
tone  of  their  self-satisfaction,  and  effectually  did  so  by  placing  them  both 
in  a  condition  to  require  the  care  of  a  surgeon  for  six  weeks  at  least 
The  duels  had  been  fought  with  swords,  and  though  Veit's  wound  was 
but  slight,  it  was  some  days  before  he  could  make  use  of  his  pencil. 
Benjamina  suspected  what  had  taken  place,  and  blessed  him  in  her  heart 
for  conduct  which  she  deemed  so  noble  and  so  delicate. 

The  old  Jewish  rabbi,  in  the  mean  time,  was  daily  recovering.  What 
Veit  felt  for  the  young  Jewess  was  no  longer  a  secret  to  himseU;  and  she 
had  not  failed  to  perceive  his  sentiments,  which  were  betrayed  by  a  thou- 
sand little  affectionate  acts,  by  the  tones  of  his  voice,  and  by  his  elo- 
quent looks.  She  had  liked  and  admired  him  from  the  first  time  that 
she  had  seen  him ;  but  since  the  evening  that  he  had  so  warmly  taken 
the  part  of  her  poor  grandfather,  since  he  had  continued  to  show  such 
generous  kindness  to  iSiem  both,  her  grateful  heart  had  learned  almost  to 
worship  him.  But  neither  of  them  had  yet  expressed  in  words  what 
neither  could  any  longer  doubt  in  regard  to  themselves,  or  each  other. 

Several  weeks  had  now  passed.  The  persecution  of  the  Jews  had 
ceased ;  all  was  quiet  in  Hamburg,  and  the  people  of  that  persoasion 
could  venture  into  the  streets  without  fear  of  being  hooted  at,  or  ill- 
treated.  But  the  newspapers  told  how  the  same  ill-will  against  the 
Jews  had  evinced  itself  in  other  places  ;  and  from  Copenhagen,  and  many 
other  towns  in  Denmark,  came  accounts  of  similar  shamefud  scenes. 

Philip  Moses  at  length  arose  from  his  sick  bed,  but  his  steps  were 
feeble  and  tottering.  His  countenance  was  less  stem,  and  less  petHfiedj 
as  it  were,  than  formerly ;  a  more  subdued  and  gentler  spirit  seemed  to 
animate  him;  yet  he  still  adhered  so  much  to  his  old  feelings,  as  to 
lament  deeply  that  it  was  to  Christians  he  owed  his  dear  Benjamina's 
safety,  and  the  preservaiion  of  his  own  life. 

fiuf  son* Samuel)  the  rich  jeweller,  had  during  tfiis  time^  in  conie- 
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qnenoe  of  his  own  fpeeulatioos,  and  of  the  fiulure  of  a  foreign  mercantile 
hoaee  with  which  he  had  had  large  dealings,  become  utterly  ruined ;  and 
not  only  did  he  leave  Hamburg  a  bMigar,  but  he  had  also  been  attacked 
and  severely  handled  when  ma^g  m  escape  from  his  creditors.  And 
though  all  the  right-minded  inhabitants  of  the  city  disapproved  of  the 
ill-treatment  he  had  received,  yet  there  was  not  much  pity  felt  for  him 
on  account  of  his  conduct  to  his  father,  who  was  respected  as  a  really 
upright  man. 

Their  late  tribulations  and  adversity  had  checked  the  arrogance  of  the 
Hamburg  Jews ;  and  they  also  began  to  resort  more  to  their  synagogues, 
and  to  pay  more  attention  to  their  priests.  A  deputation  waited  upon 
old  Philip  Moses,  and  expressed  the  wish  of  the  congregation  that  he 
would  return  among  their  community,  saying  that  they  had  made 
arranranents  to  provide  for  his  maintenance,  and  that  he  should  be 
entirdy  independent  of  all  his  relations.  They  acknowledged  that  what 
he  had  often  predicted  to  them  had  come  to  pass,  and  they  now  felt 
inclined  to  honour  him,  &}  a  true  servant  of  Jehovah,  upon  whom  a 
prophetic  spirit  had  descended. 

"  Will  ye  turn  from  the  evil  of  your  ways,  O  Israel !"  exclaimed  the 
old  man  to  the  messengers  of  the  congregation.  <'  If  ye  will  do  this, 
the  Lord  will  let  the  light  of  His  countenance  shine  once  more  upon  you. 
*  They  that  trust  in  the  Lord,  shall  be  as  Mount  Zion,  which  cannot  be 
removed.'  ^  We  will  go  into  His  tabernacle ;  we  will  worship  at  His 
footstool.'  <  He  gathereth  together  the  outcasts  of  Israel ;'  and  my 
heart  shall  rejoice  before  I  go  hence,  and  ascend  into  Father  Abraham's 
bosom." 

When  Philip  Moses  went  with  Benjamina  to  Dr.  Veit  and  his  son,  to 
bid  them  farewell,  to  thank  them  for  all  their  humanity  and  goodness, 
and  to  pray  that  blessings  might  be  returned  to  them  tenfold,  the  two 
yonng  people  looked  sorrowfully  at  each  other,  and  tears  came  into 
theic  eyes. 

"  Oh,  Benjamina !"  exclaimed  the  younger  Veit,  "  I  see  that  you 
lore  me,  as  1  have  long  loved  you;"  and  before  she  had  time  to  answer, 
he  had  seized  her  hand,  and  suddenly  they  dropped  on  their  knees  before 
the  old  men,  while  the  young  painter  asked  their  blessing. 

Both  Dr.  Veit  and  the  rabbi  started  back  in  consternation. 

"  Could  I  have  dreamed  of  this,  my  son,"  said  Dr.  Veit,  "  I  would 
never  have  brought  you  back  from  Rome.  The  difference  between  your 
religion ^" 

*<  Benjamina  is  a  Christian  at  heart,"  said  the  young  man,  abruptly, 
as  he  rose  from  his  knees,  and  assisted  the  trembling  girl  to  rise.  *^  By 
the  sick  couch  of  this  excellent  old  man  she  read  our  holy  Scriptures,  and 
their  divine  truths  have  enlightened  her  soul." 

*'  Is  this  true,  Benjamina?"  exclaimed  Philip  Moses,  turning  very  pale. 

"  Yes,  dear  grandfather,  it  is  true,"  replied  the  young  girl,  as  she 
threw  herself  at  his  feet,  and  clasped  her  arms  round  his  knees.  *'  It 
was  the  word  of  Christ  that  I  read  to  you,  when,  in  the  darkness  of  your 
soul,  you  cursed  the  day  of  your  birth ;  it  was  the  word  of  Christ  that 
gave  you  peace  when  you  would  have  denounced  eternal  perdition  to 
your  people !" 

*<  You   are  a  Christian   at   heart,   Benjamina,    and    you    love    this 
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dnistUD?"  aaked  die  tM  tata,  ilovriy,  wad  ttppwKoliy  with  &  pntrfbl 
€ttorc. 

«'  Yes,  gnLnd&ther— T6B.  I  csoMt  deny  ti^  tratb/'  sttbbed  the  iveep- 
iog  girl,  as  she  bathed  nis  heads  with  her  teen. 

**  You  also,  Benjonaina ! — ^yoa  also,  daughter  of  my  Raehel!«^-<he  kit 
hcfie  4>i  my  old  days,  you  also!'' 

Tears  choked  his  further  uttersaoe,  aad  the  old  man  covered  his  head 
with  his  garment,  turned  away,  and  tottered  towards  the  door. 

**  Ean^v^  then,  for  iku  world  I"  said  BeDJamisa  to  her  sorrow- 
strieken  lover,  as  with  a  strong  effort  die  withdrew  herself  from  hb 
eoeir^ng  arms.  *'  Yonder— above!  where  love,  and  justice,  and  mercy 
rule — where  Jehovah  and  Christ  are  one — we  shall  be  united  for  ever- 
more !-~«Father,  I  will  go  with  yon!"  she  said,  as  she  hasteoed  af^the 
old  man.  ^*  Tdee  me  with  you,  and  let  me  die  in  yonr  arms,  b«t  cone 
me  not  in  die  hour  of  death,  for  my  sovl  has  only  bent  to  the  vdll  of  die 
Most  High." 

**  Lost,  for  this  world !"  sighed  the  young  man,  as  ihe  door  dosed 
upon  her  he  loved  so  much ;  and  all  hope  seemed  extinguished  for  them 
on  earth. 


"  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  my  son  ?  You  go  about  like  one  in 
a  dream,  and  as  if  the  world  in  whidh  you  live  were  noting  to  700,'* 
said  the  okl  doctor  one  day  to  his  son,  the  young  painter,  shortly  after 
their  guests  had  left  them.  If  you  cannot  conquer  your  love,  and  if  the 
girl  return  your  affection  in  an  equal  degree,  I  am  willing  to  withdrsw 
my  objection  to  your  marriage,  and  old  Philip  Moses  is  too  worthy  a 
roan  to  wish  to  make  you  both  mieerable.** 

^'  I  honour  him  for  the  unshaken  sincerity  of  his  religious  feelings,"  re- 
plied his  son,  '^  although  these  will  bring  me  to  the  grave.  I  have  had  a 
long  conversation  with  him,  father ;  I  might  have  rebelled  against  his 
severity,  but  his  mildness  has  overcome  me,  and  taken  from  me  my  iMt 
hope.  I  know  that  from  a  sense  of  gratitude  iie  might  bring  hiwsslf 
even  to  join  our  hands  ;  but  the  heart  of  the  old  man  would  break  in 
doing  so,  and  I  should  have  to  look  upon  myself  as  the  murderer  both  of 
him  and  of  Benjamina.  He  is  immovable  in  his  adherence  to  his  oieed; 
and  even  though  he  might  give  Benjamina  to  me  himself,  he  would  cane 
her  in  his  heart  for  having  deserted  the  faith  of  her  forefkthers." 

<<But  she  has  already  deserted  that  faith  in  her  own  mind  ;  sheieves 
you ;  and  the  old  man  knows  all  this,  yet  he  has  not  oondemned  her." 

**  Still  he  might  do  so,  if  she  were  openly  to  throw  off  Judaism.  Be 
loves  her  as  he  does  his  own  soul,  but  he  woald  deem  his  soul  doooied  to 
perdition  if  it  could  stray    from  Jehovakj  as  he  oaUs  his  feot^ 

WCMTShip.'' 

<<  Well,  have  patience,  my  son.  The  old  man*s  days  are  nmnb^' 
My  medical  knowledge  enables  me  to  tell  you  that  death  is  idready  eresp- 
ing  over  him." 

^^Ah^hiherl  you  do  not  know  Besjamina ;  though  her  heart  skisM 
break,  ^  would  be  as  true  to  the  dead  as  she  is  to  the  living.  B«t  I 
would  not  that  a  knowledge  of  my  grief  should  add  to  her  amBoagff  ^ 
deprive  her  of  the  peace  me  may  perhaps  aoqaiiem  the  pcrfomaiiM  of 
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wiutt  the  ooondess  her  doty*  Allow  me  to  travel,  firther !  Thsve  is  no 
hope  of  happiness  befoie  me  now  in  this  world ;  hut  I  will  seek  tnuiquil- 
lit3rin  the  charming  land  whieh  is  aaered  to  ^arts,  «nd  in  abeenoe  mm 
all  that  mayreoal  the  past" 

Thus  the  father  and  aon  oonyersed,  while  the  rabbi,  Philip  Moaee,  was 
engaged  in  eoaseorattng  die  great  mi  qffwimg  iar  hie  niih«K>j  people. 
l£ee  days  af^r  this  event  the  old  man  breathed  his  last  in  tne  arms  of 
the  fiiith^  fienjamina. 

VL 

''The  Jews  are  going  to  bniy  their  last  prophet  to^y/'  sud  a 
kwnger  on  the  ''  Jungfem^eg*'  to  cme  of  his  associates.  *^  See  how  they 
aie  gathering  from  all  comers  !  And  any  one  of  them  who  meets  the 
hearse  must  follow  it" 

"  It  is  old  Philip  Mos^"  replied  the  other;  "he  was  the  only  honest 
Jew  in  Hamburg,  and  some  aay  he  is  thelast  of  the  old  Mosaic  type  in  the 
world.  He  died  in  the  belief,  notwithstanding  all  their  wanderings  and 
miseries,  that  hts  nation  were  the  holiest  on  earth,  and  God's  favourite 
people.  When  he  was  dying,  they  eay,  he  had  his  windows  evened,  ex- 
pecting that  their  Messiah  would  come  flying  in  to  carry  him  aod  his 
people  away  back  to  the  promised  land." 

''  What  absurd  folly !"  exclaimed  the  first  speaker,  laughing ;  "how- 
ever, we  must  admit  that  he  was  consistent  to  tne  last." 

And  ridiculing  the  Jews,  they  entered  one  of  the  pavilions  near  the 


Towards  evening,  a  young  man  in  a'travellrag  dress  stood  at  the  gate 
<^  the  ^Mtrchyard  belonging  to  the  Jewish  community,  and  gased  sadly 
and  earnestly  at  a  female  figure,  which,  in  a  deep  mourning  dress,  was 
kaeeltng  by  a  newly^made  grave.  The  traveller  was  the  young  painter 
Yeit,  who  had  engaged  post-hones  for  that  very  evening  to  take  him  from 
Uenative  town  on  his  way  towards  Italy,  where  he  intended  to  bury  him- 
self and  his  hopeless  passion  amidst  the  classic  ruins  of  Rome.  Benia- 
mina's  self-sacnficing  devotion  to.  her  grandfather,  and  his  patriar»il 
adherence  to  the  kiSi  of  his  ancestors,  which  held  up  to  execration  every 
Japai'tme  from  that  faith,  and  the  intermingling  with  those  whose  reli- 
gion was  different,  had  entirely  destroyed  his  long^herished  hopes  ;  but 
he  determined  once  again  to  see  his  beloved  Benjamina,  once  more  to  be 
assured  of  her  sentimei^  towards  him,  and  then  to  take  a  last  and  sad 
teewell. 

With  this  reeoludon  he  had  approached  her  dwelling,  juet  as  the 
hearse,  containing  the  mortal  remains  of  old*  Philip  Moses,  was  leaving 
it.  Seeing  this,  he  mingled  among  the  mourners  and  followed  the  funeral 
voffte^,  although  the  pasaers-by  wwidered  to  see  a  £rir-haired  Christian,, 
in  a  travelling  garb,  among  the  mumbling  Jews  who  aocompanied  the- 
dead  to.his  last  reetbgtplaae. 

When  the  mournful  ceremony  was  ended,  aod  i^My'had  all  left  the 
grave,  Yeit  felt  that  he  could  not  tear  himself  away ;  it  seemed  as  if  he 
found  himself  impelled  to  wait  there  the  last  scene  of  his  sorrowful  fate. 
He  also  thought  that  Benjamina  would  visit  the  tomb  before  night.  This 
expectation  was  realised,  for  she  did  come,  later  in  the  evening,  with 
flowers  to  strew  over  her  grandfather's  grave.     When  he  perceived  her 
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approaching,  he  stej^ped  aside,  not  to  disturb  her  in  her  pious  duty ;  bst 
he  felt  that  this  was  ^e  sad  and  solemn  place  where  he  was  to  take  leave 
of  her  for  life.  He  remained  at  a  little  distance,  ganng  at  h^,  as  she 
knelt  in  prayer  bj  the  grave,  and  it  was  not  until  she  rose  to  depart  that 
he  approached  her  slowly  and  silently.  He  held  in  his  hand  a  cross  of 
rshining  mother-of-pearl,  which  his  mother  had  given  him  when  a  diiM, 
«bidding  him  present  it  to  her  to  whom  in  future  he  should  give  his  heart 
When  packing  his  portmanteaus  and  desk,  he  had  stumbled  on  this 
^maternal  gift,  so  long  laid  by,  and  he  had  now  brought  it  to  offer  it  as  a 
vparting  souvenir  to  her  he  loved  so  hopelessly.  It  seemed  to  shine  with 
^pecvdiar  brightness  in  the  dear  moonlight. 

<<  Benjamina  l**  he  exclaimed  ;  and  she  raised  her  beautiful  dark  e^ 
-from  the  grave,  and  recognised  him.  But  when  she  saw  the  shiniog 
cross  in  his  hand,  she  sank  on  her  knees,  and  folded  her  hands  across 
her  breast. 

'*  Heavens !  it  is  fulfilled !"  she  exclaimed.  "  His  spirit  shows  me  the 
symbol  of  peace  and  redemption  at  this  grave." 

"  What !"  cried  Veit,  in  deep  anxiety,  "  at  this  grave  ?" 

^^  At  this  grave  I  was  to  be  released,  were  his  last  words  to  me,  as  an 
angel  enlightened  his  mind  at  the  moment  of  death.  And  see,  his  spirit 
has  led  you  here  with  that  holy  symbol  in  your  hand,  the  sign  of  diat 
Haith,  believing  in  which,  I  shall  be  united  to  your  crucified  Redeemer 
for  ever." 

^* Praised  be  the  name  of  that  Redeemer!"  cried  the  hi^py  Veit, 

*^  and  blessed  be  that  spirit,  which  in  death  permitted  you  to  seek  re- 

^"demption !     Now,  there  is  nothing  to  prevent  our  union,  and  I  claim  vou 

as  my  bride  in  the  £u»  of  the  Almighty,  and  by  this  grave,  where  I  had 

f^Bared  our  final  parting  was  to  have  taken  place." 

They  joined  their  hands  over  the  old  man's  grave,  and  Benjamina  then 
i»ld  how  her  departed  grandfather,  in  his  last  moments,  seemed  to  hare 
understood  that  the  noble  predictions  of  David  and  the  prophets  reelect- 
ing the  Messiah  had  been  fulfilled,  that  he  had  made  the  sign  of  a  cross 
on  his  death-bed  with  his  cold  stiffening  hand,  and  with  a  smile  of  in- 
effable happiness  had  yielded  up  his  spirit  in  her  arms. 

''  It  was  ovdained,  and  it  has  been  wonderfully  fulfilled !"  exclaimed 
•^Veit,  as  he  and  Benjamina  knelt  together  by  the  new-made  grave. 

The  following  year,  on  the  anniversary  of  that  day,  a  happy  Christian 
><<x>uple  stood  by  a  tomb,  which  was  thickly  strewed  with  firesh  flowers; 
within  that  tomb  reposed  the  aged  Philip  Moses,  with  his  face  tuned 
towards  the  east.  Benjamina  clasped  her  beloved  husband  s  hand  in 
one  of  hers,  while  with  th^  other  she  pressed  the  mother-of-peaii  crotf  to 
her  heart. 

"  Now  he  knows  the  truth,"  said  she,  "  and  has  seen  the  promised 
land,  and  the  holy  city  which  is  lightened  by  the  glory  of  God,  and 
where  the  redeemed  out  of  every  kindred,  and  people,  and  nation  of  the 
.^earth  shall  be  blessed  for  evermore !" 
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LITERARY     LEAFLETS. 

BT  SIR  HATHAHIEL. 

No.  IX. — ^Newmak's  "  Odbs  op  Horace.** 

Horace,  the  man  of  the  world,  translated*  and  edited  hy  the  author  of 
**  The  Soul ;  Her  Sorrows  and  Aspirations,**  is  a  conjunction  a  little 
curious.  Not  hut  that  conjunctions  more  curious  might  he  suggested — 
such  as  if  Mr.  Carlyle  were  to  undertake  ''  Anacreon,**  or  Mr.  Leigh 
Hunt  to  compass  '*  St.  Augustine,**  or  Bishop  Philpotts  to  give  us  *'  Lu- 
<^tius,"  or  Mr.  Charles  Lever  to  tackle  '*  Aristotle,"  or  Dr.  Candlish  to 
essay  ^^  Catullus,**  or  Mr.  Albert  Smith  to  operate  upon  "  ^schylus,"  or 
Dr.  Wardlaw  to  close  with  "  Aristophanes,  or  Mr.  Thackeray  to  elect 
*^  Josephus,**  or  Mr.  Rathhone  Greg  to  attempt  <<  Ovid,*'  or  Mr.  Dickens 
to  vacate  **  Bleak  House'*  for  the  Patres  Apostolicu  But  then,  these  con- 
junctions are  only  suggested,  as  things  in  posse;  and,  indeed,  not  quite 
that.  Whereas  the  coalition  of  the  tippling,  trifling,  laughter-and- 
lampoon-loving  Sabine  Farmer,  and  the  sad-hearted  struggler  through 
so  many  <<  Phases  of  Faith,'*  is  a  thing  in  esse — lying  before  us,  an  actual 
/ait  accompii^  and  to  be  had  across  the  bookseller's  counter,  by  all  who 
are  interested  in  the  classics,  or  in  want  of  a— crib. 

In  a  history  of  contemporary  theology  in  England,  a  conspicuous 
place  will  be  due  to  the  Brothers  Newman.  Both  are  exercising  a  deep 
influence  on  thinking  minds.  Both  are  ultra — though  each  in  an  oppo- 
site direction.  Together,  they  represent,  emphatically  enough,  the 
restless  spirit  of  religious  inquiry  by  which  the  age  is  possessed.  The 
elder  brother,  John,  is  indeed  far  more  widely  known,  and  exercises  a  far 
more  profound,  individual,  positive  influence  than  the  younger,  Francis. 
If  the  Franciscans  are  a  sturdy  community,  the  Johnians  are  quite  as 
earnest,  and  vastly  more  numerous  and  enterprising.  Both  brotliera  are 
the  ardent  doctrinaires  of  Development ;  but  the  seeming  sympathy  is 
actual  antipathy — the  one  dates  h  parte  ante^  the  other  ck  parte  poet— 
their  stations  are  at  antipodes.  The  feud  of  principles  between  tnem  is 
mortal  as  the  personal  feud  between  the  Tbelmn  Adelphi.  At  the  same 
time,  there  is,  au/ondy  a  tie  of  intellectu^  and  spiritual  brotheriiood, 
which  has  probably  been  observed,  in  spite  of  all  their  antagonism,  by 
those  who  are  familiar  with  the  writings  of  both.  This  it  might  be  in- 
teresting and  instructive  to  illustrate,  by  reference  to  the  Romanist's 
peremptory  polemics  and  the  Sceptic's  desolating  negations ;  but  the 
present  is  no  place  for  such  comparisons,  nor  beseems  it  Sir  Nathaniel 
to  constitute  himself  a  judge  of  such  mattera — albeit  he  is  not  like  Gallio, 
to  whom  ovdip  Tovrap  ^/acXcv. 

The  present  editor,  then,  of  Flaccus,  is  none  other  than  the  stem, 
severe  assailant  of  the  Creed  of  Christendom — ^the  most  spiritual  of 
strugglera  under  an  Eclipse  of  Faith.  The  story  of  Francis  Newman's 
Hfet  recals  and  exemplifles  our  laureate*s  darkly  winged  words — 

*  The  Odes  of  Horace,  Translated  into  Unrhymed  Metres,  with  Introduc- 
tions and  Notes.  By  F.  W.  Newman,  Professor  of  Latin,  UniTersi^  College, 
London.    John  Chapman,  1853. 

t  Him,  M/cr  o/iof,  we  may  presome  to  have  been  referred  to  by  the  mestrsoent. 
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I  falter  where  I  firmly  trod, 

And  falling  with  my  weight  of  cares 

Upon  the  great  world^s  altar-stairs 
That  slope  through  darkness  up  to  God ; 

I  stretch  lame  hands  of  faith,  and  grope, 

Andeather  dust  and  chaff,  and  call 

To  m^at  I  feel  is  Lord  of  all, 
And  faintly  trust  the  larger  hope. 

ilf  ever  man  were  seiioiis  and  eameet  in  his  doubtiag,  we  beUere  him  to 
be- 80.  His  is  dne  wailing  yoioe  of  oae  crying  in  the  wilderness — of  one 
who  cooaea  neither  eating  nor  driaking ;  and  they  say,  He  bath  a  deril 
Elmerson,  indeed,  in  Ins  paradoxic^  way,  assures  us,  that  it  is  gnat 
believefs  who  are  always  zedconed  infid^;  and  that  the  spiritualist 
finds  himself  driv^i  to  express  his  £nth  by  a  series  of  sceptacisms.  Bvt 
to.  proffer  Emerson's  Yonoher  ibr  Newman's  £nth  were  to  risk  allonon  to 
Bardolph's.  proffered  bond  £or  Ealstaff,  coooeming  which  Master  BamUe- 
toQ  said,  he  liked  not  the  seoarity.*  More  consonant  wi^  public  noiioBS 
is  t^e  doctrine,  that  all  soeptidsm  is  not  only  inoempatible  with  spiiita- 
ahty,  bat  is  essentially  idun  to  coarsest  materialism— earthly,  Benmd, 
deviHsh.  Mr.  Trench,  in  his  etymological  survey  of  the  wwd  "  Hbcr- 
ti&e,''--*wfaich  signified,  according  to  its  earliest  use  in  French  and  m 
Ea^ish,  a  speoulatiTC  free-thinker  in  matters  of  religion  and  in  the 
theory  of  morals  or  poUties— -explains  its  f^eeent  nsage  by  affimwag, 
diathya  sine  process  free^«ni^M^< does  and  will  end  in  free-oc^t 
Were  the  author  of  '<  Phases  of  Faith"  an  instance  of  this  '^sare  pio- 
cess,"  there  would  be  no  kek  of  that  sympathy  which  we  have  assnMi 
to  be  lacking,  between  him  and  Horace.  Bnt,  with  no  dispesitioD  to 
palliate  the  evils  of  a  sceptical  bias,  and  with  a  lirely  sensibdity  to  die 
withering  and  dnlling  touch  it  pitilessly  lays  on  hearts  most  ardent  ainl 
hc^tes  most  sacred,  we  yet  demur — with  Profesaor  Newman^  befofe  our 
eyes— «-to  the  sweeping  geneaaiisation  which  re&ises  to  diaerinuDate  be- 
tween a  roving  intellect  and  a  wanton  life,  or  wihidi  legaads  as  n^ 
*^  common  ciy  of  ears"  the  mookiag  devilries  of  iaaensate  sooffus,  and 
the  sorrowful  sighing  of  the  piiaoners  of  hope.  And  therefisre,  asve 
woaM  not  **•  exteonate,"  so  neither  would  we  '*  aet  down  aaght  in  malioe, 
'■«r,  to  use  words  put  by  Mr.  Laador  into  the  month  of  Andrew  Msrvd) 
''•atraagle  a  man  heoanse  he  has  a  narrow  8wattow."§     Eepeeblly^iB^ 

4ttid  not  the  least  able,  of  Christian  apdk^isit,  who  allows  that  latdleefeBal  soq^ 
ticism  has  taken  hold  of  many  **  sincere,  conscientious,  and  highly  cultiTi^^ 
minds,  which  command  our  respect  for  the  freedom  and  fearlessness  of  tber 
-roquiries  after  truth,  though  none  fbr  the  dedsion  at  which  ^ey  have  arriTtid.  — 
Bm98  ofBtHaf,  p.  400. 

-*  fFalsk^.-^VniKb  said  Master  Di^bleton  abont  the  satin  lor  asy  short  cloilc 
and  slops  ? 

Page, — He  said,  sir,  you  should  procure  him  better  assurance  than  Bsr^Oj 
he  woMd  not  take  his  bond  and  yours;  he  liked  not  tiie  secuiity.— '^"^ 
Part«/fl«fwy/F.  Act  L,  Scene  2, 

t  Study  of  Words.    Lecture  II. 

X  As  to  the  ability  or  the  &imess  of  his  polemics,  we  say  nothing.  „. . 

§  Latitudinarian  in  tone  as  the  original  passage  is,  it  will  bear  quoting :  J^ 
wise  man  will  always  be  a  Christian  .  .  .  but  men  equally  wise  may  ^^^ 
diverge  on  the  soifficieney  of  testimony,  and  still  t^tttker  on  mattsn  ^^ 
no  testimony  can  affirm,  and  no  iotelleet  ooraprehend.  To  ^strca^  iJS^ 
because  he  has  a  narrow  swallow,  shall  never  be  insertcjd  among^the  ^iaawe 
owes' in  my « Book  of  DoBMstto  Samedies.' ''-^LAsmoB's  ffWA^ 
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tiiwe  18' a  pfyish(4o|^oal  peonliaritjr  in  Hr.  Newman's  habit  of  mind-— an 
exaggerated  derelopoMBt  of  n^t  Wordsworth  alludes  to  when  he  sajrs, 

And  less 
Than  other  intelleets  had  mine  been  used 
To  lean  upon  extrinsic  ciroumstance 
Of  reoofd  or  tradition,* 

which  very  characteristic  goes  to  prove  the  spiritual,  or  if  you  will  the 
ideal,  the  transcendental,  the  unpraodcal  warp,  crossing  the  woof  of  lus 
logical  intellect ;  the  whole  web  presenting  a  strangely  inyolved,  inter- 
twisted, tangled  appearance,  which  may  make  wise  men  marvel,  and 
good  men  lament,  and  ra3h  men  nuL 

As  a  scholar,  on  the  other  hand,  there  is  nothing  surprising  in  Mr. 
'Newman's  selection  of  Horacef  for  translation  and  elucidation.  The 
Professor  of  Latin  at  University  College  has  a  classical  repute,  in  itself 
an  ample  warranty  for  this  enterprise.  Qualified  for  the  labour  the 
professor  is  allowed  to  be :  the  only  curiosity  is,  that  the  man  should 
nave  fixed  on  Horace,  as  if  it  were  a  labour  of  love.  Insomuch  that 
were  we  called  upon  to  select  a  whole  septuagint  of  translators,  to 
render  Horatian  lyrics  in  becoming  English,  we  should  probably  com- 
plete the  tale  of  threescore  and  ten  (beginning  with  names  such  as 
oon  Gualtier  and  Father  Front),  without  once  thinking  to  include  this 
ripe  scholar  but  miso- epicurean. 

For  how  uncongenial  this  unresting,  careworn,  serious  spirit,  wil^ 
the  cafj}€  diem  votary  of  pleasure  as  it  passes,  of  folly  as  it  flies !  Ad- 
mirable as  the  Horatian  poems  are  in  refinement  and  in  beauty  of  ex- 
pression, they  are  rather,  as  Muller  says,  a  pleasant  pastime,  or  exercise 
of  skill,  than  an  outpouring  (as  in  Alcseus  and  the  .^lic  lyrics)  of  the 
inmost  feelings  of  the  soul,  or  an  expression  of  deep  and  vehement 
passion.  Mr.  de  Qmncey  somewhere  observes,  that  what  was  in  fact  a 
disease  of  the  mind,  Horace  (Hke  an  English  poet  of  similar  calibre) 
mistook  for  a  feature  of  preternatural  strength,  this  disease  being  the 
incf^acsity  of  self-determination  towarcb  any  paramomit  or  abiding 
principles:  so  that  while  others  are  chamed  and  coerced  by  certain 
fixed  aspects  of  truth,  and  their  efforts  overruled  accordingly  in  otte 
imifbm  line  of  direotion,  J&e,  the  brilliant  poet,  fluttered  on  butto^y 
wings  to  the  right  and  to  the  left,  obeying  no  guidance  but  ^at  of 
9ome  instant  and  fugitive  sensibility  to  some  momentary  phasis  of 
beauty.  Hence,  indeed,  those  discrepancies  in  the  writings  of  Horace 
whi<^  have  occasioned  eonraoh  critical  labour  to  commentator  aad 
fldi^ast ;  for  we  are  to  oonsider  his  occasional  eflusions  (and  suoh  ^y 
almost  idl  are) — so  a  contributor  to  ^*  Guesses  at  Truth'*  Temarksf --^as 

•Fvekide.    BodcYm. 

t  Is  the  same  selection  by  two  other  recent  txaaslators  (Proftoeor  Sewell  and 
Mr.  Whyte  Melville)  a  sign  of  the  times  ? 

X  **  The  heart  has  often  been  comiMfed  to  the  needle  for  its  constancy:  has  it 
ever  beei^so  iat  Hs  varisafamt  ?  Yet  were  any  man  to  keep  minutes  of  his  feel- 
ings from  youth  to  age,  ^hat  a  table  of  vasiadon^  would  they  pre8ent--<b9w 
mimeioas,  how  diverae,  bow  stsange  I  This  is  just  what  we  find  in  the  writings 
of  Hotaoe.  .. .  .  Their  veiy  oontnidictSons  preve  their  truth."— GueMes  at  Thtth. 
First  Series. 
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merely  expressing  the  fancy,  the  penchant^  the  seriousness,  or  die  kritj 
of  the  moment.  He  hcu  his  serious  dde ;  '*  deep  moraHst"  is  one  of 
the  titles  a  modem  poet*  has  emphatically  hestowed  upon  him ;  and  Mr. 
Landor,  we  remember,  appears  to  suspect  him  of  being  rather  malignant 
and  morose  at  heart  than  gay  and  rianty  observing  that  his  lighter 
touches  were  less  agreeable  to  his  own  nature  than  to  the  nature  of 
Augustus  and  Mecaenas,  both  of  them  fond  of  trifling.f  Dean  Mifanin, 
in  comparing  the  poetry  of  Horace  with  the  later  Grecian  comedy, 
recofl;nises  in  the  former  a  fund  of  '^  serious  thought,  which  is  always  at 
the  bottom  of  the  playful  expression,"!  and  whidi  is  more  consonant  to 
the  sterner  practical  genius  of  the  Roman  people ;  a  people  who,  in  th^ 
idlest  moods,  seemed  to  *'  condescend"  to  amusement,  not  to  consider  it, 
like  the  Greeks,  one  of  the  common  necessities,  the  ordinary  occupa- 
tions of  life.  In  Horace,  '^  the  masculine  and  practical  common  sense, 
the  natural  but  not  undignified  urbanity,  the  stronger  if  not  souoder§ 
moral  tone,  the  greater  solidity,  in  short,  of  the  whole  style  of  Uioogbt 
and  observation,  compensate  for  the  more  lively  imagination,  the  greater 
quickness  and  fluency,  and  more  easy  elegance  of  the  Greek." 

If  he  imitated  the  Greek,  it  was  with  orig^ality.  He  owes  it  little 
but  in  the  article  of  metre.  Such  g^race  and  wit,  sucn  elegance  and  finish 
as  his,  come  not  at  second-hand  ;  no  loan  from  abroad  is  what  Mai]^aret 
Fuller  hailed  in  him  as  that  ''  perfume  and  raciness,  which  makes  life  a 
banquet"||  He  was  the  prototype,  according  to  Archdeacon  Hare,  and 
hence  has  ever  been  the  favourite  of,  wits  and  fine  gentlemen — of  those 
who  count  it  a  point  of  good  breeding  to  seem  pleased  with  everything, 

*  Then  farewell,  Horace,  whom  I  hated  so, 
Not  for  thj  faults,  but  mine;  it  is  a  curse 

To  understand,  not  feel  thy  lyric  flow, 
To  comprehend,  but  never  love  thy  verse, 
Although  no  deeper  moralist  rehearse 

Our  little  life,  &c.  Childe  Harold,  c.  iv. 

t  /Sait>mon.— You  will,  however,  allow  that  we  have  no  proof  of  grarity  in 
Horace  or  Plautus  ? 

Alfieri, — On  the  contrary,  I  think  we  have  many.  Horace,  like  all  the  pn«fl- 
lanimous,  was  malignant ;  like  all  courtiers,  he  yielded  to  the  disposition  of  hii 
masters.  • . .  That  be  was  libidinous  is  no  proof  that  he  was  playful,  for  often  sodi 
men  are  even  melancholic. — Imaginary  ConverMotions. 

It  may  be  worth  adding,  in  respect  of  the  last  sentence,  that  there  are  thote 
who  are  sceptical  as  to  the  reality  of  Horace's  list  of  favourite  fair  ones.  Thns  • 
recent  Edinburgh  Beviewer  asserts  that,  of  all  the  poets  of  the  time,  Horace  alone 
had  no  individual  mistress — that  his  amours,  if  numerous  as  those  of  Cowl^? 
were  also  as  fabulous— that  the  very  names  of  his  mistresses  betray  their  origin ; 
not  being  natives  of  the  Vicus  Tuscus,  of  the  Palatine  or  the  Suburra,  but  da^ 
sels  who  had  been  serenaded  centuries  before  in  the  streets  of  Mytilene  ana 
Athens.  "  That  Horace  was  at  one  time  of  his  life  a  lover  may  be  taken  for 
granted  ;  and  we  suspect  Canidia  to  have  been  the  subject  of  his  passion,  and  v» 
she  jilted  him."— See  Edinburgh  Reviewy  October,  1850. 

t  Milman's  Horace  (Life). 

§  Milman,  whom  we  here  quote,  is  speaking  of  the  Satires  and  Epistles. 

I  «"  Horace,"  says  Mdme.  Ossoli,  *<  was  a  great  deal  to  me  then  (in  youth),  t»i 
is  so  still.  Though  his  words  do  not  abide  in  memory,  hia  presence  does;  a^^^ 
courtly,  of  darting  haxel  eye,  a  self-sufficient  grace,  and  an  appreciation  of  tne 
world  of  stem  realities,  sometimes  pathetic  never  tnigic  He  is  the  natural  man 
of  the  woM.**—AiUolnographjf  o/Alargarei  FuUer. 
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yet  nH  admirari.  Bat  we  must  not  asmime  that  tlus  easy  reading  was 
altogether  easy  writing,  as  though  it  cost  the  writer  little  or  nothing,  or 
consists  of  the  first  ehuUient  and  unexamined  sallies  of  an  indolent  genius. 
Fope  may  say, 

Horace  still  channs  with  graceful  negligence, 
And  without  method  talks  us  id  to  sense  ;* 

bat  Pope  conveys  a  wrong  impression  if  he  implies  that  we  are  not  to  look 
in  Horace  for  elaborate,  cautious,  time-taking  art.  Such  diction  as  the 
polished  lyrist  employs,  is  not  penny-a-liner^s  work.  There  are  single 
odes  of  his,  Mr.  de  Quinceyf  has  observed,  that  '^  must  have  cost  him  a 
good  six  weeks'  seclusion  from  the  wickedness  of  Rome/'  If  he  sang 
sweetly  in  numbers,  it  was  not  because  the  numbers  came  as  a  matter  of 
course ;  nor  were  the  numbers  accepted  on  the  shopping  principle  of 
first  come  first  served.  * 

To  transfer  into  English  the  thoughts  and  style  of  this  elaborate  ease, 
but  not  easy  elaboration,  demands  much  toil  as  well  as  skill.  Mr.  New- 
roan's  version  of  the  gentleman  &rmer's  poetry  does  not  bid  fair  for 
popularity.  Nor  does  he  look  for  it,  but  expressly  avows  himself  to 
despair  of  finding  readers  among  those  who  seek  solely  for  amusement, 
and  bespeaks  for  himself  a  thoughtful  and  serious  reader,  anxious  for  in- 
struction. He  had  been  assured,  he  tells  us,  that  it  is  impossible  to  induce 
Englishmen  to  read  poems  in  new  metres.  ^'  It  may  be  so,"  he  resignedly 
admits,  as  he  ushers  in  his  new  metres — **  but  if  so,  I  think  it  is  equally 
impossible  to  induce  them  to  read  ancient  poetry  at  all — in  any  metres, 
or  in  prose  translations.  Dickens  and  Thackeray  are,  I  suppose,  more 
amusing  than  Tennyson  or  Wordsworth,  and  leave  to  many  men  of 
business  no  time  to  read  Milton,  or  Thomson,  or  Vir^,  or  .£schylus." 
At  the  same  time,  he  contends  that  every  educated  man  who,  now  that 
modem  European  literature  has  eclipsed  the  ancient,  shrinks  from 
attempting  to  learn  two  difficult  languages,  and  to  explore  their  literature, 
must  yet  desire  to  know  whatever  may  be  known  in  English  concerning 
those  master-minds  of  the  ancients,  who  have  so  affected  the  European 
intellect.  Hence  the  value  of  select  translations.  Undoubtedly — so 
allows  the  present  translator — a  great  poet  can  never  be  fully  translated 
from  a  more  powerful  into  a  less  powerful  language ;  ft  is  as  impossible 
as  to  execute  m  soft  wood  the  copy  of  a  marble  statue.     '*  Yet  some  ap- 

{)roximation  may  be  attained,  which  gives  to  the  reader  not  only  a  know- 
edg^  of  the  substance,  but  a  feeling  of  the  form  of  thought,  and  a  right 

*  Essaj  on  Criticism. 

f  In  confuting  a  Scottish  critic's  assumption,  that  Horace  was  ''notoriously 
indolent,''  bat  "  not  so  Lucretius,"  the  Opium-eater  contends,  that  between  the 
sablime  atheist  and  the  graceful  man  of  ton,  the  difference  in  amount  of  labour 
(without  speaking  of  final  merit)  would  appear  to  be  as  between  the  weaving  of 
a  blanket  and  the  weaving  of  an  exquisite  cambric  '*  The  curiosa  felicitas  of 
Horace  in  his  Ijnc  compositions,  the  elaborate  delicacy  of  workmanship  in  his 
thoughts  and  in  his  style,  argue  a  scale  of  labour  that,  as  against  any  equal  num- 
ber ot  lines  in  Lucretius,  would  measure  itself  by  months  against  days."  Indeed, 
he  shows  that,  between  the  two,  the  proportions  of  labour  are  absolutely  incom- 
mensurable :  in  Horace  the  labour  being  directly  as  the  power;  in  Lucretius  m- 
vers^  as  the  power— Horace's  best  being  obtained  by  most  labour,  and  the  best  of 
Lvcretios  by  ktut. 
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coQoeptlon  of  tha^  aacieot  tone-  o£  mind."  And  *  ih»  joatifwiifcirttt  of.  Mr« 
Newman's  present  experiment  in  novel  raetDeal  fornas,  lie«  in  hiapeiSM^ 
sion»  that  hitherto  our  poe^oal  tranalaiora  have  foiled  in  geoaeal,  not  so 
much  from  want  of  talent  or  learning,  but  from  aiming  to  produce  poens 
in  modem  style,  throug^h  an  excessive  fear  that  a  modmi  reader  will 
endure  nothing  else.  How  fior  a  modem,  reader  will  relish  the  old  clas- 
sical, or  Qt^o^-dassical  form  here  adopted — the  Englished  counterpart  of 
ancient  Alcdcs,  Sapphics,  Iambic  ArchilocBcs,  Heroic  Hexameters^  Bbc^ 
IB  aquestion  which  >is  adhuc  subjudice. 

Why  did  Mr.  Newman  select  Horaee?  Not^'  he  ezplilei^^  arers^ 
because  he  appreciates  him  as  a  genius  of  the  &8t  rank^— thbiluDg  him, 
indeed,  weaker  in  his  own  line  than  his  immediate  predecessor  CatoUos, 
"  a  man  whose  disg^ing  impiuitj  has  marred  half  his  poems,  and  who 
probably  did  not  Hve  to  attdn  his  own  fiill  perfection.^'  But  Horace  is 
selected,  as  tne  Latin  poet  of  next  note  to  Virgil — the  poet  of  whom  it 
next  concerns  an  English  reader  to  know  something — whose  writings 
bring  one  into  immediate  contact  with  the  Augustan  age,  when  Roman 
taste  ripened  to  perish — and  who  is  so  compact  in  magnitude^  and  so 
various  in  metre  and  in  subject,  as  to  give  the  beet  chance  of  succeeding 
somewhere  in  an  attempt  so  novel.  Nor  does  Mr.  Newman  sedc  to 
undervalne  Horace,  from  whose  poetry  he  (somewhat  maliciously)  re- 
marks, that  in  past  generations  the  sermons  of  half  our  diTines  might 
seem  to  have  been  borrowed.  The  gay  worldling's  sins  against  the  duiee 
et  decorum^  he  indeed  earnestly  reproves,  r^tly  alleging  that  the 
butterfly  bard  would  not  have  less  wit,  or  less  brilliancy,  or  less 
pure  taste,  or  less  charity,  if  he  had  learned  to  reverence  women 
as  well  as  admire  them.  Had  he  been  husband  as  well  as  lover, 
'^  who  shall  say  what  a  vast  elevation  of  character  would  hare  aoemed 
to  him  from  it?  From  what  degradation  of  soul  it  would  have 
saved  him — from  what  pollutions  in  his  writings  it  would  have  saved 
usi**  The  i^ly  obeeemties  of  some  of  his  odes  are  stigmatised  with 
severity,  as  leaving  an  ineffiboeable  stain  upon  his  youth ;  and  that  when 
the  season  of  youth  was  past  he  could  deliberately  publish  them,  *'  and 
not  fall  in  gemral  estimation,"  is  justly  called  a  *'  foul  blot  on  the  whole 
Augustan  age."*  But  there  is  claimed  an  *^  increasing  religiousness''  for 
Horace's  riperyears,  as  testified  by  the  tone  of  Odes  22 — 27  of  Book  III. ; 
the  Ode^m  his  escape  from  being  crushed  by  a  Billing  tree  (IL^  13)> 

♦  See  Professor  Newman's  prefatory  remarks  on  the  15th  Epode  (Aox  erai,  et 
cash  fulgebcU  luna  sereno),  and  the  27  th  Ode  of  Book  HI.  (Jmfnos  parra  rectMeMtu 
omen%  and  especially  the  hideous  25th  Ode  of  Book  I.  (JParciits  junctas  7"^'^ 
/«t«rtrcM),  the  heartlessness  of  which  last  (to  Lydia)  is  duly  denounced;  and  which 
is  not  omitted,  only  because  it  exhibits  the  '*  intense  and  unti^peasable  pes^- 
tiousness  of  aU  union  of  the  sexes  which  may  be  dissolved  at  will"  Certuoiy^ 
it  is  shockingly  instructive  to  contrast  this  repulsive  abuse  of  Lydia,  now  declining 
in  the  vale  of  years,  with  the  Ode  (TIL,  9)  Donee  graiua  eram  tibi;  andagahithe 
(I.,  IS)  Cum  tu  Lj/dioj  Tetepkl,  the  last  stanza  of  which  is  but  too  little  HorstiftO, 
at  least  in  spirit  and  tendency, 

"  Felices  ter,  et  amplius, 

Quos  irrupta  tenet  copula;  nee  malls 
Divulsus  querimoniis, 

Supreme  citius  solvet  amor  die." 
Thus  rendered  by  Newman : 
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diov^h  writteo  in  tragi-comic  styles  u  argued  to  iaaiplj  a  deeper  serioos^ 
xiees  in  Horace's  feelings  than  perhaps  he  as  yet  fully  knew.  '^  Ttiere  is 
nothing  in  hie  mundisings  yery  profound  or  Ywy  original ;  hot  they  mark 
a  general  ofaange  of  character  by  no  means  smalL^'  The  thoroughly 
stotoai  doctrine  of  the  Ode  (IV.,  9)  to  LoUius :  "  Ne  forte  credas  interi- 
tura,  qwB,  he,/*  is  also  noted ;  although  Horace's  Epistles  do  not  allow 
lis  to  suppose  that  he  permanently  maintained  this  elevation.  With 
regard  to  the  plague-spots  which  so  plentifnUy  dthce  his  odes,  we  hare 
to  add^  that  Professor  Newman  has,  on  the  one  hand,  avoided  the  pruning^ 
knife  as  much  as  possiUe,  abruptly  cutting  a¥^y  the  difficulty  in  a  f&rr 
cases  only,  "  where  the  immorality  is  too  ugly  to  be  instructive  ;"♦  while, 
on  the  other  hand,  he  pointedly  asserts  that  he  has  '*strivmi  to  make  this 
book  admisfflble  to  the  cabinet  of  the  purest-n^ded  English  lady,  and 
could  never  consent  to  add  adornment  to  a  single  line  of  corrupting  ten- 
deney."  Considering  his  relation,  as  professor  to  the  Ladies*  College^  his 
book  is  likely  to  find  admission  to  more  than  one  or  two  such  cabinets ; 
&Dd  perhaps  to  give  occasion,  when  admitted,  to  more  than  one  or  two 
calnnei  councils,  between  the  fair  secretary  of  the  home  department  and 
the  first  lord  of  the  treasnry,  and  to  make  hk  lordsMp  rub  up  his 
LttCin  a  fail. 

Rhyme  is  here  discarded,  because  Professor  Newman  is  convinced,  by 
tbe  attempts  of  the  ablest  versifiers,  that  it  is  impossible  to  translate  a 
classical  poet  into  English  rhymed  metre,  without  a  great  sacrifice  of  the 
poet  himself  and  a  most  undesirable  intrusion  of  that  which  is  not  the 
poet's.  His  own  attempt  has  been,  not  to  imitate  the  original  metres, 
bat  to  adopt  stanzas  of  similar  tone  and  feeling,  and  proportionate  com- 
pass to  those  of  the  original.  For  he  regards  it  as  a  fundamental  mis- 
take to  wish  to  obtain  in  general  such  an  imitation  as  those  Crerman 
translators  of  Greek  and  Latin  poetry  afipect,  when  they  profess  to  repro- 
duce the  very  metre  of  the  ancients,  but,  in  fact,  invent  a  totally  new  and 
aocentnal  sptem,  which  is  of^en  found  to  be  light,  tripping,  or  humorous, 
where  the  original  is  grave  and  stately.  He  justly  observes,  that  Horace's 
jocosity  being,  at  the  broadest,  '*  subtle  and  subdued,  never,  funny  or 
boisterous,"  the  use  of  our  (accentual)  Anapcests  or  Dactyls  in  translating 
him  has  a  perverted  effect—since  such  a  metre  is  liable  to  degenerate 
into  doggrel,  unless  the  subject  is  grand  and  vehement  He  adopts  the 
prinaple,  that  each  Latin  metre  should  have  one,  and  omfy  one  English 
reprooontative^  being  convinced,  that  to  work  under  the  pressure  of  ink- 
movable  conditions^  if  they  be  not  unreasonable  ones,  porodueeS'in  the  long 
run  the  chastest  result.  In  carrying  out  this  rule,  Mr.  Newman  is  fre- 
qoenily  hard  pmhed,  and  finds  it  difficnk  to  *'  beat  his  musio  out."  For 
instonee^  his  substitute  for  the  Alcaic  measure  has  the  foUowing  fonn 
(the  first,  second,  and  fourth  lines  of  the  stasnaa  being  Trochaic  with  four 

"  Hi^y,  thrioe  and  more,  are  thejr. 
Whom,  m  bonds  unbroken,  Faith  retains. 

Them  no  foolish  evil  strife 
Bends  opast,  bat  Love  and  Life  are  one." 

*  He  thinks,  however,  that,  on  tbe  whole,  Horace  aimed  at  a  higher  beauty 
than  did  Catullus,  or  Propertius,  or  Ovid;  and  the  result  of  a  purer  taste  is,  he 
adds,  doiely  akin  to  that  of  a  sounder  morality. 
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beats — the  two  first  mutilated  at  the  end — the  third  consiating  of  four 
and  a  half  Iambs) : 


O  Nata  mecum  consule  Manlio, 
Seu  tu  querelas,  sive  geris  jocos, 
Seu  nxaro,  et  insanos  amores, 
Seu  facilem,  pia  testa,  somnum :  etc. 


Kindly  jar,  in  Manlius*  year 
Bom  with  me  ;  whate'er  thy  beot. 
Whether  for  plainings,  jest,  or  riot. 
Frantic  love,  or  easy  slumber ;  &c. 


In  the  Ode  to  Maecenas,  Festo  guidpotius  die  (III.,  29),  the  translator 
frankly  owns :  ^'  In  several  stanzas,  I  have  felt  my  metre  to  be  painfully 
cramping ;"  and  elsewhere  lie  says,  ^*  My  substitute  is  apt  to  be  deficient 
in  compass  wherever  proper  names  occur  in  the  Latin ;"  nevertheless  hb 
conclusion  is,  that  all  attempts  to  enlarge  it  seem  on  the  whole  to  involve 
worse  evils.  That  he  should  have  succeeded  so  well  as  he  has,  in  a  path 
so  narrow,  and  so  hedged  in  with  restrictions,  is  almost  surprising.  The 
task  resembles  the  old  game  of  jumping  in  sacks,  or  perambulating  a  cell 
with  fetters  on,  or  giving  an  abridgment  of  some  free-soul'd  poet,  and 
cnmiming  his  sonorous  cadences  into  monosyllables  and  interjections. 
Hence,  many  of  the  stanzas  in  this  Horatian  metre,  as  rendered  by  Mr. 
Newman,  have  the  look  of  a  terrier  just  after  the  clipping  process  has 
been  applied  to  his  ears  and  tail — when  he  comes  forth  looking  uncom- 
fortably curt  and  "  curtailed"  of  his  feir  proportions — a  martyr  under  the 
rule  of  subtraction — an  abused  victim  of  the  shears.  The  Sapphic  haa  for 
its  substitute  an  English  metre  of  more  variety  and  capacity  than  the 
foregoing — thus : 

EntrappM  amid  the  wide  ^S)gean, 

When  gloomy  clouds  the  moon  have  hidden 

And  stars  uncertain  shine,  the  Sailor 

Asks  rest  of  Heaven.  (Ode  XL,  16.) 
In  all  his  metrical  experiments  there  is  evidence  that  the  translator 
has  endeavoured  to  realise  his  own  summary  of  principles,  which  is  this : 
English  metre  is  ruled  by  accent,  without  any  regard  to  its  equability : 
nevertheless,  the  sweetness  of  the  verse  depends  on  that  equability,  as 
well  as  on  the  ease  of  utterance, — that  is,  on  the  intrinsic  softness  of  the 
words  to  be  sounded  ;  while  the  enebot  depends  on  the  very  opposite 
qualities — unequable  accents  and  strength  of  sounds.  But  ms  experi- 
ment is  one  wluch 

Ah  me,  what  perils  do  environ  1 

And  though  not  unfrequently  sweet  and  energetic,  his  stanzas  have  too 
commonly  a  hard,  crabbed  aspect,  and  an  abrupt  discordant  speech, 
which  are  far  enough  firom  consorting  with  one's  notion  of  Flaccus. 
Flaccid  they  are,  however,  now  and  then. 

Perhaps  as  favourable  a  specimen  as  we  can  find  of  Mr.  Newman's 
skill  as  a  translator  into  "  unihymed  metres,*'  is  his  verson  of  the  Beatus 
ilUy  quiprocul  negotOs,  While  it  is  more  free  in  movement,  and  musi- 
cal in  rhythm  than  many  of  his  lyrics,  it  b  also  happy  and  ingenious  in 
its  literal  adherence,  line  by  line,  and  almost  woid  for  word,  to  the 
beautiful  original : 

**  How  blest  is  he,  who  far  from  troublous  care, 
As  the  ancient  race  of  mortals, 
With  his  own  oxen  tills  his  father*s  fields, 
From  usuries  exempted  I 
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Nor  by  the  savage  trump  in  the  camp  is  rousM, 

Nor  quails  at  the  angry  billows ; 
And  shuns  the  forum,  and  the  thresholds  proud 

Of  citizens  overweening. 
But  he  the  vine's  glad  upgrown  progeny 

Weds  to  the  loAy  poplars, 
And  with  his  curv*d  knife  pruning  useless  boughs. 

Engrafts  more  hopeful  scions : 
Or  in  the  vale  s  broad  bosom  views  a&r 

The  deep-voiced  cattle  roaming. 
Or  in  pure  jars  the  well-prest  honey  stores, 

Or  snears  the  helpless  bleaters : 
Or  from  the  fields  when  Autumn  rears  her  head 

With  mellow  fruitage  comely, 
How  joys  he,  plucking  his  engrafted  pears 

And  grape  that  vies  with  purple, 
To  honour  tliee,  Priapus!  and  thee,  sire, 

Silvanus,  guard  of  landmarks  I 
Now  beneath  ancient  holm  he  lists  to  lie, 

Now  in  the  clinging  herbage. 
In  their  deep  banks  the  meanwhile  glide  the  streams. 

The  birds  moan  in  the  thickets  ; 
With  trickling  element  pure  babble  the  springs. 

Inviting  gentle  slumbers. 

'*  But  when  the  wintry  hour  of  thundering  Jove 

Its  rainy  snows  amasses. 
Then  he  tlie  eager  boar  with  scurrying  hounds 

Drives  to  the  toils  encircling. 
Or  with  smooth  pole  spreads  the  thin  nets  aloft. 

Snare  for  the  creedy  thrushes. 
Or  in  his  noose  (sweet  prize !)  the  frighten'd  hare 

And  stranger  crane  imprisons. 

**  Mid  such  employ  who  not  the  evil  cares 

Forgets,  which  Love  engenders  ? 
But  if,  besides,  a  chaste  and  helpful  mate 

House  and  sweet  children  order, — 
As  Sabine  woman,  or  the  sunburnt  wife 

Of  Appulan  untiring, 
Piles  witn  old  loss  the  sacred  hearth,  to  greet 

Her  weary  lord's  arrival, — 
Who,  penning  the  kind  flock  in  wattled  crate» 

Drains  their  distended  udders, 
Then  wine  of  this  yearns  vintage  drawing,  crowns 

The  board  with  unbought  (uinties ; 
Me  not  so  much  will  Lucrine  oysters  please. 

Or  delicate  char  or  turbot. 
Should  winter,  rumbling  in  the  Eastern  waves. 

Such  to  this  sea  have  carried. 

••  No  bird  of  Afric  down  my  throat  will  glide, 
No  moorcock  of  Ionia, 
Sweeter  than  olives  pick'd  from  boughs  which  hang 

With  luscious  treasure  loaded. 
Or  mallows,  wholesome  to  the  sickly  frame. 

And  meadow-loving  sorrel, 
Or  kidling  rescued  from  the  wolf,  or  lamb 
To  festal  Terminus  slaughtered. 
/«fy— VOL.  xcvni.  wo.  cccxci.  2  a 
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AmidmA  buiqite4s»  sweet  it  is  to  tas 

The  fed  sheep  hasteaiBf  hoiiMiraidy 
To^eethe  weaty  bulls  with  languid  neok 

The  inverted  ploughshare  trailuig^ . 
And—swam  of  a  rieb  house^-ihe  little  slarw 

Laid  round  the  shinkig  Lares/' 

'Hras  spake  the  oKme^leocler  AMos,  bent 

Oo  instant  ruf^tication ; 
Tum'd  on  the  Ides  his  bonds  to  cash ;  but  aoogfat 

New  borrowers  on  the  Kalends. 

There  is  so  little  of  the  jocose  about  Mr.  Newman's  teaperament,  diat 
his  transfusion  of  Horatiaa  levitias  into  sober  EagUsh  ia  not  accompanied 
by  any  sparkling  effervescence  of  gaiety.  Tbe  sal  oeases  to  be  volatile. 
Nevertheless,  his  muse  is  more  elastic  and  nimble  than  might  be  antici- 

Sted;  and  though  not  quite  aufait  in  poising  and  twiriing  on  the  light 
itastic  toe,  she  glides  or  walks  through  her  part  much  as  a  heavy 
member  of  a  Greek  chorus  may  be  supposed  to  have  done,  conscien- 
tiously and  perseveringly,  but  with  more  of  art  and  effoxt  than  nature  or 
enthusiasm* 

He  throws  no  new  light  upon  i)ie  <^nt)nologicaI  arrangement  of  the 
Odes ;  but,  premising  that  the  common  arrangement  is  impossible  and 
imendurable,  and  allowing  that  the  great  variety  of  opinion  as  to  the 
order  of  their  composi^on  indicates  the  hopelessness  of 'arriving  at  truth, 
he  follows  what  he  devises  as  at  least  a  possible  order,  for  which  he  does 
not  attempt  to  offer  any  convincing  reason.  Nor  does  he  write  any 
xiegular  biograpW  of  the  poet — remarking^  that  the  lyrical  poetry  of  the 
ancients  miade  the  indiviauality  of  the  poet  so  prominent,  that  com* 
mentator  and  biograf^ier  beeome  ahnost  synonymous  terms.  There  is, 
kQwever,  an  ample  and  judicious  provision  of  explanatocy  notes,  of  the 
kind  required  by  an  English  reader — and  those  of  historical  character, 
concise  as  they  are,  frequently  evince  painstaking  research.  Mr.  New- 
man assumes  m  his  reader  no  knowledge  whatever  of  aowient  languages 
or  literature,  except  to  have  read  Homer  in  a  translation :  '<  And  I  endea- 
Tour,"  he  says,  "  to  afford  whatever  is  subsidiary  to  fbll  intelligence, — 
whatever  will  aid  him  to  that  dose  insight  into  men  and  times,  which 
nothing  hot  contemporary  literature  can  ever  give.** 


%*  Since  the  fbregmog  vras  in  tjrpe,  an  important  edition  of  the 
'*  Works  of  Horaoe**  has  appeared,  for  which  classieal  students  will  own 
their  obligationa  to  that  careful  and  accomplished  seholar,  the  Rer*  A.  J. 
Madeane. 
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GEORGINA  VEREKER. 

TRH  anjUBL  90  ^TWO  FHA8B0  DT  THB  LIVB  OV  AlT  flKLV  OBIKB^^' 

Br  THB  Author  of  **  Tbe  Usholx  Wuh." 


*^  Not  Thy  will,  Lord,  but  mine  be  done  V^  Sadi  nw  Ae  ■ofirtnniie  of 
Ae  prajer  poored  forth  by  Mrs.  Yerdcer. 

But  a  very  short  period  had  elapsed,  and  Mr.  Cbeneriz  wn  still  Ten- 
taring  to  speak  what  he  could  of  consolation,  when  Mr9.  Yereker,  look« 
ing  up  from  the  bed  where  she  was  again  reclining,  saw  Mr.  Rioe  entet 
Ae  room.  He  came  up,  and  stood  by  the  minister.  His  face  worn  a 
flb'ange  expression  of  hope  and  joy,  causing  the  life-blood  to  beat  ia  her 
heart  as  it  had  not  yet  beaten  since  the  first  hours  <^  Greorgina's  illnest* 

^  Can  you  bear  hope,"  he  said,  **  better  than  you  have  borne  despair?** 

She  did  not  answer.  She  looked  at  him  with  her  fearftilly  eager  eyes; 
their  expression  too  plainly  asking  him  what  she  could  not. 

^  The  alarming  change  that  took  place  in  the  child's  eonntenance, 
when  you  were  hurried  from  the  room — I  do  not  know  that  it  was  for 
death.^ 

**  The  best  and  the  worst,**  she  mmnmred,  **  let  me  know  k.** 

**  Then  I  think  it  was  the  crisis  of  the  disorder,  and  that  the  child  is 
better,**  the  surgeon  answered.     "  She  is  sleeping  sweetly  now.'* 

With  a  sharp  cry,  partly  of  joy,  partly  of  pain,  Mrs.  Yereker  essiq^ 
to  rise  from  the  bed,  but  the  doctor  laid  hb  arm  across  her. 

"  Not  for  the  world,**  he  uttered.  **  I  know  what  you  would  do :  you 
would  hasten  to  ^e  bedside  of  your  daughter,  and  your  presence  therfr 
might  undo  all  the  good  that  is  being  done.  I  do  not  say  she  will  re- 
ooTer,  but  I  do  say  there  is  now  a  chance  of  it :  and  to  giro  that  chance 
a  hoT  trial,  she  must  be  kept  perfectly  still,  and  free  from  excitement.'* 

Mrs.  Yereker  clasped  Mr.  Rice's  hands,  and  burst  into  a  flood  of  more 
refreshing  tears  than  any  she  had  in  her  whole  life  shed.  ^  I  will  do  all 
you  wish,**  she  uttered :  *^  only  come  to  me  from  time  to  time,  and  tell 
me  that  my  child's  life  is  being  spared.'* 

**  I  will  come  to  you  with  news  of  the  slightest  change  that  shall  talce 
place  in  her,**  answered  the  surgeon  ;  and  as  he  left  the  room  on  his  re- 
tmu  to  Georgina's  chamber,  Mrs.  Yereker  turned  her  face  to  Mr. 
Chenevix,  and,  sobbing  upon  his  arm^  declared  that  Heaven  had  an- 
swered her  prayer. 

It  seemed  l^at  the  child's  life  was  to  be  spared ;  for  as  homr  succeeded 
hour,  day,  day,  and  week,  week,  she  appeared  to  grow  gradually  hot 
smrely  on  to  convalescence ;  and  ere  the  summer  weU  oame,  she  was 
^porting  about,  gay  as  ever*  To  describe  the  ecstatic  joy  of  her  mothBr, 
would  be  impossible  ;  no  words  oould  do  justice  to  it ;  no  imagination, 
however  vivid,  could  adequately  portray  it:  the  word  •*idoktry'*  would 
be  weak  as  applied  to  the  feeling  dierished  by  Mrs.  Yereker  for  her  diild. 
Be  assured  that  Heaven  never  meant  an  all-absoibing  passion,  sueh  aa 
this,  to  be  indulged  in  on  earth. 

But  it  b  not  of  the  cAt/iMoocf  of  Georgina  Yereker  timt  we  need  auto 
fiDther  leoord.    Let  us  hasten  on. 

2a2 
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11. 

TsABfl,  yean  had  goDe  by,  almost  like  a  dream  in  iitm  swift  ffitting, 
and  that  one  dangerous  phase  in  Georgina's  life— that  period  whidi  had 
seemed  to  Mrs.  Vereker  as  the  concentration  of  all  earthly  agony— was 
become  but  as  a  remote  link  in  life's  remembrance.  A  more  truly  dan- 
gerous  phase,  though  the  mother  saw  it  not,  was  adirancing  now. 

Sweetly  simple  in  appearance,  yet  queen-like ;  of  manners  gentle  and 
winning,  yet  perfectly  self-possessed  ;  her  beauty  of  the  rarest  character, 
yet  betraying  no  vanity  or  consciousness  of  its  own  charm — such  was 
Miss  Vereker  as  she  grew  towards  womanhood.  She  was  in  her  mghteenth 
year  now,  looking  older,  and  her  mother  was  painfully  awake  to  the 
joking  hints,  dropped  sometimes  by  friends,  that  one  so  attractive  as 
Georgina  would  not  be  long  suffered  to  remain  an  inmate  of  her  maiden 
home.  Mrs.  Vereker  would  willingly  have  kept  her  in  it  for  ever ;  and 
few  were  so  carefully  guarded  from  sdl  advances  of  the  other  sex,  as  was 
Georgina  Vereker. 

It  was  a  lovely,  lovely  afternoon  in  May,  and  Georgina  sat  drawing 
by  the  side  of  her  mother.  The  windows  were  open  to  the  ground,  and 
Mrs.  Vereker  reclined  in  her  easy-chair,  now  enjoying  the  scent  wafted  in 
£rom  the  garden  flowers,  now  looking  at  the  group  of  flowers  Greorgina 
was  painting.  There  were  few  worldly  accomplishments  in  which 
Georgina  did  not  excel;  talents,  rarely  combined  in  one  person,  were 
•vnited  in  her.  She  was  a  sweet  singer,  a  brilliant  player ;  in  short,  gifted 
as  she  was  in  person,  so  she  was  in  talent  and  intellect 

'*  Here  comes  Ruth  T'  exclaimed  Georgina,  as  a  neat-looking  yoong 
woman  was  seen  approaching  the  house.  She  was  the  houseniaid  of 
Mis.  Chenevix. 

*^  What  is  it,  Ruth  ?**  called  out  Mrs.  Vereker,  making  a  sign  to  the 
giri  to  approach  the  window. 

<^  Miss  Elizabeth  has  sent  me  up  with  this  note,  ma'am,"  was  the  seiA 
vant's  reply,  handing  in  the  note  she  spoke  of  to  Georgina. 

**  Ruth,  I  will  go  back  with  you,"  cried  Georgina,  as  she  read  its  con- 
tents. ^  Elizabeth  wants  me  to  go  and  spend  the  evening  there, 
Biamma." 

It  may  be  observed,  that  Georgina  did  not  say  ^'  May  I  go  ?"  as  most 
young  ladies  think  necessary  to  do  when  addressing  a  parent;  she  decided 
instantly  for  herself.  But  the  extreme  system  of  indulgence  carried  on 
by  Mrs.  Vereker  had  long  caused  Georgina's  will  to  be  law  in  all  things : 
she  governed;  Mrs.  Vereker  obeyed.  Not  that  in  this  instance  there 
could  be  any  grounds  for  objecting  to  her  wish.  Elizabeth  and  Charlotte 
Chenevix  were  her  intimate  ftiends;  they  were  good  girls,  desirable  com- 
panions, and  Georgina  was  often  at  the  rectory. 

'*  m  go  with  Ruth  now,  mamma,"  she  repeated,  as  she  put  aside  her 
paintine-box,  **  and  you  can  send  for  me  in  the  evening." 

The  large  ficunily  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chenevix  were  almost  reared.  The 
youngest  boy  was  at  college,  and  of  the  elder  sons,  one  was  just  appointed 
to  a  country  curacy,  the  rest  were  in  various  mercantile  situations  in 
London,  hoping  some  time  to  make  their  way  in  the  world.  The  in- 
come of  Mr.  Chenevix,  stretch  it  out  as  he  would,  was  barely  two  hun- 
dred a  year :  a  rich  rectory  belonging  to  a  small  parish  close  by,  was  of 
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ihe  yalue  of  two  thousand !  When  will  these  disparities  in  a  Christiam 
Church  he  done  away  ?  So  the  Reverend  Mr.  Chenevix,  like  many 
another  hadly-paid  reverend,  was  compelled  to  do  something  to  increase 
his  income,  and  he  took  pupils.  Half  a  dozen  little  boys,  not  more,  who 
for  the  consideration  of  thirty  pounds  per  year  each,  were  boarded, 
lodged,  and  instructed  in  the  rectory.  He  would  willingly  have  g^ven 
all  his  time  to  his  clerical  duties  ;  to  the  poor,  to  the  sick,  to  all  the  rest 
of  the  needs  of  a  lai^  parish ;  but  neither  he  nor  any  other  clergyman 
can  bring  up  a  large  family,  in  the  respectability  suitable  to  their  station, 

rn  two  hmidred  a  year.  The  question  may  have  arisen  in  the  mind 
a  looker-on,  acquainted  with  the  intimacy  between  the  families, 
*^  Does  Mr.  Chenevix  ever  cast  a  thought  towards  Miss  Vereker  as  a 
possible  wife  some  day  for  one  of  his  sons  ?"  No ;  Mr.  Chenevix  was  not 
ambitious,  and  he  never  cast  a  thought  towards  anything  so  improbable^ 
for  he  knew  he  might  just  as  well  have  cast  a  thought  towards  one  o€ 
the  stars. 

Geor^na  and  the  servant  walked  to  the  rectory,  taking  the  rural  way 
through  the  fields,  in  preference  to  that  of  the  dusty  road.  As  they 
came  in  view  of  the  house,  they  observed  a  strange  gentleman,  young 
and  handsome,  as  he  looked  from  the  distance,  pacing  to  and  fro  the- 
broad  gravel  walk  in  front  of  the  rectory  windows,  and  talking  to  Mrs. 
Chenevix. 

It  proved  to  be  Master  Harry  Lindon*s  guardian ;  Master  Harry 
being  one  of  the  little  pupils.  A  taU,  fine,  aristocratic  looking  man, 
with  a  deal  of  what  the  world  might  call  beauty  in  his  countenance,  but 
mixed  with  a  singularly  disaCTeeable  expression,  half  sinister,  half  a  sneer* 
It  was  only  to  be  observed,  however,  when  he  was  off  his  guard,  or  when 
his  features  were  in  repose.  He  looked  about  eight-and-twenty,  but  he 
may  have  been  older. 

He  was  invited  to  spend  the  evening  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chenevix,  as 
a  matter  of  course.  His  handsome  eyes  would  wander,  peihaps  in  spite 
of  his  will,  towards  Miss  Vereker,  with  a  glance  of  earnest  admiration ; 
and  she,  as  she  once  or  twice  caught  that  glance,  blushed  with  a  deep 
blush :  secluded  as  she  had  been,  admiration  from  one  of  the  other  sex 
was  so  new. 

''  Who  is  Mr.  Lindon  ?"  she  inquired  of  Elizabeth  Chenevix,  in  the 
conrse  of  the  evening. 

"  We  only  know  him  as  Harry  Linden's  guardian,"  returned  Mis» 
Chenevix ;  '^  the  cousin  of  his  late  father,  I  think  Harry  said  one  day.. 
It  is  he  who  pays  Harry's  bills ;  but  this  is  the  first  time  he  has  come- 
to  see  him." 

Did  a  shadow  of  the  future  fall  upon  the  heart  of  Mrs.  Vereker  that 
night  ?  Not  it :  for  how  was  it  likely  that  the  passing  remark  made  by 
her  daughter  on  her  return,  that  Harry  Linden's  guardian  had  arrived 
from  London  to  see  him,  and  had  taken  tea  at  the  rectory,  should  induce 
it?  A  guardian !  Mrs.  Vereker  associated  the  name  with  a  staid,  sober  man, 
advanced  in  years,  one  with  white  hair,  probably,  like  herself.  It  never 
occurred  to  her  to  suppose  that  this  Mr.  Lindon  was  young  and  hand-^ 
some,  and  Georgina  aid  not  mention  that  he  was  so. 

They  had  probably  imagined  that  Mr.  Lindon  would  have  returned  to 
town  immediately,  but  he  remained  in  the  village  to  '^  have  some  fish* 
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k^'*  h»  wmL  Beiook  op  his  qoHtaiattfttvaiiigviDii,  Aa^ 
Ktjt:  the  pbo*  oootamed  t^m^  Imt  the  Lion  hiid  bat  swry  i 
Moiobiion  for  JMtMioui  titvdleis;  in  fiwt,  it  hMl  AegBtinitod  into  i 
tUne  IkAle  better  iIma  a  ^  bear  sbop,''  aad  -wm  aovr  fwiliariy  ■digtin- 
mM  bj  diat  tf  pelklioB.  It  may  be^  that  Mx.  Lndcm  foaod  ^ 
CfOM-Sieys  a  denrable  woidance,  iost  be  «ta]Fedoii,  aod  sneiwid  t»c;ne 
«a  isliniatioii  «f  dtpaiiiuy.  He  wai  soon  ^  up  ta  the  local  paiitiBS,''  to 
yate  kit  oam  phnwe  what  apsaiEiae  a^  te  paowBg  iafonnatMn  be  had 
aefvired.  fie  waa  aa  agraaabAe,  talkatave  aaaa  mkma  he  pleaaed,  aoad  that 
was  when  he  had  an  ead  to  aenre ;  aad  he  eatetad  fi^eelj  into  <waiwBM 
ttan  aath  Us  hoit  aad  horteei,  who  ware  pleased  to  be  oocaaMmoattve  ia 
retam;  so  that^aooBytherewasnotAfaetf  notasiarmiae,  iiotaa  oAdanfe^s 
taie,  vehrtifa  to  the  vilhige  aad  its  ioiBates,  that  he  was  aaargsikiiai 
wkb.  One  day,  aboot  a  saoath  after  bis  aixUal,  ha  wasleaoiag  mgrnsatlL 
ibb  door  of  the  hostess's  back  parfeat,  half  in  the  gardeo,  half  ia  ihe 
room,  lounging  idly  and  smoking  his  meerschaum,  when  the  aoBvesaa- 
4mq  tnrned  apon  Miss  Vereker. 

^  A  devilish  handsome  girl,*'  was  Mr.  Lindaa's  careksB  remark. 
'^The  dd  lafy  knows  it,  too,"  retismed  hiB  hostess,  who  waa  hasy 
•sheUxDg  peas,  **  and  keeps  her  tightly  as  she  would  the  very  apple  of  mt 
'aye.     You  must  understand,  sir,  ^e  way  in  which  ^  property  ia  kA 
naturally  causes  her  to  be  cautious." 

*^  How's  that  left?"  inqmred  the  gentleman. 

"  **  Half  Mrs.  Vereker 's  fortune  ^oe^  to  Miss  Geoigina,  unooaditioBafiy, 
whan  she  ^uJl  be  twenty-one ;  or  on  her  wedding-day,  should  she  matfy 
yraviously  to  thai.     The  rest  will  be  hers  at  her  mooter's  death." 
^  Marry  with  die  mother's  consent,  I  presume  ?" 
^  No,  sir  ;  the  mother  need  not  give  bar  consent  any  oaore  than  yom  ar 

I.     Miss    Georgina  is    left   unfettered.     Many    persons  ocaoure    Mr. 

Vereioer  ibr  having  made  such  a  will :  it  may  posnbly  place  her  in  the 
power  ef  some  scamp,  or  ^ortane-hunter,  who  would  many  bar  to  gat 

possession  of  her  money." 

Mr.  Lindon  retained  his  position  agwnst  the  door-post,  and  amohsd 

slowly  on  till  his  pipe  was  exhausted.     He  then  gave  hims^  a  Imasty 

stretch  or  two,  and  sauntered  up-stairs  to  bis  bedroom. 

A  little  alteration  in  his  dress,  a  &w  touches  to  his  hair  and  his  shinti^ 

whiskers,  a  removal  of  all  odour  left  by  his  late  indulgence,  and  he  took 

lus  way  to  the  field  path  leading  from  Mrs.  Verel^'s  house  to  the 

notory,  and  there  met  Creorgina. 

Not  for  the  first  time  had  he  now  met  her  there.    And  oh,  whsit  had 

that  dangerous  man  been  saying,  what  done,  that  that  cnmson  Uudi, 

halftiBEudity,  half  love,  should  rise  to  the  young  girl's  €soe?     Alas! 

alas !  even  from  the  very  date  of  his  arrival,  he  had  been  woridng*  to  lay 

his  emls  round  her  maiden  heart 

Working  in  saeret,  not  openly :  never  man  knew  better  than  he  hosr 

tD  go  about  Ins  work.     Why,  in  the  rector's  fismily  it  was  thou^^t  he 

admired  Charlotte  Cbeneviz ;  and  the  villaga,  who,  as  usual,  moat  iatsr- 

fwe  with  evaiybody  8  a£Burs  but  its  own,  set  down  bis  lengthy  ati^  to 

Charlotte's  account     He  had  q>oken  of  Charlotte's  perfectiens  to  Mn. 

Vcvsher:  he  had  hinted  to  her  that  a  dergymaa's  daughter,  damesti- 

«atadly  bmoght  up,  would  ha  ^m  vary  aaatoh  tdbat  a  man  af  aodsaate 
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ike  kraM0l^  «a||^  to  maks.  B«t  vvliatMraa  lie^ftr  ChftxbllB 
CSwaerix  ? — ^flwt  wmM  he  bare  9and  lutd  be  Mined  faer  lore  fid 
brokeD  her  heart? — all  his  aim  wm  to  ikmm  Mm.  Veniwpofflitr  gnmsif 
to  bliad  her  toloeadmiriitien  of  Oeorgina. 

The  two  youBg  ladies  tlwBMelTes  ivete'Sdt  deeii?ed.  jOammUk. 
ffl»rletteGMie?iz,  aad  be  never  addreated  to  her  a  ffiilaat  word»  or 
f^affre  ber  an  admiriag  look ;  it  was  only  in  the  Meeeaoe  ^  oibeN  that  Ua 
paraded  attentieDe  were  beetowed  0a  hut.  Abo  in  theee  attentions,  wbtb 
they  came  to  be  aDalysed,  there  was  nothing  tangible — nodmnff  thatE 
bystander  could  construe  into  a  proof  of  love.  Now  mark  the  difference. 
When  he  and  Miss  Vereker  were  in  the  company  of  others,  he  never  dis- 
iiegiiishedfaer  fay  a  word  or  by  the  most  remote  attention ;  bvt  in  those 
vtolm  iaterviews,  which  had  been  accidental  and  net  sought  on  Georgiw£s 
wrt,  erery  tone/ every  gkace  was  calculated  to  betray  that  be  was  sedi- 
ing  ber  heart  and  to  pbmt  in  it  a  lore  for  him.  But  he  bad  not  toKl  ber 
•o  by  words :  (jeorgina  was  honest  aad  open  as  the  day,  and  he  knew 
that  to  n>eak  yet,  to  speak  before  his  ixme  came,  before  the  was  wbc^ 
fais  in  mtnd  and  heart,  would  have  been  to  frastrate  all  bb  plans.  Mine 
hostess  of  the  Cross-Keys  deemed  she  was  imparting  an  agreeable  bit  of 
Msatp  when  she  spoke  of  Miss  Vereker's  fortune  and  bow  it  was  left :  she 
Btlie  thought  that  she  was  telKng  him  what  be  already  knew,  and  bad 
known  since  the  second  or  third  day  of  his  arrival.  No,  no,  he  was  too 
^  J  to  risk  the  loss  of  Georgina  and  ber  fortune  by  prematurely  asking 
ber  to  marry  him,  or  telling  her  he  loved  :  that  must  come  when  he  hfln 
made  bis  way  sure,  and  held  her  future  in  his  own  bands.  And  there  ha 
was  now,  esaaying  to  wind  himself  and  bis  coils  more  deeply  in  her 
heart,  retaining  in  his  that  slender  hand  which  had  been  timidly  proffered 
to  htm  m  greetiBg,  leaning  down  until  his  honied  tones,  untangible 
thoogh  tiieir  words  might  be,  almost  seemed  to  come  in  contact  with  her 
Uushing  cheek,  as  he  turned  to  walk  side  by  side  with  her  on  that  sonny 
Jme  day.  On  one  side  of  their  path  lay  the  hedge,  with  its  sweet  wild 
Toees  wafting  around  their  perfume ;  on  the  other  was  the  field  of  long 
nowinggrass,  eoon  to  come  to  the  scythe  ;  above  them  were  the  joyous 
aira,  tbB  blue  sky,  aad  the  balmy  air;  aad  pleasant  though  theee  acces- 
sories were,  it  was  to  ordinary  eyes  but  an  ordinary  path,  yet  to*  Georgina 
Verdcer  it  seemed  like  one  oast'in  the  garden  of  Eden.  Ask  not  where- 
fore, you  who  have  loved,  but  remember,  if  the  worid's  cares  have  not 
aeared  that  remembrance  from  yen,  the  days  that  followed  the  awaking 
of  the  passion  in  your  own  bosoms. 

**  Creorgina,"  observed  her  mother  to  her  that  same  evening,  "  do  yon 
liiink  matters  wiU  soon  be  settled  between  Mr.  Lindon  and  Charlotle 
Cbenevix?^ 

Georgina  turned  away,  hiding  ber  Bashed  foce  from  her  mother  as  she 
constrained  herself  to  say  that  she  did  not  think  Mr.  lindon  loved 
Charlotte  Chenevix. 

^  Why  do  yon  notthink  so?  Upon  what  grounds?"  was  the  quidcre- 
jtnnder  m  Mrs.  Vereker. 

Georgina  could  not  say  <<  Because  he  loves  ara,''  for  Riebard  Lindon 
bad  not  told  her  of  his  bve ;  aadhad  he  dene  so,  she  codd  not  have  im- 
parted it  to  any  human  being,  not  even  to  ber  own  mother.     £%«  tell  of 
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ihat  new  pasrion,  which  was  concealed  in  every  crevice  ct  her  heu^  t 
passion  that  was  rendering  her  life  a  heaven,  she  with  her  shrinking  sea- 
sitiveness  ! — when  do  the  yonng  ever  do  so  ? 

<(  My  opinion  is,  and  I  speak  from  his  avowed  sentiments  to  me,**  coor 
tinned  Mrs.  Vereker,  <<  that  Charlotte  Chenevix  will  he  his  chosen  wife." 

Georgina  thought  her  mother  was  mistaken  :  nevertheless,  a  shsip 
pang  shot  across  her  heart  at  the  prophecy,  provinsp  how  completely  it 
was  heing  entiiralled.  And  Mrs.  Vereker,  woe  for  her!  was  soon  to  be 
undeceived. 

m. 

There  were  sounds  in  Mrs*  Vereker's  house  as  of  weeping  and  wailing; 
there  was  a  sharp  altercation,  never  yet  heard  there ;  there  were  pIaJC^ 
ful  entreaties,  ay,  and  ventured  threats  on  the  one  side,  and  there  was 
fixed  determination,  that  would  not  he  overcome,  on  the  other. 

On  that  hot  August  day — strange  that  Mrs.  Vereker  could  have  been 
so  long  blind! — ^it  all  came  out.  Mr.  lindon  made  his  proposals  for 
Geore^na  in  due  form,  and  the  shock  fell  upon  the  startied  mother  like  s 
thunderbolt. 

She  scarcely  heard  him  to  an  end ;  she  instantiy  and  haughtily  re- 
jected him,  but  he  jpersisted ;  and  as  she  grew  positive,  he  grew  bold, 
bolder  than  a  suitor  for  a  daughter  ought  to  do. 

"  It  will  be  useless  to  deny  her  to  me,"  he  said  in  his  hardiness;  "ber 
heart  and  will  are  mine.  She  has  made  her  choice,  Mrs.  Vereker,  sn4 
you  must  sanction  it" 

"  Must  sanction  it !"  cried  the  outraged  lady.  "  Sir!  you  forget  yoiff- 
self.     My  daughter  never  shall  be  yours." 

He  had  all  but  retorted  that  she  had  no  control  in  the  matter,  thst 
Miss  Vereker  was  her  own  mistress,  but  he  closed  his  lips  on  tiie  oflfen- 
sive  words. 

'*  I  will  look  in  again  in  the  evening,  madam,'*  he  swd,  '*  by  wbich 
time  I  trust  your  feelings  towards  me  will  be  softened.  Mean^e, 
speak  with  your  daughter :  you  will,  I  flatter  myself  find  that  her  affec- 
tions are  irrevocably  mine ;  and  you  surely  will  not  be  the  one  to  throst 
unhappiness  upon  her." 

Mr.  Lindon  took  his  departure,  and  Georgina  Vereker  was  before  her 
mother.  It  was  as  Richard  Lindon  had  asserted :  her  heart  and  mind  had 
become  wholly  his  :  her  hopes  were  entwined  with  his  hopes,  her  entire 
life  was  wrapped  up  in  his  life.  He  had  employed  his  time  and  his 
powers  of  attraction  well  She  could  see  no  fault  in  him ;  she  could  not 
believe  that  he  ever  had  or  ever  would  have  one  :  to  her  he  seemed  perfec- 
tion, a  something  between  a  saint  and  a  high-souled  cavalier;  and  ehe 
could  imagme  no  lot  so  favoured  on  earth,  as  that  of  one  who  mieht  be 
permitted  to  spend  it  as  the  companion  of  hink  They  do  well  who  re- 
present love  as  blind. 

Oh  that  miserably  mistaken  system  of  over-indulgence  I — of  never  con- 
tradicting a  child  until  it  becomes  your  master  !  Georgina  had  neftf 
been  denied  a  wish — ^how  could  she  understand  denial  now  ?  Sounds  of 
weeping  and  wailing  ?  Yes,  but  they  came  from  Mrs.  Vereker.  GeoipM 
was  agitated  and  pale,  but  she  was  firm  in  her  own  will 
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"  Child  r  cried  Mnu  Vereker,  "  he  ca^  ,w  make  you  happy.  He 
if  ahad  man,  a  wicked  man :  I  see  it  in  e  ^  torn  of  his  countenance^  and 
in  Uie  glance  of  his  keen  eye.  To  marry  this  man  will  be  to  rush  on  to 
your  destruction*" 

<<  You  are  prejudiced  against  him,"  was  the  reply  of  Georffina.  ^  Tou 
did  not  say  this  when  you  fimcied  he  was  going  to  marry  Charlotte  Che- 
nerix.*' 

^That  was  in  the  earlier'period  of  our  acquaintance,  when  I  had  had 
Htde  time  to  mark  and  observe  him.  I  have  not  thought  lately  that  his 
ittentions  were  given  to  Charlotte  ChenevLc,  or  I  womd  have  imparted 
to  Mr.  Cheneviz  my  unaccountable  antipathy  to  him.  God  forgive  me 
for  not  discovering  that  his  thoughts  were  directed  to  you." 

"  What  can  you  urge  against  him?"  asked  the  girl,  m  a  low  tone. 

**  Geoigina,"  replied  her  mother,  ^<  the  very  foot  of  his  being  a  stranger 
to  us  should  ensure  your  refusal  of  him.  What  do  we  know  of  this  man — 
of  his  connexions— of  his  former  life?" 

But  Mrs.  Vereker  might  as  well  have  talked  to  the  winds.  Georgina 
was  firm  as  she  was  ;  and  in  the  evening,  when  Mr.  Lindon  was  ag^ain 
present)  the  discussion  had  not  terminated. 

"  How  can  you  dare,"  cried  Mrs.  Vereker,  passionately,  "  to  come  be- 
tween this  child  and  her  mother  ?  Know  you  not  that  she  is  all  I  have 
in  the  world — that  for  her  sake  alone  I  have  cared  to  live?  You  will 
ne?er  bring  her  happiness — ^you  are  not  calculated  to  do  it" 

**  Of  that  your  oaughter  is  the  best  judge,"  replied  Mr.  Lindon,  biting 
his  lips  to  restrain  the  passion  that  was  rismg. 

"  I  do  not  believe  you  truly  care  for  her,"  retorted  Mrs.  Vereker. 
**  A  fortune  such  as  Ueorgina  s,  is  no  slight  attraction  to  the  unprin- 
c^led." 

*^  Oh  mother !  mother  1"  burst  from  the  pale  lips  of  Georgina. 

^'  Child !"  cried  Mrs.  Vereker,  giving  full  vent  to  her  excitement,  and 
passrog  over  towards  Mr.  Lindon,  '<  here  we  stand,  side  by  side :  the 
nwther  who  bore  you,  who  tended  you,  who  cherished  you ;  your  idolising 
mother,  who  has  never  had  a  word  for  you  save  uiat  of  love ;  your 
poor  mother,  whose  race  in  life  must  soon  be  over :  and  he,  this  acquaint- 
>Qce  of  a  few  weeks  ;  this  man  you  would  call  husband :  we  stand  before 
you,  choose  between  us." 

It  was  a  trying  moment.  Georgina  pushed  the  curls  from  her  heated 
fo^ead  ;  she  essayed  to  utter  woras,  but  they  would  not  issue  from  her 
trembling  lips ;  she  turned  from  one  to  the  other  in  her  moment  of  an- 
{posh.  And  then  that  man,  her  betrothed,  advanced  with  a  sudden  im- 
pose, and  clasped  her  to  his  heart  She  looked  imploringly  at  her 
^■Hyther,  and  burst  into  an  impetuous  flood  of  tears ;  out  »he  clung  to 
Aim. 

IV. 

Soon  afUr  the  marriage,  which  of  course  took  place,  strange  rumours 
stole  mto  the  village  respec^g  Mr.  Lindon.  The  first  came  from  a 
Conner  pupil  of  Mr.  Chenevix',  now  a  lawyer  in  London,  and  who  came 
w>wn  to  pass  a  day  with  his  old  master.  Singular  things  come  out  some- 
^^''^  especially  to  lawyers^  and  this  gentleman  happened  to  know  the 
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iBitoiy  of  >Rkliard  LiadoiL  The  kd  berlMd  plattd  with  Mr.  Chwefix, 
mBikaa  fvard,  fibny  Liadon,  wbb  his  «oii,  andtthe  hoy's inodMr,  wttk.fav 
ammeroMS  offtprinff,  mm  mot  his^fle,  tkoagh.A^  ooglit  to  iMvre  hen. 
Other  hcU  to  his  disadvantage  he  also  mentioned. 

^^  Dovlt  iron  tiiink  joa  are  inistalwn  P*  nttosed&e  diftat^«d  rector, 
OB  a  hundied  .painfiil  ideas  flaohsid  eonftietingly  vpon  hia  miiid.  **  Fh^ 
haps  there  are  two  Richard  Lindons.  He  married  only  last  aatoflOBi  a 
•nreet  giri  whom  jaavMf  rooiemher,  Hiss  Vcrelnr." 

'<JkIay  God  help  her,  theaf  uttend  the  goeit  ''-He  is  one  of  4k 
mstest  Tilkins  tluit  eyer  walked.  Ah!  it  iaher  wmxiy  theo,  is  it»  thst 
he  has  l»een  dipping  into  so  finely  lately !" 

The  rector  k^9t  his  own  counsel,  though  he  oould  no  h30ger1ra|ietiisthiB 
informant  was  mistaken  ;  but  mmoum  to  the  aame  effect  aroae  firmn  other 
sourees,  and  some  of  them  at  leiigdi  readied  the  ear  of  Mrs.  Vereker.  It 
was  whispered,  nobody  oould  exactly  say  wheaeo  the  rtpoit  areee,  that  he 
made  Georgina  a  most  wretched  hvsband  ;  that  he  was  diesipatiog  'faff 
fbrtnne  in  the  pvsuit  of  every  known  Tice,  which,  to  addto  his  iniquitfi 
iie  did  not  conceal  fitNn  her.   The  whole  dF  those  tales  did  notreaoh  Hk, 
Yereker,  but  certain  vague  hints  did,  quite  sufficient  to  render  her  life 
one  of  suspense  and  anade^.     Who  can  describe  tiiat  lonely  woman's  on- 
happiness  from  the  time  of  her  daughter's  wedding-day?     Not  an  wmnf 
ing  passed  that  she  did  notched  tears  of  regret  i^r  mr  darling  ^d ; 
not  an  hour  wore  on,  but  she  thought  of  her  ingratitade  (as  she  could  Mt 
lielp  calling  it)  with  s  sharp,  erer^reourring  pang ;  not  a  moment,  bat 
she  was  tormented  with  fears  that  her  child  had  embraoed  a  lot  of  missr^' 
She  had  expeeted  and  hoped  to  be  invited  to  London  to  see  her  in  her 
new  home;  she  told  G^rgina  in  her  letters  how  die  wished  for  it ;  bat 
the  latter  never  gave  the  invitation,  nay,  rather  repressed  her  iileaof 
coming.     But  as  the  months  wore  on,  it  seemed  to  Mis.  Verier  that  she 
«ould  bear  the  eepasation  and  the  incertitude  no  longer;   aad  as  the 
autumn  leaves  fell  from  the  trees  to  the  ground,  like  her  own  old  wi^wnd 
hopes,  she  wrote  letter  after  letter  to  her  daughter,  imploring  her  to  eosie 
home,  if  but  for  ever  so  short  a  time,  and  let  her  see  her  onee  ^^g^' 

Those  leaves  were  long  ago  gone,  and  their  naked  branches  oovefsd 
with  snow,  ere  Georgina  answered  her  motiier's  prayer ;  and  perhaps  it 
would  not  have  been  answered  then,  but  that  illness  had  seised  ^oo 
Mis.  Yereker.  Caused  chiefly  by  distress  of  mind,  the  doctors  said  wsen 
they  wrote  to  Mrs.  Lindon,  and  it  might  be,  they  a^Ued,  that  Ae^i** 
close  upon  death. 

But  oh!  mistake  not  Georgum.  That  one  infatuated,  hastv  setHof 
her  Kfe,  the  quitting  her  mother  s  home  for  a  etranger  of  whom  -iw 
knew  nought,  save  has  honied  words,  had  been  bitteriy  atoned  ^)  ^ 
no  child  ever  yearned  as  she  did  to  throw  herself  into  the  shelteriar 
arms  of  a  parent  But  how  could  she  appear  in  her  esAy  home,  sm 
betray  what  was  her  unhappy  life — she  with  her  broken  spirit,  her  jmu^ 
aad  face,  and  her  wasted  form  ?  She  had  shrunk  from  adding  ^^'^^j^ 
to  the  fears  of  that  ill-requited  mother:  aks,  that  it  must  be  dsiB 
■wr.  .  ^ 

Shocsnie  home  alone.   Her  husband  did  not  accompany  her.  ^?^ 
detainod  him  in  London,  she  aaid,  as  she  sunk,  widi  a  porosyan  of  s^ 
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;  bdied^er  mnrdf^apon  fasr  notfatrii  ilMiom.    JBir  old  fmods  mod 

■at|u»int>iice  looioad  on  iMr  mbh  an  -adiine  hwat:  tif  reiPtr< despair  <was 

^vritten  legibly  on  a  counteuanee,  H  mm  if  nIAeii  on  heis.     They  did  net 

^lacetion  her;  they  'woM  not  appear  tonolieeiher  changed  ledks ;  *they 

only  inquhred  witii-fieigid  pofitenees  after  Mr.  Lindon,  .and  hoped  he  vims 

^»i»U.    Poor  BIr.  Chenevixrdivided  betfween  his  wkh'tO'ezpreis  a  silenti^yai- 

-pflKlfay  for  her,  and  a  fear  to  discover  diat  he.knefw  .more  of  her  domestie 

mamtawB  ihan  she  woold  Hke,  nearly  betrayed  himaelf ;  fer  as  he  stroked 

&emn  ^  shining  hairon  ei^ier  side  her  iiaad,  afaroorite  action  of  his 

^prfcen  she  vnm  a  yonng  and  happy  girl,  she  suddenly  looked  np  at  him 

-mud  saw  the  ieara  Tanning  down  his  che^s.     Even  her  mother  forbore 

to  question  her.     She  observed  that  Georgina  strove  to  appear  chceifiil 

before  her,  as  if  fearinl  that  otherwise  suoh  questioning  might  take  place. 

80  they  talked  mostly  upon  indiflSdrent  matters. 

^  Georgina,**  b^an  Mrs.  Vereker  to  her  one  day,  *^  have  you  tever 
Iveen  down  to  Braesbrook — I  think  tiiey  oall  the  spot,  near  London — to 
•ee  Mr.  Lindons  xelatives  there?     Harry  .Linden's  mother,  you  know.'* 

What  could  there  be  in  this  simple  question  thus  to  liai»  esoited 
Oeoi^na?  She  did  not  answer,  but  she  raised  her  hands  on  her  fsoe  to 
afaade  the  most  burning  colour  that  had  for  months  appeared  there.  In 
-mm  she  struggled  with  her  agitation ;  in  vain  she  strove  to  repress  the 
-aobe  that  rose  from  her  very  heart:  it  would  not  do,  and  she  clung  to 
her  mother,  and  sdbbed  hysterically. 

**  My  child,"  gasped  forth  the  unhappy  lady,  ''  I  have  ferbome  to 
<|ueBtkm  you ;  I  have  neither  blamed  nor  soothed ;  but  I  have  not  the 
Jess  seen  what  is  your  unhappy  lot.  Tell  me  all.  You  are  but  a  ishild 
yet,  Georgina,  a  chiid  of  nineteen,  and  I  have  well<migh  numbered  three- 
floore  years  and  ten.  Who  so  fitting  to  soothe  your  cares  ?  Tell  me  all, 
'Georgina,  as  you  would  have  done  when  you  were  a  little  child." 

**  Mother,  I  shall  never  tell  you,"  was  the  answer,  and  it  seen>ed  to  be 
vmmg  out  of  a  breaking  heart.  *^  I  diose  my  own  lot,  chose  it  in  defi- 
smce  of  you,  the  truest  aed  dearest  friend  J  possessed  on  earth,  and  I  must 
abide  by  it  Outraged,  insulted,  thwarted  though  I  may  he,  what  have 
i  to  do  hot  bear?'' 

^  We  will  live  togedier  as  of  old,  Georgma,"  murmured  Mrs.  Vereker. 
^  My  home  shall  be  your  home,  my  affection  your  abiding-plaoe.  You 
flhall  never  go  again  to  that  great  city,  with  its  deceit  and  its  wicked 
ways — ^you  shall  never  again  be  subjected  to  ill-treatment  £rom  him.  It 
was  a  sad  mistake,  my  child,  but  I  will  endeavour  to  atone  to  you  for  it.'* 
<'  Mother !"  exclsdmed  Mrs.  Lindon,  starting  up,  and  throwing  her  hair 
wildly  back — the  same  curls  that  she  had  once  before  pushed  from  her 
heated  brow  in  avowing,  though  not  by  words,  her  love  for  that  bad  man 
— >^  mother,  do  not  tempt  me  with  a  vision  of  peace  that  for  me  can 
never  be  reaHsed.     He  is  my  husband,  and  I  must  return  to  him." 

V. 

TflB  rtime  dmgged  itself  slowly  on,  months  upon  months,  and  ok  I 
mhat  a  home  was  Georgina*s !  "  Outraged,  insulted,  thwarted!"  ^he  had 
said  to  her  mother;  ay,  and  she  was  mote  than  all  these.     Her  foitune 
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was  quite  dissipated,  and  her  husband  in  debt,  so  that  he  moyed  her  alwot 
from  one  obscure  lodging  to  another,  that  he  might  escape  the  annoyanee 
of  duns.  It  was  a  common  thing  for  him  not  to  return  home  at  til, 
night  after  night,  or  perhaps  he  would  come  when  the  cold  grey  of  tihe 
winter  morning  was  beginning  to  dawn,  and  she  had  to  rise  from  her  bed 
on  the  third  floor,  and  go  down  stairs,  shiverine,  to  let  lum  in,  aod  to 
meet  his  abuse.  Intoxicated  he  would  generally  be— what  else,  save  fail 
not  being  in  his  sober  senses,  could  have  induced  even  a  demon  taunt- 
ingly to  relate  to  an  innocent  wife  the  particulars  of  the  scenes  in  which 
he  had  passed  the  night?  ffer  charms  had  loo?  ceased  to  attract  him, 
he  would  insultingly  say  to  her :  and  she  would  cross  her  meek  armi 
upon  her  bosom,  and  pray  for  patience  to  bear. 

But  even  this  treatment,  bad  as  it  was,  erew  to  worse.  For  the  last 
twelve  months — and  they  had  been  married  between  two  and  three  yean 
now — she  bad  been  in  the  fr^uent  habit,  in  obedience  to  his  imperioos 
commands,  often  threats,  of  writing  to  Mrs.  Vereker  for  money,  and  that 
lady  had  responded  to  these  demands  to  an  extent  which  had  seriooslj 
impoverishea  herself.  She  therefore  said  that  she  would  supply  no  mon, 
especially  as  she  had  reason  to  believe  that  the  whole  of  it  went  to  suppoit 
Mr.  Lindon  in  his  shameless  habits ;  but  she  uigently  entreated  Geoigioa 
to  abandon  her  miserable  home,  and  to  return  to  that  of  her  childhood. 
This  letter  was  addressed  to  Mrs.  Lindon ;  it  was  intended  for  her  eye 
alone;  but  Mr.  Lindon — as  if  such  a  man  could  possess  honour  orscropkf 
— took  it  from  the  postman,  broke  the  seal,  and  read  iL  His  coodo^ 
to  his  wife  after  this  was  worse  than  any  she  had  yet  experienced ;  blom 
even  he  had  more  than  once  the  cowardice  to  resort  to.  It  was  about 
this  period,  also,  that  he  introduced  to  her,  in  spite  of  her  remonstrenceSy 
certam  companions  of  his  own  sex :  they  overwhelmed  her  with  their 
attentions ;  they  spoke  to  her  of  sympathy  for  her  sufferings ;  of  redress; 
they  breathed  in  her  ear  specious  counsels.  One  or  two  of  them  were 
attractive  as  she  had  once  thought  him  ;  nevertheless,  she  shrank  from  them. 
She  had  occasion  once  to  compliun  to  her  husband  of  their  condoct,  and 
he  answered  her  with  a  strange,  mocking  answer ;  an  answer  whidi 
brought  the  life-blood  into  her  cheeks,  and  she  retorted  by  asking  whether 
he  had  forgotten  that  she  was  his  wifk  ?  Wife,  he  answered,  sneeringlyt 
he  believed  to  his  sorrow  she  was,  but  he  had  long  thought  he  should 
be  better  without  her.  Georg^na  pressed  her  hands  upon  her  eyes,  and 
stifled  the  anger  that  would  hav6  arisen  to  her  lips,  but  her  indignaat 
feelings  were  ahnost  goaded  to  madness. 

VL 
Mrs.  Vereker  was  in  London.  For  five  lone  weeks  had  she  heaid 
nothing  from  Georgina,  her  own  letters  to  her  had  remained  unanswered, 
and  unable  to  support  the  nameless  fears  that  oppressed  her,  she,  old  and 
unfitted  for  the  journey  as  she  was,  resolved  to  make  it  Upon  her 
arrival  in  town,  she  drove  at  once  to  the  address  last  given  by  her  daugh- 
ter. She  was  almost,  not  quite,  prepared  for  its  mean  appearance ;  but 
the  occupier  of  the  house,  a  decent-loolung  woman  enough,  told  her  she 
knew  nothing  of  the  movements  of  Mrs.  Lindon. 
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**  Is  she  not  lodffbg  here  ?^  inquired  Mrs.  Yereker. 
**  She  has  left  diese  several  weeks  past^^retorned  the  landlady.  *^ She 
left  her  hushand  one  night,  and  never  came  hack.  Ah,  ma'am,  I  have 
my  fears — ^hut  for  whatever  may  have  happened,  Mr.  Lindon  is  to  blame. 
I  was  thankful  when  I  got  rid  of  him,  though  he  did  not  leave  for  three 
-weeks  afterwards :  he  is  a  bad,  wicked  man." 

What  did  the  landlady  mean,  Mrs.  Vereker  asked ;  but  the  landlady 
-would  explain  herself  no  further :  she  might  get  into  trouble  by  speaking 
her  thoughts,  she  observed ;  and  after  all  she  was  not  sure. 

*^  I  wifi  give  you  this  five-pound  note,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Vereker,  **  and 
tliank  you  gratefully  for  all  you  may  have  done  for  my  child  when  she 
was  here :  only,  if  you  have  any  clue  to  her,  for  the  love  of  God  g^ve 
it  me." 

''You  surely  omnot  be  that  young  lady's  mother!"  exclaimed  the 
landlady. 

''  I  am  her  mother,"  replied  Mrs.  Vereker.  '^  I  see  you  think  me  too 
Mi,  but  I  did  not  marry  till  late  in  life :  and  I  look  older  than  I  really 
am,  for  recent  cares  have  helped  to  age  my  &oe.  Oh,  if  you  possess  it, 
give  me  the  clue  to  find  my  child." 

*^  I  have  no  clue,  indeed,"  returned  the  landlady,  in  a  compassionate 
voice.  "  I  know  that  her  husband  was  a  perfect  brute  to  her,  and  if — 
if  she  should  have  gone  wrong,"  she  continued,  cautiously,  ^'  he  drove  her 
to  it.  But  I  know  nothing  scarcely,  ma'am ;  and  should  not  have  known 
that  till  this  morning.  My  son  is  an  upper  servant  in  a  gentleman's 
&mily,  and  he  called  here  to-day,  and  it  was  he  told  me." 
«*  Told  what  ?"  ffasped  Mrs.  Vereker. 

''  Well,  ma'am,  he  saw  a  lady  last  night  at  the  Opera,  all  blazing  with 
jewels,  and  it  was  Mrs.  Lindon.  And  we  gentleman  who  put  her  mto  a 
carriage,  and  got  in  with  her,  was  one  of  them  feLshionable  rakes  that 
used  to  come  here  when  her  husband  was  away." 

Mrs.  Vereker  turned  from  the  house,  faint  and  sick  at  heart. 
On  the  next  Opera  night,  in  the  midst  of  all  the  blaze  of  light,  beauty, 
and  diamonds,  in  a  box  so  placed  as  to  command  a  good  view  of  tne 
general  company,  sat,  partially  hidden  by  the  drawn  curtain,  a  worn, 
white-haired  woman.  She  was  accompanied  only  by  a  gentleman,  who 
looked  like  a  solicitor,  and  those  who  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  wondered 
what  she  did  there.  It  was  Mrs.  Vereker.  Never  for  a  moment  was  her 
heart  still —beating,  beating;  never  were  her  eyes  tired  of  watching  the 
many  lovely  countenances,  especially  those  who  were  but  then  entering. 
And  now — now,  at  a  distance,  almost  too  far  for  her  dim  sight,  she  saw 
a  form  which  seemed  strangely  familiar,  adorned  with  satin  and  lace 
and  glittering  jewels :  the  face  was  a  yery  lovely  one ;  its  luxuriant  hair 
was  wreathed  in  bands ;  a  damask  colour,  not  too  deep,  sat  on  the  cheeks, 
beautiful,  most  beautiful  to  look  at,  but  false  as  she  was — and  that  face 
was  the  face  of  Georeina  Vereker. 

Of  Georgina  Lindon,  rather.  But  it  wore  a  look  widely  different 
from  what  her  mother  had  even  seen  in  her.  That  old,  white-haired 
woman  rose  silently,  and  tottered  from  the  box  sh6  had  occupied,  pre- 
ceded by  her  solicitor.  He  took  her  to  another  part  of  the  house, 
lonely  and  quiet,  and  bid  her  wait  while  he  fetched  her  daughter  to  her. 
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Onoe  more  they  stood;  fioe  tb  &o%  fke  mother  and.  Aa.  nmedAd 
ohild. 

^^Geoigins,"  uttered  the  fennei;  Imeeiing  hr  her  bkter- desperaliaBr 
'^*tii»  world  wouid  oondemn  and  ^lun  jon,  hat  I  will  only  culiog'  ikt 
oloier.     Leape  idl  this  wfetohedoees^  and  come  home  with  roe*" 

**  Mother,  mother,"  she  ansirared,  boryiDg^  her  fiioe  in  her  handi,  ^I 
wa»  goaded  to  madness^  and  I  became  what  you  see;  Yon  must  l«tv« 
me  to  my  fate :  a  career  such  as  mine,  onoe  entered  iipo%  admit»not«f 
retreat.     For^  that  yon-  ever  possessed  a  diild*" 

*'Do  you  know  what  that?  caner  leads  to?^  moaned  the  nohsppjr 
mother.     ^'  Do  yoa  remember  that  it  brings  Destmctibn  ?" 

^  Ay,  both  of  body  imd  seuL  I  tell  you  I  was-  mad  when  I  indied 
upon  it.     But  revenge  on  him  seemed  sweet." 

Mrs.  Vereker  wrong  her  hands^  the  scalding  team  blinding  her  sight 
as  she  spoke : 

**  Come  to  your  early  home,  oome  back  with  me^  my  child ;  and  ht 
the  remainder  of  your  days  find  peace  on  earth." 

'^ Peace!"  uttered  Creorgina)  ''say,  rather,  saora«  Rich  and  poai^ 
good  and  bad,  would  shun  me  now.  Do  yon  think  I  would  willm^j 
encounter  that,  in  the  place  whore  they  knew  me  &  little  diild  ?  No,  no, 
retreat  for  me  is  impossible.  Fanewell,  motheiv  mother  I  Forget  ms 
from  this  hour :  or  should  your  thoughts  ever  torn  to  me^  pray  mat  tiw 
fate  which  must  inevitably  be  mine  may  &11  speedily.  I  would  now  that 
my  heart  were  broken." 

Mrs.  Vereker  stretched  out  her  amis  piteoudy  as  Georgina  rstrsfltei 
her  jewels  glittering  as  she  walked.  A  wild  ciy  escaped  her  lips,  but  she 
was 'powerless  to  stop  her.  At  that  ciy,  Georgina  turned*  Perhaps  she 
would  have  gone  back  to  her  mother,  mr  she  seemed  to  hesitate,  wiien  at 
the  same  moment,  one  of  those  stylish  men  who  had  been  with  her  in  ths 
box,  advanced  and  drew  her  with  him.^ 

Again  she  resumed  her  seat  in  it,  he  by  her  side,  and  others  rouDd 
her.  Her  mother  watched  it  all — the  dazzling  beauty^  the  free  niannefs, 
the  painted  face  of  her  only  child :  and,  as  she  looked,  a  sensatioa  o£ 
sudden  fEtintness  stole  over  her;  a  film  came  across  her  eyes;  and  re- 
membrance, as  a  vision,  rose  before  her,  carrying  her  bade  to  that  ohikTa 
infancy,  when  she  was  lyings  as  they  though  upon  her  dying  bed. 
And  now  came  the  mother's  punishment. 

What  was  it  she  had  then  prayed  fur  ?  God  had  been  about  to  take 
the  child ;  to  remove  her  from  the  evil  days  to  come ;  and  ^e,  the  inothsiv 
in  her  blind  want  of  faith,  had  prayed,  '*  Spare  the  child's  life  to  gladdsa 
me.     Not  Thy  will.  Lord,  but  mine  be  done !" 

Oh  surely  He  was  a  God  of  lov>e.  He  had  ibrooDon  a  futore  for  ths 
diiid,  that  she,  poor,. weak  mortal:  that  she  was,  could  not ;  and  He  hsd 
been  willing,  in  His  great  mercy,  to  take  her  to  Him  then  in  her  inne* 
cence.  And  look  at  that  child  now,  at  the  thing  she  had  ^eeoiM'; 
living  without  God;  scarc^y  hoping  to  come  to  Him  hereaftsr*  '^ 
that  Mrs.  Vereker  could  acchange  §»is  fearful  scene  before  her  for  mri 
eariy  death-bed !  She  moaned  aloud  as  she  sunk  upon  her  kiiees»  sod 
raised  her  hands  to  heaven  in  her  bitter  repentano^  ofibring  npwam 
almost  as  sinful  as' were  those  of  that  early  pnyer; 
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*^0\  Father,  Father!  why  didst  Thou  listen  to  me — why  save  my 
child  from  that  happy  death  to  destroy  her  now  ?  Punish,  punish  me  if 
Thou  wilt:  but  oh  I  find  a  means  t6  rave  the  soul  of  my  misguided 
dildr 

No— no :  it  was  not  te  be.  There  sat  Geor^a,  in  her  destructive 
beauty ;  and  there  knelt  Mrs.  Yereker,  in  her  repentant,  hopeless  despair. 
Ihm  &intne06  tharii  had  been  stealing.  ov«r  her  neoEied  to  increan  tiM  she 
lost  ail  oonseioutoess^  and*  -she  avrokoi. 

Mr&  Yereker  awoket.  The  cloek  was-  on  the  atrobe  of  mtdnigfa^  and 
aba  found  that  she-  must  have  slept  neariy  four  hours.  Eidiaueted  by 
giie^  she  had  dropped  adeep  upon  her  bed,  soon^after  uttermg  the  shorts 
flig^ited,  rebdlioua  pragper  wiii^  had  so  pained  JMr.  Chenevix,  Inid  dreamed 
tut  Mr.  Biee  came  into  the  room  saying  the  child  would  live,  had 
dteamed  all  the  resiof  tliat'leog  dream.  Not  so  elabentk^  at  it  is  girea 
here  in  ita  details^  but  all  it»  essential  points*  Gradually,  aa  bw  waking 
neolieotioB  grew-  perfect,  she  became  aware,  with  an  intessity  of  relief 
she  ooald  never  desoribe,  that  it  wat  b%U  a  dream—- that  the  time  of  that 
early  deaih-bed  was  indeed  prbsi!^,  not  past;  that  Georgina  was 
still  but  a  child,  secure  in  her  early  innocence,  not  yet  grown  up  to  en*^ 
eomter  the  cares  and  seduetiona  of  the  world :  and  full  of  anguii^  as 
the  dream  was^  she  knew  that  God  had  sent  it  to  her  in  His  mercy. 

She  aroea  quietly,  the  perspiration  still  streaming  down  her  faee  haai 
liia  mental  padn  she  had  undergcme.  Mr.  Cheoevix  had  long  left  the 
houaei^  One  attendant  only  waa  in  the  room,  and  she  was  fiiat  asleep  ia 
the  easy^chair.  Slipping  on  a  warn  ooveitng,  Mra^  Yereker  stole  to 
Georgina's  room.  Poor  little  innocent  face !  it  was  white  now,  and  ita 
eyes  w^«  closed,  deepdng  ealmly  the  sleep  of  death.  They  had  already 
paefiared  her  for  the  grave :  not  to  be  disturbed  again  until  she  should  be 
moved  to  bercoffini. 

Jkba.  Yereker  looked  ai  her,  aa  well*  as  she  oould  look  for  the  tears!. 
Not  with  the  rebellious  feelings  of  the  former  honr%  but  with  a  spirit  of 
gratitude  and  thankfolness,  although  she  knew  tiiat  dl  her  inteseet  in  lifo 
was  over.  Silentiy  she  sunk  upen  her  knees  at  the  bed's  side,  and  onoa 
more  AHOTHrai  prayer  went  up  to  God's  throne : 

<^  Fath^!  Father!  pardon  me  for  my  unteachaUe  spirit,  that  would 
have  reb^led  against  Thea  Give  me  strength  to  bear  patiently  tina 
affliotion  that  Thou  haat  seen  fit  to  send ;  and  enable  me,  enable  aU  Thy 
creatures  here,  under  whatsoever  (fastening  of  Thine,  to  say, 

^TJOT  WILL  HB  DOKB  €EN  BABTH,  . 
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COTTON  BABQUE  TO  CAPS  COD,  ALONG  THB  OULV  8TESAIC    . 

Bt  J.  W.  Hbngiston,  Esq. 

I  AM  hurried  on  to  Mobile,  and  must  steal  a  word  or  two  more  of  New 
Orieans  before  I  leare  it — not  to  describe,  but  correct  mj  own  ignorance 
of  simple  facts.  Thus  I  find  there  is  a  rulroad  leading  to  Carroltown, 
seven  miles  off,  higher  up  the  riyer — a  favourite  retreat  for  the  richer 
merchants  ;  and  that  Alff%er$^  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river,  is  con- 
ndered  the  workshop  of  the  ci^ — particularly  for  carpenters,  bladumith% 
and  shipwrights ;  it  has  various  manufiictories,  with  steam  modve  power; 
several  ship-bmlding  jards,  and  a  large  sailors'  hospital,  thoug)i  it  is 
washing  away ;  and  so  may  be  this  great  city  some  of  these  days.  Vay 
lately  they  were  inundated  by  the  river's  breaking  in  above  them  (by  a 
shortcut)  over  the  trifling  dutch-like  elevations  along  the  banks  the 
whole  town  bemg  four  feet  below  the  higher  level  of  this  turbulent 
stream. 

But  nobody  cares  for  possibilities  or  probabilities ;  it  will  or  it  may  go 
on  as  it  has  for  hundreds  of  years,  so  slow  are  the  disappearances  or 
creations  of  our  earth,  which,  swampy  as  it  is  here,  is  as  valuable  in  haid 
dollars  for  so  many  feet  and  bches  ^^  frontage,*'  as  it  is  in  London; 
indeed,  house-rent  is  dearer  here,  as  is  every  necessary  and  every  luxury 
of  life.  But  the  Americans  everywhere  hve  very  expensively,  whether 
they  can  afford  it  or  not. 

1  did  not  go  to  what  is  called  the  '^battle  ground,''  six  miles  down  the 
river,  where  the  flower  of  our  brave  troops  were  so  rashly  led  to  slaughter 
-—it  can  never  be  feurly  called  a  battle.  The  Americans,  secure  behind 
their  trenches  and  cotton  bales  (of  all  possible  barriers  the  mott  impene- 
trable and  safe),  with  their  rifles  at  a  rest,  fired  at  our  regiments  as  they 
might  have  done  at  so  many  moving  targets.  We  had  two  thousand 
killed  and  wounded,  while  they  had  seven  killed  and  six  wounded! 
This  sad  affair  lasted  but  a  single  hour,  on  the  ^*  plains  of  Chalmette." 
Our  poor  fellows  might  with  infinitely  more  chance  of  life  have  been  led 
against  the  curtain  of  a  citadel  unbreached,  across  a  wet  ditch.  From 
bdiind  this  long  line  of  cotton  bales  three  or  four  thousand  unerring 
rifles  were  levelled  breast  high.  The  whole  thing  was  reduced  to  a  cer- 
tainty. What  fatality  could  have  prompted  such  an  onset  seems  to  me 
to  this  day  unaccountable ;  for  our  mistake  in  attacking  in  this  directicm 
at  all,  must  have  been  known  after  the  first  affur,  a  week  previous,  when 
our  advancing  army  were  engaged  and  fired  on  by  the  armed  schooner 
stationed  in  the  river  three  mUes  below  this  fatal  spot ;  and  from  whence 
the  Americans  retreated  back  to  these  lines.  Here  both  armies  were  six 
days  looking  at  each  other,  till  the  disastrous  Sunday  momine,  the  8th  of 
January,  1814.  "  Slowly  and  steadily  the  columns  advanced  toward  the 
American  line.  Behind  their  parapets  all  was  silent  until  the  Brilash  army 
had  reached  a  convenient  distance,  when  a  deadly  fire  was  poured  in. 
This  is  the  American  account  of  it,  and  it  seems  fair  enough  :  all  these 
flats  are  more  or  less  dry  and  firm  according  to  the  seasons.  The  leh  of 
the  American  intrenchment  was  secured  by  the  swamp  bdng  impracti- 
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cable — it  could  not  be  turned — and  the  river  defended  their  right.  Why 
we  chose  our  approach  by  Lake  Borgne  below,  instead  of  Lake  Pontchar- 
train  behind,  and  so  much  nearer  the  city,  across  a  firmer  part  of  these 
flats  itfid  swamps,  is  not  said.  But  time  and  oblivion  throws  its  mantle 
over  victories  and  defeats  alike;  fifty  years  levels  everything.  What 
have  all  our  victories  in  the  Peninsula,  crowned  by  Waterloo,  done 
for  us! 

This  Crescent  City  is  a  hundred  miles  above  thefour  branches  of  the  mouth 
of  the  Mississippi,  which,  loaded  with  mud  and  wood,  the  wrecks  of  thou- 
sands of  miles  pf  forests,  carries  its  own  peculiar  delta  out  with  it  into  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico,  where  all  in  its  vicinity  is  shallow,  flat,  and  muddy.  They 
haye  always  numerous  tug  steamers  far  at  sea  in^the  gulf,  in  these  shallow>. 
discoloured  waters,  constantly  on  the  look  out,  with  their  pilots,  to  towv 
the  shipping  up  the  river — a  moSt  lucrative  business.  Indeed,  all  the  ac- 
cessories of  trade  soon  grow  more  valuable  to  the  bodies  of  men  engaged" 
in  it  than  the  trade  itself,  without  its  risks  and  anxieties.  Thus,  in  the 
cotton  marts  up  the  Mississippi  and  at  Mobile,  swarms  of  cotton  brokers 
usurp  the  market ;  the  planters  are  mere  babes  in  their  hands ;  they  rule 
them  and  the  market ;  the  cotton  is  forestalled  or  mortgaged  often  before^ 
it  is  picked,  and  wasted  and  eaten  into  in  many  ways  before  it  is  finaUy. 
shipped  for  Liverpool  or  Europe;  at  Mobile  and  New  Orleans  it  is  unmer- 
cifully slashed  and  robbed  to  get  deep  into  the  bale  for  the  sample.  Then% 
come  the  host  of  small  pilferers  to  pick  up  on  the  wharves  and  about  the- 
cotton-presses — the  millions  of  handsful  blown  about  and  trodden  under 
foot  everywhere;  plucking  slily  at  the  wounded  ragged  bales  to  help. 

A  law  has  at  last  put  a  stop  to  this  kind  of  gleaning;  but  still  the  poor 
plauter  finds  a  fearful  falling  off  of  the  weight — as  it  left  his  press.  And 
thus  the  wood-sellers  up  and  down  these  immense  rivers  make  more- 
money  than  the  owners  of  the  steamers  they  sell  it  to. 

Tbus  kind  of  ramification  b  one  of  the  mysteries  of  all  trade ;  one  may 
pursue  it  into  a  huckster's  shop,  or  the  luxunous  viUa  of  the  exdiange,  the 
cotton  or  the  stock  broker :  it  is  the  Spanish  moss  which  drapes  the  live 
oak,  the  pine,  and  the  magnolia. 

Now  and  then  a  man  starts  up  and  eloquently  points  out  certain  evils 
to  the  community ; — -just  now  it  is  Mr.  James  Robb,  a  rich  merchant,  who 
at  Baton  Rouge  does  not  spare  his  Crescent  City  townsmen — pointing  out 
all  Uie  nuisances,  anomalies,  uses  and  abuses  of  the  city.  I  have  said 
there  is  no  walk  so  pleasant  as  the  planked  lev^e — but  there  are  six  public 
squares  and  many  fine  streets  notwithstanding;  and  no  doubt  many  of  the- 
private  gardens  and  grounds  of  the  suburbs  and  finer  houses,  with  their 
orange  and  palmetto  shades,  are  very  pleasing  in  the  spring  and  early 
summer  months.  In  some  of  the  streets  of  the  old  town  near  the  cathedral 
one  sees  here  and  there  houses  of  the  Spanish  and  French,  solid  and  lofty, 
with  marble  portals,  iron  balconies,  deep  cornices,  and  rich  carvings;  but 
they  must  be  looked  for ;  lying  in  a  quarter  remote  from  the  bustle  and 
crowds  of  the  modem  haunts. 

But,  indeed,  the  greatest  stir  of  all  kinds  is  on  the  lev6e  at  the  river 

side ;  compared  with  its  river  face,  the  city  has  no  depth,  none  of  the 

streets  inwards  being  much  more  than  half  a  mile  in  length,  before  one 

comes  to  the  open  flat  country,  overrun  by  the  low,  fan-like  palmetto^ 
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which  spring  up  in  these  idly-cuhdvated  flate^  is  browsed  on  and  &> 
figured  by  the  half-starved  stray  cattle. 

At  the  back  of  the  city  in  this  direction,  to  the  north-east,  towaHi 
Lake  Pontdiartrain,  the  plain  extends  on  all  hands,  perhaps  three  mBo^ 
framed  in  by  the  forests  in  the  background^  much  as  it  is  above  and  be- 
low, intersected  by  frequent  ditches. 

The  coasting  trade  with  Mobile,  the  Floridas,  and  West  Indies  bj 
their  schooners  and  sloops  is  very  active  and  considerable,  coming  in  l^ 
the  canal  from  Lake  B<M:g^  (an  extensive  inlet  east  of  Lake  Pontdtt^ 
train). 

But  it  is  time  to  start  for  Mobile,  though  I  was  almost  tempted  to  go 
to  the  Havana  by  one  of  the  steamers,  or  screw  clippers,  which  go  down 
the  river  in  qiuck  succession  to  Cuba,  and  all  the  West  India  island^ 
tdking  the  round  too  of  the  gulfs  westward,  many  of  them  to  the  Texas, 
Vera  Cruz,  and  Chagres ;  but  at  this  moment  there  is  a  feeling  of  soh 
picion  and  dislike  at  Havana  against  the  Americans,  or  anything  Anglo- 
American,  so  I  called  in  the  assistance  of  a  broth  of  a  boy  driving  a  ah 
— ^not  long  sure  from  the  first  gem  of  the  ocean — to  convey  me  to  the 
railway  dep6t  The  whole  country  had,  for  neariy  a  week^  been  covered 
mx  inches  deep  in  snow,  and  I  hiud  assisted  at  a  dance  at  a  first-rate 
wholesale  boarding-house,  where,  in  the  drawing-room,  the  gents  smcM, 
and  the  young  ladies  between  the  dances  running  out  on  the  baloonj, 
playfully  pelted  their  partners  with  snow-balls,  in  spite  of  the  seriooi 
displeasure  of  their  orchestra,  complete  in  the  person  of  Massa  Quambo, 
a  sable  fiddler  in  high  fashion,  who  expected  toree  dollars  for  his  job.  A 
conscientious  man,  bent  on  giving  good  measure,  but  much  vexed  at  the 
snow-ball  pause,  fiddling  out  of  tune — to  no  tune  in  particular— with  an 
incessant  earnest  gravity  not  to  be  trifled  with. 

But  now  it  rained,  and  as  suddenly  changed,  with  the  wind,  to  intense 
freeaing  again.  I  think  I  have  reason  to  say  the  town  is  execrably 
Mved ;  never  have  I  been  so  jolted  in  a  cab,  or  at  so  dear  a  rate.  My 
Paddy — ^good  luck  to  him,  smre  he  wouldn't  be  picking  up  fares  too  fait 
— insisted  on  a  dollar ;  distance  about  a  mile,  on  the  French  side  of  the 
city,  towards  the  canal  basins. 

It  was  late  in  the  af^moon,  and  this  train  was  meant  to  meet  die 
Mobile  mail  steamer  at  Lakepoit,  at  its  terminus  on  Lake  Pontchartrain. 
Away  we  went  across  the  flats  six  miles ;  the  last  half  of  it  through  the 
prinutive  swamp,  half  under  water,  and  the  wild  woods,  which  encircle 
all  these  lakes  and  bayons. 

Lakeport,  where  we  arrived  at  sunset,  is  a  small  hamlet  of  frame 
houses,  built  on  piles,  on  and  near  a  long  wooden  jetty,  carried  out  into 
the  Lake  Pontchartrain,  on  which  the  rail  runs  to  its  terminus  wfati( 
where  the  steamers  generally  lay  alongside ;  but  the  waters  are  very  hw 
just  now,  and  by  the  time  we  got  out  of  the  cars  it  blew  a  vident  freezing 
gale  of  wind  from  the  north,  and  we  could  see  the  steamer  at  anchor,  bb 
near  as  she  could  safely  lay  to  the  shallow  shore,  but  hopelessly  oat  of 
i^ach,  and  no  boats  or  any  sort  of  conveyance  to  put  the  passengers  oj^ 
board,  if  the  fierce  waves,  lashed  against  the  jetty,  would  have  allowed  it 
—doubtful !  Meantime  we  were  all  huddled  out  of  the  cutting  wind 
in  the  bam-like  dep6t,  or  store,  among  the  casks,  bales,  and  boxes,  and 
left  to  commune  with  each  other;  not  a  creature  to  say — what  next. 
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rHie  con  hsvhig  retuzn^  to  New  Orleans,  conductor  and  all,  not  in  the 
afig^tefi  degree  moved  or  concerned  at  onr  pleasant  predicament. 

We  were  aa  odd,  motlej  group,  to  be  sure,  mQcK  resembling  sbip- 
ipreeked  raarinen  on  a  mz%VL  innospitable  coast,  and  aboat  as  comfort- 
able. Gov  being  only  six  or  scTen  miles  from  New  Orleans  itself  did 
not  at  idl  mend  the  matter  I  There  was,  indeed^  nothing  pathetic,  but 
an  immense  deal  of  swearing  (at  all  captains,  boats,  and  rails),  and  sa£* 
ferhig  from  the  intense  cold ;  the  margm  of  the  lake,  though  salt  water, 
firoaen  in  ridges  as  it  lashed  the  shore,  and  all  of  us  exposed  to  the  frdl 
fmwf  of  the  ^Je,  being  on  the  lee  shore.  Bat  I  have  taUced  so  modi  of 
eold  and  fr*eeiing  lately,  that  I  will  now  only  add,  that  after  waiting  in 
-vasQ  for  boors,  some  taking  shelter  in  grog,  oyster  cabins,  and  empty 
bath  houses  (i(x  in  the  summer  heats  this  is  one  of  the  watering-places) 
half  this  living  cargo  were  fain  to  make  up  th^  minds  to  remain  all 
nig^t,  while  others  returned  to  New  Orleans  by  the  next  train,  more 
dead  than  alive* 

I  followed  a  body  of  unfortunates  back  about  half  a  mile,  to  a  hotel; 
a  large,  handsome  house,  luckily  not  shut  up,  but  left  in  charge  of  two  or 
tiaree  Swiss  lads  to  rough  it  for  the  winter,  and  make  what  they  could  at 
the  bar.  At  a  full  nm  we  all  rushed  in,  too  happy  to  find  anything  in 
the  shape  of  shelter ;  the  night  pitch  dark,  and  nothing  heard  but  the 
bawling  of  the  winds  and  lashing  of  the  wares. 

**  Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity,''  and  a  hot  stove ;  but  I  could  be 
eloquent  on  the  intense  sufferings  of  that  wretched  night,  and  the  next : 
to  be  frozen  to  death  on  the  hot  Gulf  of  Florida  was  really  too  much  of  a 
good  thing ;  amidst  the  odoriferous  pines  and  magnolias,  and  milk«white 
sands ;  where  nobody  can  complain  of  anything  but  intolerable  heat  and 
mosquitoes.  Now  tins  hotel,  which  had  hardly  a  window  mthout  a  broken 
pane  of  glass,  however  pleasant  in  the  heats  (for  a  nice  verandah  ran 
xoosd  it,  and  it  stood  in  its  little  formal  garden,  with  brick  edges  to  its 
borders,  and  shaded  by  palms,  live  oaks,  imd  pines),  was  not  at  all  meant 
for  such  weather  as  this.  The  wind  swept  through  it  in  every  direction. 
In  vain  the  Venetian  blinds  were  closed  ;  even  the  bar«room  was  at  zero, 
except  in  a  close  ring  round  the  stove ;  and  I  must  needs  attempt  to  g^ 
to  bed  at  the  end  of  a  long  whistling  corridor  up-stairs.  All  my  Omo 
pains  from  freezings  were  nothing  to  that  night ;  not  but  that  tne  ex* 
qoisite  suffering,  stretched  on  that  damp  mattress,  with  an  old  calico  ()mlt, 
were  in  some  sort  relieved  by  my  feats  every  now  and  then,  in  the  fiercer 
gosts  of  the  gale,  of  the  house  being  blown  away  into  the  woods  alto- 
gether. Oh,  how  I  welcomed  the  fint  rays  of  the  rising  sun  next  morn- 
ing !  How  delightful  to  sit  at  breakfast  (for  they  made  us  a  fire,  and  did 
wonders  in  the  way  of  feeding  us,  considering  this  was  a  temporary 
Siberia) — ^to  sit  at  breakfttst,  I  say,  quite  alive  and  merry,  though  the 
water  did  freeze  in  the  tumblers  as  we  sat !  Americans  are  not  content 
with  coffee,  which  is  always  excessively  watered,  but  must  have  a  glass 
of  water  beside  them  to  drink  besides,  or  a  tumbler  of  milk. 

And  now  we  learned,  that  after  we  had  escaped  from  the  jetty,  the 
steamer  started  for  Mobile  with  the  mail|(8omehow  got  on  board),  leaving 
a  batch  of  her  yellow  slave-boy  waiters  on  shore,  who  were  warming 
themselves,  and  not  looking  out.  Their  comments  on  the  skipper's  cool 
conduct  were  as  sharp  as  the  winds :  "  They  didn't  care" — "  He'd  better 
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mind,  or  they'd  ship  on  board  8ome  other  boat.''  Another  steamer  wu 
DOW  at  anchor,  and  though  the  eale  and  cold  were  very  little  abated,  yet 
we  were  in  hopes  of  getting  off,  by  means  of  an  old  schooner,  which  could 
come  up  to  the  jetty  and  take  us  off.  This  same  schooner  should  have 
been  at  her  post  last  night ;  but  with  the  usual  carelessness,  and  idlenesi, 
and  unaccountableness  of  everybody  in  eveiything,  she  was  nowhere  to  be 
seen. 

Even  now,  with  a  second  day's  accumulation  of  travellers,  we  were  kept 
shivering  for  hours  while  they  took  on  board  cotton  and  carg^o — as  that, 
paying  best  of  the  two,  went  first  It  was  not  easy  to  get  on  board  from 
the  jetty,  over  a  plank,  from  the  roughness  of  the  waves.  I  pitied  some 
of  the  poor  ladies  as  they  sat  huddled  together  on  the  dirty  deck,  amidst 
hogsheads,  boxes,  bales,  and  freezing  water  wetting  their  feet;  for  the 
careless  animals  had  contrived  to  throw  over  an  immense  chest,  filled  with 
all  the  worldly  goods  of  some  poor  immigrating  family.  Getting  it  out 
of  the  lake,  it  broke  open,  and  discharged  its  contents,  water  and  all, 
about  the  deck.  One  poor  sick  man,  in  charge  of  his  wife  or  sister,  was 
carried  on  board  in  a  dying  state;  the  cold  alone  was  enough  to  kill  him. 
At  length,  towards  evening,  the  steamer,  a  fine  boat  (much  on  the  same 

glan  as  those  at  New  York  and  Philadelphia),  weighed  anchor,  and 
reasted  the  gale. 

This  passage  is  made  through  the  channel  between  Lakes  Pontcha^ 
train  and  Borgne,  and  along  a  chain  of  islands  off  the  shores  of  the 
states  of  Mississippi  and  Alabama ;  the  largest  of  these,  Dauphin  Island, 
is  of  great  length,  its  eastern  end  forming  part  of  Mobile  Bay ;  where 
we  arrived  next  morning,  among' the  merclmnt  fleet  of  cotton  ships  at 
anchor  within  the  bar  at  Point  Mobile.  This  is  a  curious  sight ;  it  is  qmte 
a  town  of  ships ;  a  little  floating  community ;  thirty  miles  from  Mobile 
and  four  or  five  miles  from  the  nearest  shores  and  pine  forests.  Here 
they  remfun  for  months  wiuting  for  their  cargoes,  which  are  brought 
down  to  them  in  steamers.  They  visit  each  other,  and  try  to  make  the 
best  of  their  tedious  detention ;  some  of  the  captains  living  at  Mobile, 
or  coming  backwards  and  forwards  occasionally. 

We  soon  ran  up  the  bay  to  the  city  on  the  western  side,  inside  long^ 
low,  narrow  islands  of  rushes  and  trunks  of  trees,  which  obstructs  and 
masks  the  whole  water-side  face  of  Mobile,  and  make  £Eist  to  the  fine 
plank-steam-boat  wharf,  beside  other  steamers,  ships,  barques,  schooner^ 
and  all  sorts  of  vessels  of  light  draught — that  is,  ten  feet ;  for  Mobile 
Bay,  all  its  upper  part,  is  shallow  for  twenty  miles,  and  its  naYiganoo 
difficult ;  the  channels  narrow,  and  the  rise  of  the  tides  along  the  Gmw 
Mexico  making  little  difference  ebb  or  flow. 

In  our  run  from  the  lake  of  pleasant  memory,  the  paddle-wheels  had 
cased  the  sides  in  ice,  and  great  pendant  icicles  ornamented  our  paddle- 
boxes.  As  to  our  interior  comforts  I  cannot  speak  in  raptures ;  tb»« 
was  the  usual  impenetrable  circle  of  ruminators  round  the  lower  cam 
stove,  with  all  their  abominations,  as  I  lay  freezing  in  a  kind  of  open  bow 
(running  round  in  double  tiers,  with  curtains  under  the  windows),  althoup 
within  three  yards  of  the  said  animated  fire-screen,  which  sat  up  ^ 
whole  night,  and  could  not  be  dispersed  to  clear  away  ibr  break£tf^  by 
the  unceremonious  darkies,  until  one  of  them,  with  a  chuckle  and  a  wms; 
threw  a  handful  of  Cayenne  pepper  in  the  fire.     The  fumes  had  m 
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instant  effect,  setting  ns  all  coughing,  and  sending  our  imperturbable 
squatters  fljing  in  all  directions ;  this  trick  astonished  me ;  I  had  no  idea 
it  could  produce  such  a  choking  sensation.     This  was  the  only  noyelty. 

Among  our  passengers  were  two  native  starring  tedious  tragedians 
(three  theatres  are  generally  open  at  New  Orleans,  one  French),  and  a 
most  extraordinary  old  man — a  far  west  original — ^in  a  chronic  state  of 
tipsiness,  who  I  had  observed  acting  the  jack-pudding,  and  chattering 
the  queerest  nonsense,  in  one  of  the  wooden  oyster-houses  the  day  before. 
Oar  captain,  a  burly,  surly  bear,  did  not  think  it  at  all  essential  to  be 
civil  to  anybody,  except  tne  ladies — particularly  the  lady  actress  who  sat 
next  him ;  he  gave  me  a  taste  of  his  quality,  but  I  kept  the  Indian 
taciturnity  as  "  my  guide,  philosopher,  and  friend." 

At  Mobile,  as  at  New  Orleans  and  all  their  cities,  hackney-carriages 
drive  down  on  the  wharves,  and  a  host  of  porters  ply  for  passengers  and 
l^g'g*^  &^  every  arrival.  A  great  shambling  man  ob  colour  shouldered 
my  trunk,  and  1  was  soon  housed  in  the  best  (Grovemment)  street  of  this 
singular  town ;  delighted  not  to  be  forced  to  take  refuge  either  at  a 
splendid  hotel,  or  a  fashionable  boarding-house.  By-the-by,  one  of  the 
two  great  hotels  here  has  just  been  burnt  down ;  a  thing  that  happens  so 
reguhtrly  diat  it  is  considered  a  matter  of  course ;  and  they  are  hard  at 
building  another  twice  as  big.  Here,  as  at  New  Orleans,  every  comer 
has  its  Exchange,  or  great  room,  with  its  bar  and  immense  display  of 
botUes,  where  a  Swiss  organ  or  hurdy-gurdy  may  be  heard  constantly 
grinding,  and  a  crowd  constantly  drinking. 

In  this  vast  delta  bordering  the  great  Gulf  of  Mexico  on  the  north, 
and  the  Gulf  Stream,  leaving  the  mud  of  the  Mississippi  and  its  swamps, 
as  you  come  to  the  eastward  on  the  same  low  level,  you  find  yourself  in 
a  country  of  pure  white  sand — so  fine  that  it  serves  for  a  sand-glass,  or 
finr  your  letters :  this  is  only  at  intervals,  here  in  Alabama,  where  ther# 
are  a  few  gentle  elevations,  not  quite  hills,  and  land  occasionally  pro- 
duces fiue  crops  of  anything,  besides  the  great  staple  cotton.  But 
across  this  noble  bay,  in  West  Florida,  this  sand  is  the  earth  ;  the  shores 
blind  you  with  their  pure  whiteness,  and  so  of  the  whole  south  of  the 
Floridas. 

These  dazzling  shores,  on  which  the  soft  blue  ocean  ripples — ^the  mag- 
nificent pine  forests  to  the  water's  edge,  mixed  with  the  live  oak  and 
giant  magnolia,  all  wild  and  aromatic  sweet,  as  in  the  days  of  Columbus, 
nay,  far  beyond  in  the  mists  of  fabled  time — are  indescribably  romantic, 
grand,  and  beautiful.  But  as  yet  I  am  only  in  the  sandy  streets  of 
Mobile,  which,  cut  up  into  ten  thousand  shifting,  harmless  ruts,  a  good 
heavy  rain  puts  them  to  rights — the  only  mending  they  ever  get ;  the 
footpaths  of  the  best  streets,  and  those  next  the  water,  are  of  brick,  but 
out  of  repair.  Most  part  of  the  city  is  scarcely  above  the  level  of  the 
water,  and  all  the  lower  streets  are  built  on  piles  ;  in  fact,  Mobile  is 
bmlt  on  a  swamp,  which  is  still  wild  and  intact,  half  a  mile  off  on  each 
nde  of  it,  where  the  Alabama  river  joins  the  head  of  this  vast  bay,  and 
where  various  channels  form  a  series  of  islands,  scarcely  above  the  water*s 
edge,  often  inundated,  but  ordinarily  farmed  out  for  pastures  or  gardens. 

Except  a  few  streets  next  the  bay,  and  two  or  three  central  ones  of 
half  a  mile  in  length,  the  whole  town  is  in  wood — wooden  mansions, 
with  noble  columns  and  porticos,  many  of  them.     Columns,  porticos, 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


S68  MobUe. — Pensacola  cmd  the  Flcfridaa. 

Ah  o«niie60,  handaome  yenuEidahs  meet  the  eye  everywhere ;  tt  is  a  eby 
of  yilUa,  the  upper  part  staadiDg  in  their  own  small  gardens.  Tiee»  oa 
each  aide  shade  the  streets — the  Indiaa^tree,  the  plane,  and  libemim ;  in 
thmr  wardens,  the  pahnetto  and  orange  ;  hot  their  onu^ge^veeB  ire 
killed  by  this  extraordinary  winter. 

Mobile  may  be  said  to  be  only  known  to  ihe  Americans.  Few  oCov 
travellers  visit  these  dicres — lyine  out  of  the  way  in  the  Galf  oC 
Mexico,  hundreds  of  miles  widiin  the  £u'-stvetching  peninsula  of  Fleiida, 
with  which  shore  and  its  islands  along  the  Golf  S^raun  (the  higfa-sood 
from  the  whole  of  the  Antilles,  Mexico,  and  South  America)  we  are  maoh 
more  familiar.  Like  all  this  eoatinettt,  it  is  full  of  wonders  and  eaoel* 
lencies ;  its  forests  alone  on  the  seaboard  are  mines  of  wealth,  and  ef 
L^  years  Alabama  has  proved  very  frintful  in  cotton  ;  almost  rivaUiug 
New  Orleans. 

This  city  its^  has  sprung  into  existence  and  opulenee  very  reeesutlj. 
Eariy  in  this  century  it  was  but  a  small  poor  village,  settled  by  the 
French  and  Spaniards  ;  and,  as  at  New  Orleans,  something  of  their 
enstoms  and  manners  may  be  traced  in  the  present  bustling  city.  So- 
ciety is  much  more  easy  and  pleasant,  I  think,  here,  and  indeed  in  all  the 
ionthem  states,  than  in  the  northern  ones,  though  here,  as  everywhere, 
a  great  many  of  the  children  of  the  New  Eng^umd  states  have  of  laie 
added  their  activity  and  enterprise,  by  way  of  leaven,  to  the  meee 
flontbern  indolent  enjoyment  of  the  pres^it  hour.  When  Louisiana  vuk 
Ae  Floridas  were  ceded  to  the  Umted  States  by  France  and  Spain,  it 
did  an  immense  good  on  all  hands.     It  suddenly  enriched  their  more 

3niet,  idle  colonists,  whose  posseesioos  rose  a  humlred-fold  in  value  in 
liese  towns,  and  opened  an  illimitable  field  to  the  ^iergies  of  Uie 
nor^em  states.  The  consequences  become  more  evident  every  day,  te 
here,  in  this  pine  swamp,  town  lots  for  building  are  sold  at  enorarKMV 
ptices — the  value  increasing  every  year.  This  is  the  great  toucfastoae 
of  prosperity  ;  exi^t  in  the  £ew  quiet,  retired  descendants  of  the  Froaeh 
and  Spanian,  one  indeed  hears  nor  sees  an3rthing  of  them ;  bat  to  this 
day  the  title-deeds  of  the  most  eligible  spots  in  and  near  the  town  belong 
to  them,  and  a  eood  deal  impede  the  rapidity  of  building.  Disputed 
titles,  however,  do  but  make  money  for  the  lawyers,  and  checks  the 
ffeneral  spread  of  the  place  but  in  a  trifling  degree.  A  doubtful  title  is 
duured  by  half  the  more  recent  citiaeas ;  diat  £aet  alone  gives  them 
a  greater  security. 

Some  of  the  merdiants  here  live  magntfioently — thetr  hoosee  aee 
really  mansions ;  a  great  many  have  handsome  equipages.  Carriages 
and  light  waggons  fly  through  the  streets  as  if  on  air,  for  the  aasni  is  00 
aofb,  no  noise  is  heard.  The  sand  macadamises  all  the  streets  and  roads. 
There  is,  indeed,  a  little  bad  paving  attempted  in  the  lower  part  ef  Ab 
streets  towurds  the  water— only  to  make  jolting  and  rata  and  mud  holes 
mare  ob^tisive  and  annoying.  There  is  something  very  novel  and  pka- 
laat  in  these  fine  sand  streets  and  roads,  and  seeing  people  whisked  aboat 
nithont  the  least  noise.  The  horses  fike  it,  though  it  does  make  their 
work  the  heavier ;  bat  their  light  wheels  can  be  dragged  throogh  any 
thing  at  a  full  ttet  of  twelve  w  fifteen  miles  the  hoar.  Out  of  town  the 
drives  are|how«var,oottfined  to  the  environs.    The£Mro«ritespQt^sixnukf 
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<4^  for  feoreatioQy  18  Spring  Hill;  taw}uohaM«/7n>ad,  soMd^-aadliardas 
a  bilHard-tahle,  has  been  made  thivugh  the  woods.  This  is,  howeyer,  a 
f«ry  expensive  turopike/ 

AnoUier  and  rather  longer  drive  is  opened  through  the  woods  down 
the  bay,  beyond  the  lighthouse ;  which,  taking  a  cii^  among  Uie  yiUas 
and  plantations  round  the  town,  may  be  made  eight  or  ten  miles.  Forest, 
swamp,  and  the  bay,  keep  their  pnmitiye  possession  of  all  beyond. 

Tl^re  was  some  idea  of  malung  a  road — a  railroad  to  New  Orleans  ; 
bat  across  such  swamps  and  forests  £ov  a  hundred  and  eighty  miles  dan^ 
thor  courage. 

Day-labourers  have  very  high  wages,  and  nayyies  not  to  be  had  as 
with  us.  There  may,  indeed,  be  a  growing  chance  shortly  in  the  num* 
bsra  of  Irish  flocking  of  late  to  the  south;  Mobile  is  already  well 
rtosked  with  them,  their  women  being  the  most  frequent  servants  of  €tU 
work  to  be  met  with.  This  puts  me  in  mind  of  an  Irish  lad  I  gave  a 
fine  to  at  Lakeport.  He  was  making  his  way  to  Mobile,  without  a  cent 
in  the  world,  or  indeed  any  clear  idea  of  where  he  was  going  to,  or  what 
he  was  going  to  do  when  he  got  there !  He  was  dodgbg  the  captain 
(tad  derk  p),  and  stealing  his  passage  on  board— often  done-^and  we 
SDOonraged  it  The  party  get  on  board,  keep  forward  among  the  dedc 
psflsengers,  never  inquire  for  the  office,  say  nothing,  and  on  arriving  at 
the  wharf,  wherever  it  is,  try  to  step  off  the  guard  on  shore,  without  the 
enemoBy  of  going  by  the  general  gangboard  and  presenting  their  ticket. 
Msny  get  off,  if  lucky ;  but  if  seen  and  questioned  they  still  get  off, 
with  the  simple  addition  of  a  kick — where  their  Iwmour  is  not  at  all 
Imrt  The  addition  of  a  string  of  forcible  and  peculiar  oaths  and  vile 
DSBMS,  in  running  accompaniment,  passes  by  them  like  the  idle  wind ; 
diere  is  no  giving  them  in  diarge,  nor  taking  before  magistrates  :  people 
sra  aU  too  much  pre-occupied,  particularly  the  captain. 

Mobile  has  20,000  inhabitants,  all  thriving — some  making  rapid  for- 
tnes;  eotton-agents,  lawyers,  and  doctors  take  the  lead.  It  is  now  the 
gseat  mart  for  all  the  country  on  the  gulf  east  of  the  Mississippi.  Crreat 
ilssmers  crowd  its  port  with  cotton  from  the  country  above  along  die 
track  of  its  great  river  (Alabama),  taking  back  goods  of  all  descrip* 
tions,  and  hundreds  of  passengers,  to  the  capital,  Montgomery,  three  or 
Cmr  hundred  miles  up  the  river :  the  supply,  from  Europe  and  the  West 
Indies,  partly  coming  direct,  and  partly  ft^  New  Orleans,  where  there 
is  a  daily  increasing  communication.  The  distance  by  water  (as  I  came) 
ii  one  hundred  and  eighty  miles,  and  the  fare,  <diief  cabin,  five  dollars, 
iacbding  supper  and  breakfast,  or  dinner. 

The  sun  here  has  a  force  not  to  be  denied,  the  instant  these  unwonted 
north-west  blasts  cease ;  so  that  early  io  February  the  woods  and  fields 
•s  all  in  flower ;  among  the  most  beau^ul,  of  the  hedges  and  gardens 
m  the  environs,  is  the  Cherokee  rose.  In  eady  spring  these  woods 
nd  wilds,  as  you  drive  about,  have  many  charms ;  not  the  least,  the 
^dariiorous  pine  and  sweet  myrtle.  Tlie  *'Bush*'  still  encircles  the 
town  on  thi«e  sides ;  then  again,  one  is  cloyed  with  rich  sweets  in  the 
OMignolias  and  Indian-tree,  which  perfume  the  streets :  but  I  think  Lady 
Eonly  Stuait  Wort^ey  has  very  lately  written  a  delightful  book  telling  us 
d  about  it ;  and  who  would  attempt  to  **  paint  the  lily  ?" 
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I  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  a  dear  friend  of  hers  here,  to  whom  die 
has  addressed  some  very  charming,  though  melancholj  lines,  on  friend- 
ship and  the  grave !  and  this  brings  to  mind  the  great  drawback  to  all 
this  low,  damp,  hot  country.  The  richer  inhabitants,  however,  as  at 
New  Orleans,  steam  away  to  the  north  every  summer,  as  soon  after 
June  as  they  can,  and  never  stop  till  they  reach  the  rocky  shores  of 
Boston,  or  the  springs  of  Saratoga ;  returning  home  in  September. 

Even  so  early  as  March  I  &und  the  growing  heat  very  oppresave. 
Mobile,  £Eiithful  to  the  American  defect,  has  no  mall,  no  walk,  no  public 
gardens ;  and  the  town-council,  or  municipality,  allow  even  the  sweet 
woods  at  the  ends  of  the  streets  to  be  poisoned  bj  the  dead  carcases  of 
all  sorts  of  animals :  one  spot,  south  of  the  town,  is  famous  for  this 
terrific  effluvia ;  and  a  colony  of  wild  dogs — almost  wild — for  here  ihs 
stray  dogs  of  the  town  congregate,  feast,  and  fight  over  the  dead  bodies 
of  horses,  cows,  mules,  &c. ;  and  thus  are  ten  thousand  sweet  flowen 
over  head  polluted,  and  blessings  turned  to  a  nuisance :  but  even  the 
streets  are  in  a  sad  dirty  state  too  often  ;  the  press  complains — every- 
body complains — but  nobody  cares ;  nobody  will  obey  anybody,  or  ob- 
serve any  sort  of  regulation,  no  matter  how  good  or  essential.  Though 
the  mayor  every  morning  has  a  bevy  at  his  "  lev6e,"  who  are  heanly 
fined  for  drunkenness  and  getting  into  a  mus  (that  is,  fighting). 

I  saunter  about  in  the  shade,  sometimes  to  speculate  solus  on  valuable 
lots,  in  and  about  the  town,  for  building — at  immense  prices  and  doubt- 
ful titles  :  at  others,  I  stroll  to  the  edge  of  the  woods,  out  Government- 
street,  about  a  mile  beyond  the  ends  of  the  streets,  where  there  is  an 
Indian  camp,  or  rather  cluster  of  bark  wigwams,  wretched  beyond  de- 
scription, where  a  few  very  poor  Cherokees  and  Chickasaws  yet  lingw^— 
among  the  last  of  their  race — still  haunting  their  own  country. 

The  women  are  pounding  Indian  com  for  their  homany ;  kettles  are 
smoking  about  in  the  sun,  slung  to  three  sticks  as  a  tripod :  shelter  or 
privacy  there  is  none — they  hate  it :  no,  for  ever  the  open  air,  at  the 
root  of  a  tree  ;  their  wigwams  do  but  serve  to  keep  a  few  rags,  pots,  and 
arms  in — ^perhaps  the  dew  ofi*,  on  cool  nights.  They  suffered  dreadfully 
this  winter,  but  in  a  long  life  they  may  not  feel  such  another. 

Some  of  them,  the  younger  ones,  may  be  seen  every  day  lounging 
listless  about  the  town,  the  men  and  boys  with  bows  and  arrows  to  shoot 
at  a  mark,  for  a  dime  (a  fi*penny  piece),  their  target  being  that  identical 
tiny  bit  of  silver,  at  so  many  yards,  and  rarely  missed  !  or  they  are 
listening  to  the  portable  tinkling  piano  and  tambarine  of  the  Switf 
boys  and  girls  (who  find  their  way  to  the  ends  of  the  earth).  Their 
women,  decked  out  in  a  mixed  finery,  like  the  men,  go  about  the  town 
selling  "  chQmpa"  (chips  of  the  pine,  to  light  fires)  at  an  extravagant 
rate,  the  men  and  women  never  by  any  chance  together,  and  both  with 
most  serious  Slices.  They  speak  to  nobody,  rarely  smile,  or  seem  to 
take  the  smallest  interest  in  anything  going  on  about  them.  Here,  is 
this  way,  have  they  lived  for  years  unmoved,  unchanged,  in  the  amallert 
degree,  or  in  the  most  trifling  particular,  even  the  youth  who  have  been 
bom  on  the  skirts  of  the  city.  Such  is  the  infallible  force  of  custom 
and  education — in  short,  the  forming  of  innate  ideas.  They  cannot 
understand  us — never  can — never  will ;  they  look  with  pity,  or  a  m** 
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▼acanoj  of  thought,  feeling  nothing,  on  the  finest  hrick  mansions  here, 
the  most  shining  equipages,  the '  most  charming  China  crape  shawls, 
satin  dresses,  and  Parisian  bonnets  and  feathers  (for  the  ladies  all  dress 
excMssiYely).  Their  gowns  and  flaring  cotton  shawls,  ihey  wear  from 
sheer  necessity,  the  heads  alone  of  their  women  Talways  bare)  are  their 
own  :  perhaps  they'd  like  some  of  the  gold  bracelets  they  may  see  ;  but 
certainly  nothing  else  of  European  fiftshion  or  fobric. 

Cxcept  what  they  can  pick  up  about  the  town,  I  have  no  idea  how 
tiiey  can  live  at  all,  for  they  do  no  work  in  our  sense,  and  produce  nothing 
— ^not  even  a  grain  of  Indian  corn,  almost  their  sole  food.  A  few  more  of 
these  Indian  tribes  still  remain  in  the  Floridas,  but  they  have  been  ordered 
off  beyond  the  head-waters  of  the  Red  River.  There  is  a  difficulty  in 
getting  them  to  leave  their  pine-woods  and  old  huntmg-grounds  ;  and 
spite  of  all  the  previous  fighting,  it  is  thought  they  will  once  more  at- 
tempt resistance,  when  the  Indian  military  agent  enforces  the  decrees  of 
Congress. 

I  have  been  to  one  or  two  very  pleasant  small  evening  parties,  where 
everything  was  as  well-bred,  refincKl,  quiet,  and  luxurious  as  in  our  own 
best  circles.  A  carpet  dance  was  relieved  at  intervals  by  very  delightful 
singing,  by  some  very  pretty  girls.  From  the  little  I  have  seen  of  it,  I 
should  say  that  Mobile  possesses  a  great  share  of  beauty  and  accomplish- 
ments in  its  women,  and  pleasing  manners  among  the  leading  men.  But 
refined  society  is  getting  more  and  more  the  same  exact  thing  all  over 
the  civilised  world. 

Here  in  this  bran  new  community  one  looks  for  novelty,  out  of  doors 
ut  least,  so  I  stroll  to  where  they  are  making  a  railroad  through  the  forest 
swamps  to  Citronella,  thirty  miles  up  the  river;  it  already  reaches  Mau- 
villa,  twelve  miles,  and  excurdon  trains  are  very  busy  so  far,  loaded  back- 
wards and  forwards  with  the  idle  and  the  curious. 

This  railroad  is  the  beginning  of  an  immense  line  which  is  determined 
on  (and  is  surveying)  to  join  the  Ohio  somewhere  about  its  junction  at 
Cairo,  or  at  Louisville  in  Kentucky,  and  so  complete  the  chain  on  to  Lake 
Erie  ;  doubts  and  difficulties  as  yet  keep  it  on  paper — the  distance  alone 
1200  miles !  A  branch,  too,  will  go  to  Montgomery,  where,  by  the  way, 
there  is  a  sort  of  track,  or  primitive  road,  through  the  swamps  and  woods, 
cm  which  the  mail  stage  wearily  struggles  through  sand,  and  mud,  and 
eorderoys,  when  the  steamers  cannot  get  up  the  river;  from  thence  a  rail- 
road runs  through  Georgia,  the  Carolinas,  and  Virginia  to  the  Potomac, 
below  Alexandria. 

There  is  a  kind  of  clammy,  misty,  calm  heat  here  in  the  south,  which 
already  begins  to  be  felt  early  in  March;  one  gasns  for  breath,  and  I  look 
with  vristful  eyes  down  the  street  to  the  water-siae  and  the  shipping. 

It  is  not  very  easy  to  get  away  from  Mobile  at  any  time  or  in  any  direc- 
tion, the  bay  and  the  river  forming  almost  the  only  high  road.  There 
is,  indeed,  an  irregular  communication  kept  up  with  Pensacola  by  a 
small  steam-boat  across  the  head  of  the  bay  to  Blakely  (a  frame  town, 
now  deserted  and  in  ruins,  in  a  charming  elevated  spot  at  the  edge  of  ihe 
pine  forests  opposite,  distant  fourteen  nules),  from  whence  a  small  stage 
makes  a  devious  track  through  solemn,  noble,  silent  woods  for  near  nxty 
miles  further,  to  Pensacola;  this,  indeed,  is  ihe  maU^  and  the  only  means 
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o£  imittt,  exeept  by  water,  rovnd  the  kead  of  the  golf.  There  «»  how- 
ever,  not  much  tcede  as  yet  with  the  Floridas,  and  not  maDy  paaieBgen^ 
ea  d^at  a  few  eoaating  echooaen  cany  backwards  and  forwards  all  that  is 
3raqaiped  ;  the  poorer  travelleiB  taking  their  chance  on  board  of  geltiof 
Bovnd  (a  hundred  miles),  it  may  be  in  twelve  houfs,  <x  it  may  be  in  a 
week,  for  the  bay  and  the  gslf  are  very  capnciotis,  and  if  it  blows,  the 
getting  out  and  in  oyer  the  bars  often  dangeffoas. 

I  had  had  my  eye  for  some  days  on  a  beautiful  schoonn^  boand  round ; 
hat  the  promises  to  sail  any  given  day  axe  particulariy  pie-crust  here- 
abouts ;  indeed,  it  always  depends  on  when  they  can  make  up  a  cargo; 
the  cabin  passengers  only  being  coaaderod  extra,  as  an  inferior  Im 
kimber.  My  schooner  was  to  take  round  salt,  and.  ivon  machinery,  and 
luing  back  ready-made  window  frames,  and  sashes,  and  any  other  notioiifl. 

The  captain,  a  gay,  good-looking,  fast  youQg  fellow,  divided  his  tun 
between  smoking  at  iho  stoiieaof  Im  ^ends,  and  riding  down  below  ^ 
lighthouse  to  a  certain  handsome  villa,  where  a  certam  pair  of  b^gb 
eyes  enslaved  his  volatile  soul ! — volatile  as  the  foam  of  the  break^^  at 
Mobile  Point.  The  gulf  waten,  and  wild  liberty,  were  dear  to  him  as  s 
ICahomedan  paradise.  He  had  been  a  mi^hipman,  but  some  Ueatenaot 
on  the  quarter-deck  of  a  frigate  had  dared  to  reprimand  him,  and  he  had 
pitehed  the  navy  to  limbo.  Whenever  I  could  catch  this  aserocnal  ohiM 
of  the  blue  wave  (and  of  a  most  fianciful  velvet  cap)  on  board,  we  ymt 
to  be  off  ^' right  away ;"  however,  at  the  end  of  a  week  we  started  ia 
good  earnest,  and  in  what  I  thought  a  dead  calm.  But  it  is  astonjahiiy 
BOW  these  critturs  (cli[^r  schooners) — which  are  particularly  '^thbgsof 
life'* — how  they  creep  away,  as  the  captain  whistled,  with  the  least  bretth 
of  air.  The  glassy  surfiEioe  oi  the  bay  was  liko  a  mirror,  as  we  crept  aloi^ 
among  the  innumerable  daft  logs  by  the  Hghthonse,  and — got  agzoond! 
for  it  was  low  water,  and  we  drew  eight  feet,  sm  unheard  of  depth  for 
aaj  vessel  under  BOO  tons ;  but  die  had  been  built  for  a  revenue  cruker. 

It  was  very  tedious  in  the  bay,  on  the  mud,  though  our  detain  bad 
his  sails  s^  point  device ;  and  what  loves  of  sails  and  spars !     He  coQ- 
viBted  me,  too,  that  his  cabin  had  no  equal — nor  had  his  oook,  who  pot 
befere  ns  some  beefsteaks  and  dough-boys,  of  a  greasiness,  toughness, 
and  solidity,  to  defy  the  universal  world  to  match.     But  there  was  an 
Irish  tailor  and  a  lady  friend  of  Ins  (in  eaiiy  life  feom  the  sod — ^a  widow, 
GUhI  help  her,  and  well  to  do  in  the  world),  who  gravely,  with  due 
deoorum,  made  tiieir  way  even  through  these  gotta  peroha  diunpIiDg^ 
But  as  we  sat  in  state  we  had  a  tall,  handsome,  mulatto  stewiod,  who 
iperintended  their  despatch  with  a  demure  flEMse,  and  I  thought  ioine- 
what  with  the  least  taste  in  life  of  dry  hunurar  in  the  twinkle  of  his  eye, 
as  he  exchwQged  nudges  and  wink»  with  an  attendant  cabin-boy— i^^^ 
who  was  originally  of  Liverpool,  but  new  on  his  travels  (on  the  high 
Bead  to  fortune !).     Three  times  had  this  heroic  boy — starving  about  ^ 
streets  in  rags — stowed  himself  away  in  ships — three  titees  been  foo^ 
oat,  well  cuffed,  and  tamed  back ;  always  half  naked !     He  peesevered, 
pear  lad,  and  at  last  a  good-natured  eaptain  let  him  work  his  P*^!^ 
over;  and  here  he  was,  wdl  paid,  widl  dressed^  and  ill  washed,  the  ew 
man  (after  the  black  steward),  with  a  very  oonsideraUe  influeaes  •ftP*'^ 
'tba  skipper. 
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It  wasy  however,  only  in  the  cabin  this  retpeotfiil  state  was  kept  up. 
I  hare  season.  4o  think  both  Jem  and  the  darky  steward  had  the  gveatest 
eoatompt  for  a  poor  half-starved  seedy- weedy  Yankee  iamily,  who  sat  on 
the  casks,  <w  a  spare  spar  on  deck,  and  ate  their  very  frugal  meal  oat  of 
their  £unily  wallet,  helped  ont  with  the  family  pipe,  which  went  from  the 
loag,  lean,  woe-begone  Anther  to  his  attenuated  wife^  next  in  tuim,  and 
thence  shihed  to  the  lantern-jaws  of  their  son  and  heir. 

I  thmk  in  my  life  I  never  saw  sach  a  set  of  wretched  '^  'atomies" — 
bad  living,  and  no  living,  and  fever  and  ague,  had  worn  them  to  the 
bone ;  there  was  a  little  daughter  leaner,  if  possible,  and  more  sallow 
than  the  rest.  They  looked  as  if  the  swamp  jungles  had  drawn  them 
sB  np  iaio  a  sort  of  walldng-stieks — in  fact,  it  had.  They  were  a  kind 
of  roving^  squatters  in  the  woods  and  on  patches  of  cleared  land  deserted  ' 
by  the  owners,  or  not  owned  at  all ;  or  if  they  rent  any  wri  of  £urm,  flit 
m  by  BKXMilia^ht  as  the  rent  day  comes  round.  I  saw  two  or  three 
piities  of  this  kind  coming  down  the ^  great  rivers— and  they  are  not 
infrequent  faeie^as  solitary,  wild,  and  penniless  as  any  ragged  peat-hat 
•ottier  of  Connemam. 

A  breeze  and  a  bunder-gust  Iwought  us  down  the  bay,  and  we 
•eehered  in  a  iog  among  the  town  of  cotton  ships. 

Next  day  the  fog>  a  sort  of  driving  mist,  continues.  But  nothing  can 
ibp  o«r  thorough  sea  captain  ;  he  knew  the  coast  as  well  as  the  pilots, 
who  have  a  viDage,  and  live  like  fighting-cocks,  on  the  long  sandy 
peniasnla,  which  forms  the  southern  end  of  the  bay. 

With  our  resources  (four  hands  before  the  mast),  getting  on  shore  on 
this  sandy  beaeh  and  laying  there  all  day,  was  nothing — with  an  andior 
^iopped  from  the  main-boom  end  (we  had  no  boats,  and  fired  our  one 
fwiin  vain  to  the  pilots  in  sight),  we  hove  the  old  lass  off  towards  even- 
ing, and  the  mist  moving  away,  we  ran  down  and  anchored  among  a 
yftdron  of  pilot  schooners  at  the  village.  Skipper  and  I  went  on  shoie 
(ie  had  left  \h  boat  here),  roved  across  seme  lagoons,  and  through  the 
Byr^  magnolia,  and  pine  jungle,  aeross  to  the  outer  shore,  wh^^  dear 
Uae  old  ocean  ripplea  as  we  picked  up  shells.  On  this  soHtary  beach 
M  Irishman  passed  us,  barefoot ;  we  stared,  as  he  rather  avoided  us  (we 
^"moA,  aHerwuds  that  he  had  bolted  from  the  caboose,  as  cook  of  one  of 
the  pilot  boats). 

It  was  too  eariy  for  the  alHgators ;  and  we  only  saw  one  moeoasin 
■idle.  Retnnuog,  at  a  likely  widow's  kind  of  public-house,  we  had  a  go 
<£  ram — ^got  a  stock  of  real  Havanas — and  off  again.  Several  joUy 
fBols,  omr  skipper's  friends,  came  on  boasd  to  smoke  md  drink  ;  and  one 
lucht  have  frneied  oneself  among  the  buccaneers  of  Dampier's  time. 
^Ktxt  day  we  were  as  nearly  lost  on  the  breakers  between  the  entrance 
^iMionses  as  possible ;  the  sea  (and  groond  swdl  on  the  bar)  was 
^■nsadous.  The  wind  lulled  as  we  beat  out  in  its  teeth,  just  as  we 
2^^  a  critical  shcNrt  board  ;  but  '*  miss  is  as  good  as  a  mile,"  we 
Jl^Bithed  again,  and  earnestly  thank  Grod  for  it ;  it  was  so  near  ending 
"^y.  In  the  evening  our  ci^ital  captain  landed  us  at  the  Baraneas, 
^<tr  the  navy  yard.  Ab  we  shook  hands,  I  fek  really  sorry  to  part  with 
^JgMdafeUow. 
Xhe  Baiaaaas  (de  San  Carlos)  is  at  the  mouth  <tf  the  haibonr  of 
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Pensacola  (which  is  but  a  small  town  six  miles  higher  up  the  inlet  at 
the  mouth  of  the  Escamhia).  Here  the  UDited  States  has  four  heavj 
forts,  large  brick  barracks,  a  hospital,  and  naval  dockyard ;  all  excellent 
of  their  kind,  and  in  the  most  exact  order ;  indeed,  the  dry  dock  and 
floating  dock,  off  the  yard,  are  stupendous.  This  floating  dock  can 
bring  in  or  out  any  line-of-battle  ship  (complete)  over  twelve  feet  water, 
though,  indeed,  there  is  twenty  feet  on  the  bar,  at  the  harbour's  mouth; 
and  thirty  at  the  dock  gates.  The  two  or  three-decker  is  thus  trans- 
ferred to  the  dry  dock  if  necessary ;  where  slips,  steam-engines,  and  a 
railroad,  can  run  her  up  an  incline  to  the  back  of  the  yard ! 

Here  just  now  an  able  man,  Commodore  Stocton,  presides ;  he  is  a 
senator,  and  has  lately  carried  a  bill  through  both  houses  to  abolish 
flogging  in  the  navy !  It  is  not  liked  by  naval  officers ;  but  becomes,  I 
conclude,  imperative,  to  suit  the  change  of  ideas  of  the  age. 

The  naval  and  military  officers  and  families  here  make  a  very  pleasant 
society.  They  have  it  all  to  themselves  in  these  blue  waters,  snow-white 
sands,  and  silent  woods !  Above  and  below  the  yard  small  wooden  towns 
have  started  up  (Warrington)  nearly  as  large  as  Pensacola  itself.  The 
**  appropriations"  for  the  naval  service  are  very  heavy,  and  the  dollars 
attract  loose  storekeepers,  tradesmen,  workmen,  and  speculators ;  thongh 
Pensacola  itself  scarcely  holds  on  its  slender  population — a  dozen  or  two 
of  frame-houses,  burnt  down  seven  years  ago,  have  left  their  biick 
chimneys  standing  as  monumental  warnings  to  the  go-aheads ! 

But  a  few  years  gone  by,  and  all  this  was  Spanish.  Their  names 
remain,  mixed  with  the  Indian  ones ;  as  do  some  few  fiunilies,  or  thdr 
half  Anglo-American  descendants,  as  at  Mobile  and  New  Orleans.  But 
I  have  no  elbow-room  to  plod  on  sensibly  in  facts ;  we  may  learn  them 
from  almanacks.  I  must  "catch  the  living**  alligators  "as  they  rise  f 
I  saw  one  fellow  swimming  across  the  lagoon  at  the  back  of  the  Ba- 
rancas,  just  through  a  belt  of  woods ;  all  these  shores  are  lined  along 
the  beach  by  ribbons  of  shallow  lagoons,  full  of  flsh,  snakes,  frogs,  and 
alligators ;  ne  was  a  long  way  off,  and  I  only  saw  his  snout  going  along. 
I  often  look  cautiously  among  the  dogwood  bushes,  myrtle,  and  oleanders? 
for  the  moccasin  snake.  They  are  s^d  to  be  dangerous.  I  only  saw 
one,  and  with  the  wisdom  of  the  serpent  it  quickly  stole  out  of  the  way 
of  that  foolish,  but  much  more  wicked  animal — man. 

As  there  is  not  a  stone  in  all  this  country,  they  employ,  as  I  have  said, 
the  shells  found  in  some  spots  in  vast  masses  (the  Gnathodon)  to  make 
short  roads ;  here  they  have  made  a  chip-road  of  a  mile  long  from  tw 
dockyard  to  the  barracks  at  the  Barancas — (the  chips  from  the  dock- 
yard)— a  delightful  drive ;  but  already  the  fine  sands  under  it  are  swal- 
lowing it  up ;  as  they  do  the  shells  and  everything  laid  on  its  sm^acer 
in  a  very  short  time.  Moidd  and  manure  are  alike  engulphed,  so  that 
agriculture  of  any  kind  is  only  seen  here  and  there,  even  in  the  open 
country ;  a  garden  still  more  rarely.  The  fig-tree  is  very  luxunfln^ 
however ;  and  cultivated  flowers  when  kept  in  tubs  or  pots  to  secure  v» 
mould. 

Nothing  of  the  kind  can  be  more  admirable  than  these  shores  j  »• 
celestial  blue  of  the  ocean,  the  dazzling  white  purity  of  the  beach,  the 
aromatic  perfume  of  these  interminable  pine  forests,  and  the  lascioitf 
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odour  of  a  thousand  flowenDg  shrubs  and  creeping  tendrils,  all  for  a 
moment  fill  the  soul  with  ddiight — as  we  gratefuUj  cootemplate  this 
beauteous  yariety  of  nature — '*  up  to  nature's  God,''  it  is  perfect  in  itself! 
Bat  one  must  be ''  to  the  manner  bom  ;**  the  heats  dry  up  us  Europeans  to 
mummieSy  the  sands  blind  us ;  the  woods  have  few  or  no  fruits ;  reptiles 
and  insects  assert  their  right  of  dominion,  are  not  to  be  killed  off  so 
eanly  as  the  Indians,  and  live  and  swarm  very  properly  to  plague  us. 
At  some  seasons,  too,  fogs  and  damp  movine  mists  sweep  in  from  ihe 
ocean,  rust  and  putrify  things ;  in  suite  of  a  fire  in  my  room,  my  port- 
manteau was  covered  thick  with  mildew,  even  while  in  use. 

£very  now  and  then  the  sun  flashed  out,  and  anon  you  could  not  see 
ten  yards  before  you.  The  flying  clouds  swept  the  sands  (the  simple 
fact^  indeed),  but  so  loaded  with  salt  as  to  make  it  doubly  disagreeable. 

I  m^wt  to  return  to  Mobile  through  the  forest  by  the  stage  to  Blakely,. 
at  the  eastern  head  of  the  bay,  and  cross  in  the  steamer  which  calls  there 
from  Stockton,  frurther  up  the  river.  Indeed,  it  is  the  only  road  and  the 
•nly  conveyance  ;  for  by  water  there  is  no  sort  of  certamty,  either  by 
sloop  or  schooner. 

A  friend  sailed  me  up  to  Pensacola  in  his  boat,  on  a  delightful  sunny 
afternoon,  the  mists  clearing  off ;  and  by  running  hard  up  the  sandy  high 
street,  inthout  looking  ric^ht  or  left,  I  was  just  in  time  to  catch  the  mail 
(stage).  It  had  started  from  its  own  tavern,  but  happily  had  pulled  up 
at  the  post-office  to  take  in  the  bag.  Like  all  tropical  small  towns  (though 
not  quite  within  the  line),  Pensacola's  streets  are  wide,  and  left  in  their 
own  natural  sand  or  mud.  The  houses  handsome,  of  wood  frame,  with 
verandahs ;  all  have  small  gardens,  where  the  oranee,  the  fig,  and  th& 
palmetto  form  the  ornament,  shade,  and  almost  the  only  verdure,  from  the 
difficulty  of  keeping  any  mould  uppermost.  Turning  the  comer  from  the 
last  garden  palings,  we  were  almost  at  once  in  the  woods,  making  fimciful 
tracks  in  and  out  round  the  trees,  or  over  their  roots,  which  occasionally 
gave  us  such  jolts  as  only  can  be  enjoyed  in  a  United  States  stage  ;  it 
would  at  once  break  the  springs  of  our  coaches ;  but  they  have  no  springs,, 
the  body  is  suspended  on  two  huge  straps,  on  which  it  pitches  backwards 
and  forwards.  This  stage  was  the  most  comfortable  I  have  ever  been 
shaken  in.  The  night  was  a  bright  moonlight,  and  the  ride,  take  it  alto- 
gether, delightful.  Silent,  sweet,  awful,  as  we  flitted  among  these  grand 
Hving  colunms  of  the  stately  pine,  no  soimd  but  the  rattle  of  the  harness 
as  we  rolled  over  the  deaa-leaved  carpet ;  now  and  then  the  "  Whip- 
poor-wilP  told  us  he  was  wide-awake,  or  as  we  descended  in  some  hollow 
a  gentle  chorus  of  bull-frogs  greeted  us.  Once  or  twice  a  rustle  near  us 
among  the  leaves  told  us  of  startled  deer,  but  they  are  getting  scarce. 

Every  eight  or  ten  miles  we  came  to  cleared  patches,  a  farm,  or  small 
hamlet,  of  log  or  frame-houses,  and  a  small  circle  of  cultivated  fields ;  at 
these  we  watered  the  horses  ;  an^the  only  passenger  with  me,  who  chat- 
tered of  his  own  wonderful  sayings  and  aaventures  incessant  the  whole 
night,  treated  his  victim  (the  driver),  having  some  conscience,  to  a  go  of 
wUsky.  We  changed  our  pair  of  horses,  I  think,  only  three  times  (sixty 
miles) ;  once  or  twice  the  dnver  pulled  up,  and  started  off,  and  disappeared 
endrely,  but  soon  returned  with  a  bucket  of  water  from  some  fairy  dell 
and  spring  he  only  knew  of. 
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It  miufc  not  be  suf^potad  from  wlmt  I  «aj  of  tke  sain^  of  Flonda  ^baitk 
is  fill  Bftod;  perfamps  it  only  oooapim^  more  or  lees,  ten  or  fifteen  mdet  of 
the  sea  mai^n.  We  sooO)  tlierefere,  got  to  a  gentiy  mrdalatiDg  ooortij 
through  the  woods,  tiil  we  came  halfway  to  a  tract  of  swamp,  aad  met  a 
dwee  mile  corderoj,  to  the  Perdido  nver,  the  divkfinr  line  boiweea 
West  Florida  and  Alabama ;  this  is  a  very  Aefaeron.  Ov«r  t^  widi, 
solemn,  dark,  deep  flood  we  were  ferried  at  midnight^  onr  coaohj  soood- 
ing  his  horn  in  aovanoe,  while  we  were  a  mile  off,  floundering  ^iviy  i& 
the  rats  and  holes  of  the  terrible  oorderoy. 

By  daylight  we  drew  near  the  edge  of  die  bay  and  the  forest,  puiuiig 
a  pretty  spot,  a  hollow  and  a  creek,  wbere  a  Mr,  Sibley  has  made  a  large 
fi^nne  at  his  saw-mill ;  and  not  content^  has  built  an  immense  cotton  fac- 
tory, which  it  is  thought  will  nndo  him.  By  sunrise  we  tzot  the  last  mils 
along  the  cleared  country,  on  the  margin  of  the  bay,  where  the  BMb 
looked  pleasant.  Heneysuokles  and  Cherokee  roses  decked  "die  w«f  as 
we  droTe  into  the  deserted  town  of  Blakely.  The  land  on  this  side  of  tfaa 
bmr  has  a  good  eleyation>  and  a  good  firm  soil,  and  the  town  is  deliglit- 
fully  situated  at  the  eastern  mouth  of  the  Alabama  river.  A  few  yean 
ago  it  was  all  life  and  bustle ;  now  the  tavern  at  the  water^side  is  alone  in- 
habited, all  the  nice  frame-houses  are  shut  up  and  going  to  roiu,  tb 
flowers  in  the  gardens  choked  with  weeds,  idl  owing  to  a  mysteiioar 
miasma  which  kills  only  in  certain  spots ;  for  on  the  s«ne  level,  five  or  nz 
miles  lower  down  the  bay,  there  is  a  great  hotel,  to  which  tile  gently  of 
Mobile  fly  in  summer  in  search  of  health.  In  this  *^  deserted  village'  tils 
court-house  is  alone  kept  open,  and  lo  I  the  county  sheriff  had  just  landed 
from  'Hhe  village,"  ten  miles  below,  wil^  a  big  hirsute  ruffian,  who  he 
was  himself  obliged  to  shoot  (in  the  leg)  before  he  would  submit  te  the 
law.  This  brute  now  came  limping  up,  supported  by  two  constable^  te 
the  tavern  porch,  had  been  amusing  himself  half  killing  a  poor  woman,  as 
she  refused  to  sell  him  as  much  wmsky  as  he  wanted. 

The  steam-boat  was  in  sight,  snorting  down  the  river ;  while  we  wai^ 
on  t^e  jetty  (this  was  the  court  day,  neither  judge,  jury,  nor  audience  viaWe) 
it  was  said  another  case  of  violence  was  ready  for  the  sheriff  and  comM^ 
somewhere  near ;  and  a  third  job  appeared  in  the  person  of  a  wounded 
woman,  who  came  limping  along  from  the  woods  in  search  of  a  constaU^ 
to  look  af^r  her  husband,  who  "  had  cut  her  to  pieces  and  run  off  into  As 
*  bush'  with  their  two  children."  This  woman  was  the  picture  of  £«■■• 
and  misery ;  as  she  sat  on  a  log. 

On  being  asked  if  she  lived  far  off,  she  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  I  Bve  n(^ 
where.     He  never  would  settle  in  no  place,  but  keeps  moving  abont 
What  a  scene,  and  what  a  tale,  here  in  tnis  smiling,  deserted,  melancholy 
Arcadia! 

We  thread  the  channels  of  the  flat  islands,  and  land  at  Mobile  in  an  hoar 
and  a  half,  about  fourteen  miles  across.  Rit  I  am  hurried  from  Mobile 
with  the  barest  notice  of  it.  Trade  and  speculation,  as  in  all  their  cities 
is  the  one  absorbing  thing.  The  wharves  for  a  mile  are  piled  with  cotton 
bales,  unloaded  and  loading  (from  the  river  above)  ;  the  very  trees  are 
draped  and  made  ugly  by  its  flying  about. 

If  they  have  a  sensation,  or  a  moment  for  the  fine  arts,  it  is  *»*® 
stage  and  music.     Catherine  Hayes,  Mrs.  Bishop,  and  Bochsa  and  Kos- 
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matii  atir  tbem  up  to  Boduuiasm  akematelT,  and  oany  off  tkeir  dollars. 
The  theatre  and  circus  are  open,  and  small  stars  strut  their  hour — a  Sir 
William  Don  io^oo  in  corned  j,  and  a  Mr.  Nefie  ezoerable  in  tniged  j^  but 
tbe  riding  and  olonrns  not  so  bad. 

AwBfj  BMBj,  the  Mara  is  loaded,  oabin^  deck,  and  all^  wid^  cotton 
bttles.  She  is  a  lovely  baMjoe — beautiful  exceedingly ! — ^I  eanH  stand  oa 
tzifles ;  I  see  there  is  just  room  to  sit  at  a  small  table  by  the  miie&nast. 
Captain  Parks  is  a  chamung  man,  and  will  take  me  sHck  away  to  Bos- 
ton for  tyrty^five  doUars.  No  wine^  no  epirits — tbe  only  thing  on  earth, 
or  on  the  wide  waters  of  tlie  earth,  he  sets  hu  face  against ;  so  we  grasp 
hands,  done— ^e  last  bale  is  crammed  in ;  asteamer,  with  cotton  for  the 
cotton  ships  below  takes  ns  in  tow,  and  by  next  day  (only  getting^  on  the 
mud  once)  I  find  myself  onee  more  dealing  Mobile  Pcnnt  and  oicasiag 
that  awful  bar. 

Adieu,  ye  mnddy  rirers,  bright  white  sands,  magnolias,  live  oaks, 
pinee,  and  flBstoooed  flowery  swamps!  Yet  am  I  sorry  to  part  with  ye — 
**  It  may  be  for  aye,  it  may  be  for  oyer,"  but  other  lands^  and  other 
flowers,  and  other  beings  call  me  away,  &r  away,  over  old  ocean's  tide* 
We  have  a  tedious  week  in  the  golf,  straggling  witii  fiemtastic  winds,  and 
dilms,  and  squalls  to  the  TortugaSy  a  string  of  islands  along  the  extome 
south  point  of  Eastern  Florida,  some  700  miles,  before  we  can  round  this 
point  and  get  iirto  the  high  road  of  the  Gulf  Stream. 

Oar  barque  sails  like  a  witch — better  than  the  Water  Witch — and  is 
as  stiff  as — a  nndshipman  on  half-pay  !  in  spite  of  the  ootton  lumbering 
her  deck.  Parks  (wno  is  the  best-tempered  man  I  ever  knew — he  never 
uttered  one  cross  word  the  whole  voyage,  even  when  wet  through  and 
blown  to  atoms)  owns  her,  and  other  pleasant  things ;  a  '^  duloe  doonmi 
et  plaoens  uxor"  somewhere  up  some  little  river  in  Connecticut,  where  he 
looked  sharp  afber  the  building  of  this,  hb  second  wife^  and  the  breath 
of  his  nostnls ;  runs  her  anyraere  for  freight,  home  or  abroad.  He  was 
just  across  from  the  Meditsnanean  with  fruit,  and  would  think  nothing 
of  Canton,  Calcutta,  or  Honaluloo,  at  a  day  s  notice— ioe  or  cotton,  flour, 
handware — ^nay,  coals  ;  he'd  *^  carry  coals^^  from  Newcastle  to  Ningno — 
anything  anywhere,  only  come  up  to  his  mark  as  to  the  figure  of  the 
TOgfat  per  ton.  He  inveighed  much  at  the  ddays  (and  so  did  other 
skippers)  at  Mobile,  and  would  have  gone  on  to  New  Orleans,  but  it  would 
have  cost  him  500  dollars  to  go  round,  for  pilots,  steam-tugs,  and  other 
taxes !  He  gets  3^  to  4  dollars  per  ton,  and  refused  to  take  a  cent  less 
(for  Wenham  Lake  ice  to  Mobile)  in  Boston,  on  our  arrival.  Ours  is  an 
excellent  cabin,  but  it's  full  of  cotton  ;  it  blows  incessant  and  adverse,  but 
we  carry  on  canvas  no  man  of  war  would  dare  to  show,  and  our  seaman- 
ship is  equally  admirable  with  our  ship.  I  go  to  bed,  and  hold  on  the 
side  of  my  cabin  berth  by  way  of  passing  the  time. 

Mr.  Jones,  who  is  a  wag,  and  loves  South  Boston  baked  beans  and 
pork  better  than  dinde  aux  truffes^  is  for  ever  quizang  a  raw,  pretty 
Irish  girl,  the  "  stewardess,"  bound  in  indissoluble  wedlock  to  the  steward 
and  cook,  an  angular,  ill-fovoured,  '*  down  Easter,"  who,  in  turn,  is  a 
slight  shade  jealous  of  said  mate,  and  doesn*t  relish  jokes — nohow,  I  guess. 

**  And  how  is  yourself,  and  how  is  the  peraties,  this  tip  top  o'  the  morn- 
ing, Mrs.  Norah  ?" 
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"  Augh  then !  Misther  Jones  hould  yer  wish,  and  let  me  be,  anj- 
how " 

But  Jones,  was  glorious  (when  not  at  the  fore-royal  yard,  or  jib-boom 
end,  or  re-stowing  our  ragged  cotton,  or  sextant  m  hand  for  the  longi- 
tude) at  fishing ;  he  caught  in  succession  a  bonita,  a  barraconta,  aul, 
lastly,  a  large  dolphin  !  I  looked  with  pity  on  his  dying  throes ;  nothings 
is  exaggerated  of  the  ineffid)le  beauty  of  its  colours  in  their  shadoVd 
changes !  How  hard  to  die  !  How  long  it  lashed  the  deck  ;  alternate 
bright  green,  safiron,  and  silver,  edged  with  its  dark  blue) dorsal  fin; 
then,  dying,  a  mottled  azure.  Oh,  noble,  superb  creature  I  ha?e  we 
marred  thy  beauty!  I  cannot  bear  these  agonieis.  Unconscious,  merry 
Jones  is  for  a  moment  hateful.  But  we  all  thought  it  excellent  eating 
the  next  half  hour  ;  all  my  fine  silent  sentiment  vanidied  in  the  Irying- 
pan — but  are  we  ever  half  an  hour  consistent  ? 

We  had  an  extremely  rough  passage,  the  wind  in  our  teeth  the  whole 
way ;  but  we  kept  in  the  Gulf  Stream,  and  but  once  sighted  the  American 
low  shore  ;  none  of  the  Bahamas.  This  run  is  nearly  equal  to  a  vojage 
home  ;  few  sail  cheered  our  sight;  one  English  barque,  about  our  own 
size  (380  tons),  we  passed  like  a  shot ;  she,  labouring  in  the  gale  the  lic- 
tim  of  our  vicious  build — fit  for  nothing ;  besides,  she  was  too  deep  in  nun 
and  sugar  from  our  ruined  isles. 

Parks  and  I  often  talked  on  this  subject,  so  mortifying  to  one's  pride  of 
country.  '^  But/'  says  he,  '*  I  looked  sharp  after  my  Mara  on  the  slips; 
this  here  six-inch  plank  capping  the  topside  fore  and  aft,  I  would  hive 
first  rate,  for  the  waist ;  they  are  seventy-five  feet,  best  white  or  live 
oak.  I  made  the  builder  change  them  twice.  I  was  bound,  I  csFIate 
(calculate),  to  have  it  first-rate,  no  flaws,  no  knots,  no  nonsense.  I  stood 
on  my  own  gunwale,  sir — yes,  siree."  We  had  a  handsome  figure-head, 
an  Indian  chief's  bust,  he  explained  it.  "  Well,  sir,  I  was  down  in 
Mara-caibo  in  the  bight  often— that  is  a  harbour  !  its  name  comes  of  a 
chief,  so  I  just  cut  it  in  half — ^that's  it!"  He  cut  all  long  words  in  half; 
for  the  skipper  had  no  notion  of  superfluous  syllables  or  impediment  in 
anything.  ^  At  last>  after  twenty-one  tedious  days*  beating  and  bufieting 
in  a  rough  sea,  we  ran  into  smooth  water  and  fogs,  among  a  cluster  of 
islands  on  .the  coast  below  Cape  Cod,  called  Martha's  Vineyard,  and  took 
a  pilot  for  the  Cape. 

I  am  once  more  only  near  Boston — "  bound  to  go  there,"  as  the  cap- 
tain said,  and  I  must  take  his  word  for  it,  as  I  cannot  advance  a  mile 
further  for«this  month  to  come. 
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BEWARE  OF  THE  CHOCOLATE  OF  CHIAPA. 
Bt  Dudley  Costello. 

V. 

THE  PERILOUS  FOREST. 

The  adventarous  traveller  who  journeys  across  the  Isthmus  of  Tehuan- 
tepee  and,  leaving  the  course  of  the  river  Chiapa,  explores  the  moun- 
tainous district  that  lies  between  the  towns  of  Ciudad  Keal  and  Chiqui- 
macelo,  will  be  rewarded  by  beholding  much  picturesque  and  remark- 
able 8cener)%  It  is  a  region  full  of  natural  wonders ;  there  are  springs 
that  ebb  and  flow  regularly  every  six  hours,  rivers  that  petrify  whatever 
18  cast  into  them,  lakes  whose  waves  attain  the  temperature  of  boiling 
water,  and  caverns  whose  extent  and  profundity  have  never  been 
measured. 

As  it  is  now,  so  it  was  in  the  days  when  Don  Gabriel  de  Orellana 
governed  the  province  of  Chiapa,  and  Bernardino  de  Salazar  exercised 
spiritual  sway.  The  aspect  of  nature  remains  the  same,  but  the  governors 
and  bishops  of  that  time  had  moral  questions  to  occupy  them  wluch,  hap- 


pily, now  no  longer  exist. 


Imported  fi'om  the  old  world,  the  belief  in  witchcraft  quickly  took  root 
in  the  new  hemisphere,  and  amongst  the  half-Spanish,  half- Indian  popu- 
lation, there  soon  arose  numerous  pretenders  to  occult  science,  who  made 
themselves  as  formidable  to  their  neighbours,  and  were  as  much  dreaded 
and  detested  by  them,  as  if  they  had  in  reality  possessed  the  power  of  which 
th^  boasted. 

It  was  one  of  the  peculiarities  of  witchcraft  that,  in  spite  of  the  pains 
and  penalties  attendant  on  the  practice,  its  professors  rarely  denied  the 
attributes  of  their  calling.  To  have  done  so  would  scarcely  have  availed 
them,  for  accusation  and  punishment  generally  went  hand  iii  hand,  while 
the  admission  gave  them  an  importance  which  they  could  never  have  ob- 
tained in  any  other  way.  To  be  feared  was  mucn ;  to  rule  the  people's 
mind  was  more ;  to  be  able  to  gratify  the  worst  passions  of  the  heart  was 
most  of  alL  And  these  things  lay  within  the  compass  of  the  wretched 
beings  who,  but  for  the  prevailing  superstition,  would  have  gone  to  their 
graves  unnoticed — and  unbumt. 

The  most  notorious  witch  in  all  the  province  of  Chiapa— or  it  might 
even  be  said  in  all  Mexico,  with  Guatemala  to  boot — was  a  certain  old 
woman,  by  name  Martha  Carillo.  She  was  of  Indian  origin,  with  some 
intermixture  of  Spanish  blood,  but  not  sufficient  to  quench  in  her  the  ten- 
dency to  worship  rather  according  to  the  faith  of  her  forefathers  than 
af^r  that  which  the  invaders  had  so  widely  spread.  She  was  outwardly 
as  good  a  Christian  as  most  of  the  half-castes  who  formed  the  bulk  of  the 
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population,  was  sometimes  seen  at  mass,  and  had  been  known — ^thooffh 
the  time  had  long  gone  by — to  kneel  in  the  confessional.     But  those  wbo 

Srofessed  to  be  better  acquainted  with  her  inward  life,  whispered  that  the 
evotions  of  Martha  Csurillo  were  more  duly  paid  at  the  feet  of  oeitiin 
grim  idois,  whose  HkefiesB  was  B#t  to  i>e  'fbuni  in  Jcsven  tor  eirdvlhan 
at  ^e  shrines  d  Our  Lady  and  the  Uessed  ISunls.  At  ker  d«or  wen 
laid  all  the  accidents  and  mishaps  which  befel  both  man  and  beast 
throughout  the  province  ;  storms,  ligbtning,  blight,  the  murrain,  and  the 
plague,  were  the  instruments  by  whose  aid  she  wvou^t  her  wicked  will; 
and — not  to  mince  the  matter — Martha  CariDo  had  the  credit  of  being  a 
reputed  witch,  and,  while  her  reign  lasted,  enjoyed  all  the  questionable 
privileges  of  her  position. 

A  country  abounding  in  the  natural  phenomena  to  which  allusion  has 
been  made,  was  well  calculated  to  serve  the  purposes  of  those  who  pre- 
tended to  the  exercise  of  preternatural  power,  and  Martha  CaaUodidnot 
lose  sight  of  the  advantages  which  she  might  deiive  £?om  a  well-dMMD 
locality. 

The  spot  where  she  established  her  dwdline  was  situated  in  the  BOim- 
-Vinous  district  on  the  right  bank  of  the  river  Clmapa,  and  stood  quite  aieae, 
'  the  nearest  habitations  being  full  a  league  distant,  and  consisting  xneiel^r 
of  a  small  village  or  group  of  huts  belonging  to  the  poorest  Indiiii 
The  approach  to  it  was  rendered  difficult  and  dangerous,  not  only  en  «e- 
count  of  the  steepness  of  the  rugged  road,  but  because  it  was  noeemry 
to  traverse  a  dense  forest,  infested  by  numerous  beasts  of  furey  and  veno- 
mous reptiles.     In  these  recesses — so  said  the  Indian  hunters  who  eldftad 
but  feared  to  penetrate  the  depths  of  the  forest — were  to  be  seen  «•• 
tures  of  the  most  fearful  description.     It  was  reported  by  ^en,  that 
having  gone  out  to  fish  one  moonlight  night  in  the  river  that  runs  at  die 
base  of  the  mountun  ridge,  before  it  fails  into  the  Chiapa,  they  were  dis- 
turbed by  hearing  a  loud  hissing  near  them.   On  looking  round,  they  saw  a 
creature  watehing  them  widi  eyes  like  fire,  and  in  great  affiright  they  8cw»- 
bled  up  the  trees,  where — being  safely  lodged — they  eotdd  peroeive  that  it 
was  a  sort  of  snake,  having  feet  about  a  span  long,  and  a  kind  of  wii^shevB. 
The  creature  was  about  as  long  as  a  horse,  and  moved  very  sfowly ;  asd 
when  it  was  quite  out  of  sight,  the  Indians  descended  hotn  the  tietes,  and 
made  off  as  fast  as  they  ooidd  in  the  opposite  direction,  and  never  again 
returned  to  the  same  spot,  either  by  n^ht  or  by  day.     OAer  aoeotfrtB 
they  gave  of  creatures  in  the  same  river,  shi^ed  like  baboons,  with  verjkog 
tails  and  skins  like  tigers  :  they  were  always  under  water,  never  8f^)eaf- 
ing  above  the  surface,  and  used  to  wateh  ibr  the  Indians  as  ^y  <^ 
across,  winding  their  tails  about  the  swimmers'  legs,  and  so  dvowninf 
them.     They  described  the  forest  as  being  haunted  by  a  tenible  hea4 
called  the  Danta,  with  sharp  horns  and  long  tusks,  having  two  maws  jd 
which  it  kept  its  prey  till  ready  to  devour  it ;  hf  ike  Aveohaohe,  a  lai|p 
and  venomous  lisard,  striped  with  purple  and  gold,  whose  b^  was  eef 
tain  death ;  by  bats  of  enormous  size,  which,  if  they  hvaai  a  p«** 
asleep,  sucked  his  blood  till  none  remained  in  his  veins ;  by  ttttlesaahtf 
having  two  mouths,  one  at  each  extremity,  biting  with  both,  and  €Stf>|[ 
death  in  a  few  moments ;  by  laige,  hairy  wonos,  any  aait  sf  •^ 
body  touching  a  man's  flesh  poisoned  it ;  by  scorpions,  t^OMOS,  and  how 
vipers,  and  by  numberless  omer  venomous  reptiles,  not  the  ."     '  — — 
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them  ben^  one  whicb,  if  it  were  trodden  t^n  by  a  ho^  the 
I's  haof  rotted  anray  and  fdl  cf&  Odier  creatores,  too,  there  w^re^ 
snppoeed  whes  first  the  country  was  diseovered  to  be  impa  of  darkness, 
fmn.  dieir  eolomr,.  their  form,  their  cries,  and  their  wild  gestures. 

Bnt  wooae  than  all  these  impediments  to  safe  txsveUing  was  the  repu- 
tjitieii  of  Martiia  Cacillo ;  and  could  the  fbrsst  have  been  safely  traversed, 
iwkioh  the  greater  number  believed  to  be  impossible,  the  dreieul  of  what 
they  might  encounter  in  her  abode  was  suffioent  to  deter  the  most  fool- 
liardy  from  venturing  near  it.  Accident,  or,  as  was  generally  supposed, 
endisntmenty  had  on  one  occasion  directed  the  steps  of  a  hunter,  named 
SCgnel  Dalva,  to  the  place  where  she  dwelt.  He  deseribed  it,  on  his  re- 
tmn  to  his  village,  as  a  large  hut,  roofed  with  palmetto-leaves,  and  built 
odF  stones  and  baked  clay-^where  baked  he  did  not  dare  to  think — and 
ft  fulling  ai  die  entrance  of  a  dark  cavern  into  which  the  light  of  day 
never  penetEated.  It  was  fenced  outside  with  aloes  and  prickly  pears, 
so  tint  eawept  through  a  narrow  wicket  nothing  could  enter,  and  diat 
widcet  was  guarded--be  saw  the  creature,  and  could  not  be  mistaken — 
hj  a  snuiU,  misshapen  imp,  with  a  hce  as  white  as  silver,  and  its  body 
cerered  all  over  witdi  long  dark  hair,  which  sat  on  a  stone  rocking  itself 
t»  and  fro,  and  makiog  all  the  while  a  strange  melancholy  noise,  such  * 
as  the  priests  told  them  was  made  in  anguish  by  souls  in  purgatory. 
When  questioned  if  he  had  seen  the  owner  of  this  dismal  abode,  Miguel 
Dwlva  made  answer,  that  he  was  too  much  frightened  to  venture  from 
beiMath  the  covert  where  he  lay  concealed,  and  that  as  soon  as  he  could 
recover  from  the  dread  he  felt  at  finding  himself  in  such  a  neighbour- 
hood, he  stole  away  as  silently  as  possible,  and  was  only  too  glad  that  no 
iritchexafb  had  stncken  his  limbs,  and  prevented  him  from  reaching  his 
Tillage. 

The  story  told  by  the  Indian,  Miguel  Dalvo,  simple  as  it  was,  formed 
the  groundwork  of  every  possible  exaggeration,  and  Martha  Carillo's 
Familiar  became  transfiormed,  in  public  belief,  from  a  mere  monkey  into 
one  of  the  children  of  the  Devil,  expressly  sent  by  the  Evil  One  for  her 
protection.  But  if  the  people  were  generally  disposed  to  endow  Martha 
Carillo  with  the  reputation  of  power  derived  from  unhallowed  sources,  it 
most  be  admitted  that  the  old  woman  herself  did  everything  she  could 
to  encourage  the  notion  by  the  mystery  which  she  threw  over  all  her 
aetiona. 

VI. 

THE   EXPEDITION. 

The  great  heat  of  summer  had  not  passed  away,  nor  had  the  heavy 
laina  of  antumn  yet  set  in,  but  on  the  eve  of  the  feast  of  Saint  Domingo, 
which  falle  upon  the  fourth  day  of  August,  there  was  a  murky  gloom  in 
1^  sky,  which  threatened  a  coming  storm,  and  warned  all  those  accus- 
tomed to  watch  the  aspect  of  the  elements  to  keep  themselves  closely 
nnder  shelter. 

But,  undetemd  by  appearances  which  seldom  m«[iaced  m  vain,  a  close 

litter,  borne  by  two  Indians^  was  on  that  evening  seen  to  issue  from  the 

piHtel  of  one  of  die  principal  houses  in  the  Calle  de  los  Angeles,  in  the 

city  of  Cfaiapa,  the  bearers  of  which  took  their  way  down  the  dope 

..  wltttk  leads  towavds  the  river  afler  pas^g  through  the  Puerta  de  los 
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Sacrificios.  Who  was  within  the  litter  could  not  positively  be  ayemd 
by  those  who  observed  it,  for  the  thick  silk  curtains  were  closely  diavn 
while  it  was  being  carried  through  the  city ;  but  had  the  curiosity  of 
any  Chiapano  led  him  to  follow  the  camdaa  into  the  open  country,  he 
would  then  have  seen  a  small  white  hand  throw  back  those  curtains,  and 
reveal  the  tall  and  graceful  form  of  a  pale  but  beautiful  womau,  who, 
from  the  richness  of  her  dress,  evidently  belonged  to  the  wealthiest 
amongst  the  inhabitants  of  Chiapa. 

The  bearers  steadily  pursued  their  route  till  they  reached  the  Htv, 
where  a  boatman  was  in  readiness  to  ferrj  them  over  with  their  burden, 
the  lady  still  remaining  in  the  litter ;  on  gaining  the  other  side,  it  was 
replaced  on  the  shoulders  of  the  men,  who  at  their  quickest  pace  bore 
it  onward  to  the  Indian  village  of  Acatapeque.  Amved  there,  at  the 
command  of  the  lady,  whom  they  obeyed  with  the  promptitude  that 
arises  as  much  from  fear  as  habit,  the  bearers  made  a  halt,  and  the 
inmate  of  the  litter  descended  into  the  road,  which,  like  everything 
named  by  the  Spaniards,  bore  the  high-soundine  title  of  Camino  RfeJ, 
or  royal  highway,  though  the  sole  resemblance  which  it  bore  to  anything 
royal,  existed  in  its  being  the  means  of  exacting  a  tax  for  keeping  it  in 
order  from  the  Indians,  who  had  given  their  labour  to  make  the  road 
what  it  was. 

"  Which  is  the  hut  of  Miguel  Dalva  ?"  inquired  the  lady  of  a  spare, 
swarthy-looking  man  in  hunter  s  attire,  who  was  sitting  beneath  the 
shelter  of  a  broad-leafed  plantun,  in  front  of  an  open  cottage  door, 
mending  a  net  which  he  used  for  taking  some  species  of  game. 

The  man,  who  had  been  so  busily  occupied  with  his  work  as  not  U> 
have  noticed  the  approach  of  the  litter,  now  looked  up,  and,  seeng 
before  him  a  lady  richly  dressed,  rose  to  his  feet,  and  bent  his  body  in 
an  attitude  of  respect. 

The  question  was  repeated,  somewhat  impatiently. 

"  I  am  he,"  said  the  man ;  "  what  does  the  Senora  desire  ?" 

"  You  know  where  Martha  Carillo  lives  ?"  asked  the  lady. 

"  La  Bruja !"  exclaimed  Miguel  Dalva,  crossing  himself,  but  making 
no  more  direct  reply  to  the  question. 

"  Witch  or  not,"  returned  the  first  speaker,  sharply,  "are  you  acquainted 
with  the  place  of  her  abode  ?" 

"  I  know  where  it  is,"  answered  Dalva ;  **  but **    And  he  left  the 

sentence  unfinished. 

The  lady  took  no  notice  of  his  hesitation.  ^''   X  7 

"  You  must  be  my  guide  thither,"  she  said. 

**  1  dare  not — no  one  dares  to  go  near  it." 

"  You  are  a  man,  and  a  hunter  too,  it  appears,"  observed  the  lady,  m 
a  tone  bordering  on  contempt.    "  Are  you  afraid  of  your  own  game? 

"  I  said  not  that,  Senora,"  replied  Dalva,  hastily.  « I  fear  nothii^ 
that  runs  on  four  feet ;  but  Martha  Carillo  is  not  like  other  people.  " 
would  be  as  much  as  my  life  is  worth  to  show  you  where  she  fives.** 

"  Your  life !"  said  the  lady,  scornfully.  "  Of  great  account  that !  A* 
how  many  pesos  do  you  rate  it  ?  Poor  as  beggary  itself,  and  yet  set  a 
value  on  your  life!  For  how  much  will  you  lead  me  to  the  dwelling ot 
Martha  Carillo — the  witch  ?"  she  added,  slowly  and  emphatically* 

"  I  know  not  the  sum  that  woidd  tempt  me,  Senora,"  said  Dana. 
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But  there  was  something  in  his  manner,  as  he  spoke^  whldi  showed  ihat 
mooOT  might  work  a  charm  that  nothing  else  could. 

'^  There  are  ten  golden  pistoles  in  this  purse,"  said  the  lady,  holding  it 
up  as  she  spoke;  ^' they  shall  he  yours  if  you  conduct  me  &ithfully 
wfaither  I  wish  to  go." 

**  Speak  lower.  Senora,"  whispered  Dalva,  eyemg  the  purse  eagerly ; 
*^  Martha  may  hSar  you." 

"  What!  does  she  dwell  so  near?"  was  the  surprised  reply. 

**  No  nearer  than  across  yonder  forest,"  answered  Dalva,  still  speaking 
under  his  hreath ;  ^'  hut  unless  she  heard  and  saw  quicker  than  others, 
how  comes  she  to  know  everything  that  takes  place— -ay,  a  hundred 
leagues  o£P?" 

The  lady  made  no  remark  on  what  the  Indian  hunter  had  said,  hut 
pursued  the  theme  that  was  uppermost  in  her  mind. 

'^  You  will  go,  then  ?  We  must  lose  no  time ;  the  evening  is  draw- 
mg  in. 

**•  And  there  will  be  a  dark  night  before  the  sun  shines  again,"  observed 
Dalva.  "  Bethink  you,  Senora — some  other  time ;  the  road  is  dangerous 
enough  without  a  tempest." 

*'  Iky  you  think  that  I  was  made  to  turn  back  from  aught  that  I  had 
resolved  on  ?"  haughtily  demanded  the  lady.  "  Lead  the  way,  or  point 
it  out,  so  that  we  may  nnd  it" 

The  lady's  resolution  effected  what  even  her  gold  had  almost  fieuled  to 
accomplish. 

"  I  will  guide  you,  Senora,"  he  said,  quietly. 

*'  Vamos  1"  ezclmmed  the  lady,  turning  to  her  bearers,  who  made  no 
scruple  of  conducting  her  wheresoever  she  desired;  and  when  she  had  re- 
entered the  litter,  the  party  turned  their  £&ces  towards  the  forest,  and, 
led  by  Dalva,  began  to  breast  the  rugged  ascent. 

The  way  was  difficult,  and  their  advance  necessarily  slow,  for  Dalva 
proceeded  with  great  caution,  influenced  as  much  by  his  knowledge  of 
the  locality  as  by  what  he  dreaded  to  discover.  It  grew  darker  and 
darker  also  as  they  advanced,  imtil  it  became  absolutely  necessary  to- 
light  the  lanterns  which  were  suspended  from  the  litter,  or  there  would 
have  been  the  risk  of  oversetting  it  at  every  step.  The  precaution  had 
another  good  effect,  for  it  scared  away  whatever  diEmgerous  animals  might 
be  in  their  path;  and  though  the  howling  of  the  dantas  and  tigers 
might  be  heard  in  the  distance,  mingled  with  the  shrill  cries  of  troops  of 
sta^lM'  litmkeys,  while  nearer  screamed  the  owls  and  ni^hthawks,  and 
lerpeuBS^ hissed  as  they  fled  into  the  thick  underwood  beside  them,  their 
progiess  Kss  unmolested,  and  at  the  expiration  of  an  hour's  march  they 
drew  hear  their  destination.  This  fact  Dalva  communicated  in  a  whisper 
to  the  lady,  who  expressed  great  satisfaction  on  hearing  it ;  and  findmg 
that  the  way  was  now  more  open,  she  left  the  litter  and  proceeded  the 
rest  of  the  distance  on  foot,  her  attendants  with  the  lanterns  following 
dose  behind.  A  few  hundred  yards  brought  them  in  front  of  a  lofty 
rock,  to  which  Dalva  silently  pointed,  inUmating  that  there  stood  the 
dweUing  of  Martha  Carillo. 

Had  there  been  any  doubt  of  the  fact,  it  would  at  once  have  been  dis- 
sipated by  the  harsh  voice  of  the  old  woman  herself,  who  suddenly  stood 
in  the  path. 
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^^Not  a  stepneflreiv''  she  oried,  ^<  till  jour  purpose  10  dsdaved^-— Aiie 
will  be  danger  else." 

A  deep  grorwt,  a»  if  some  animal  at  her  side,  oesdy  to  spongy  at  Ikt 
command,  showed  that  her  speech  was  sootfa» 

Miguel  Dalva  shrunk  back  afraid^  but  the  lady  made  answe 
mayed* 

^  It  is  not  here,**  she  said,  '^  that  I  pause.     Martih#Canllo,  I 
sought  you  where  tione  else  dare  to  come.    I  miet  speak  with  yoa  akvne." 

There  was  something  in  the  lady's  tone  that  satisfied  the  old  woanan  of 
the  quality  and  character  of  her  visitor. 

^  Down,  B4J0, — and  home !  Senora,  come  with  me ;  yous  peopie  can 
rest  beneath  that  rock." 

Noi&elesfidy,  but  viable  in  the  ray  from  one  of  the  laQtem%  a  dark 
creature  stole  away  in  the  direction  of  the  hut^  and  Martha  CaiiHo  and 
the  lady  followed. 

VIL 

THB  WITCH  CARnXO. 

The  interior  of  the  hut,  as  feur  as  appearances  went,  was  of  a  diaraeter 
to  justify  the  reports  in  circulation  respecting  its  inmate,  for  it  was  filled 
wi&  strange  ol^'ects,  whose  effect  was  increased  by  tiie  dim  lig^  cast 
upon  them  by  a  solitary  lamp  which  hung  from  the  roof. 

At  the  present  day  it  might  have  been  taken  £ar  the  study  of  a 
naturalist,  but  at  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth  century  science  had 
not  penetrated  the  forests  of  Mexico  for  purposes  of  enlightenment.  The 
display  of  Martha  Carillo  was  intended  to  awe  the  beholder,  and  the 
oecupation  she  ft^owed  to  wrap  him  in  deeper  ignorance.  The  inbabt- 
tants  of  the  forests  and  caves  around  had  frumi^d  the  witch  with 
admirable  materials. 

Pihsd  up  on  the  floor  were  pyramids  of  bones,  surmounted,  some  of 
them,  by  the  skidl  of  the  Danta,  with  its  hideous  fangs  and  tusks,— ^rtbazs 
by  the  head  of  the  Mexican  bear,  wrinkled  and  blade  as  that  of  a  n^ro ; 
in  one  comer  was  an  Armadillo,  rigid  in  its  scaly  armour,  but  nKNre  rigid 
slill  ia  deatii ;  in  another,  the  withered,  shrunken  form  of  a  huge  Iguana, 
or  the  skeleton  of  the  lon^-snouted  Taquatzin ;  while  hanging  ham.  the 
walks  ^I'd  wreathed  in  such  fantastic  forms  that  whether  they  were  aUvs 
or  dead  none  could  tell — save  that  they  stinted  not — were  serpents  of 
enery  stae  and  hue, — ^the  small  Corral,  wim  its  black  head  and  beandfiiUy 
striped  body, — die  Cascaral,  wit^  its  fotal  rattle, — and  the  eaonnoua 
Boa»  glistening  in  brown  and  gold  :  there  was  the  Cassanpulga^  too^ — a 
gigantic  spider  of  a  deep  blue  colour  like  the  sea^  which  merely  to  tonidk 
ia  death ;  and  ranged  in  ledges  were  shining  centipedes,  and  scarjnoiu^ 
and  toads  with  glittering  eyes.  The  beast  Rejo — a  kind  of  tig^  ^ 
rariier  teopard^ay  couched  beneath  a  table ;  and  on  a  high  stool,  tin 
only  thing  that  was  not  absolutely  foarfol  to  look  upon,  was  perched  a . 
vary  smaH  monkey,  with  a  dark,  hairy  body,  blue  eyes,  and  a  round  wtite- 
&ca  This  K^  creature  was  the  animal  seen  by  Miguel  DaLR%  and  had 
the  credit  of  being  the  witch's  Familiar. 

But  the  contents  of  the  apartment  did  not  consist  altt^edier  of  the 
oiijects  we  have  named.  There  were  others  which  identified  themBetvei 
both  with  the  old  reli^on  of  the  Mexicans  and  the  newer  faidiof  the. 
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SfwduMds.  Hete  was  a  cnici&i  earred  in  ivorj,  tbere  a  roao^  of 
o^krared  beads,  or  aa  image  whose  £uitastic  ferm  declared  it  a  r^  of 
P^gaDiflm ;  bat  the  place  of  honour  m  the  midst  of  these  fetiches  waa 
reserved  for  a^  idol  about  two  feet  high  whidi  stood  conspicuoasly  on  a 
8<npt  of  akar.  The  substance  of  it  uras  wood,  shming  black  like  jety  as  if 
it  had  been  painted  or  smoked^ — most  likdy  the  latter,  for  a  channg^-dish 
was  set  before  it;  the  form  was  of  a  man's  head  down  to  tiie  shoulders, 
the  vest  was  shapdess ;  the  aspect  of  the  idol  was  fierce  and  grim^  with 
a  wrinkled  forehead  and  large  startling  eyes. 

Ji  a  suitable  mistress  for  such  a  tenement  as  we  have  described  had 
been  sought  for,  no  better  could  have  been  found  than  Martha  CaviUo 
herself.  Her  nickname — though  people  were  almost  a£raid  to  whisper 
it  to  each  other — was  "  La  Corcovada,"  and  was  derived  from  die  thick 
protuberance  between  her  shoulders,  which  seemed  to  have  absorbed  her 
chest  and  near  the  whole  of  her  body,  leaving  her  arms  and  legs  as  long 
and  crooked  as  the  limbs  of  a  tarantula.  Her  head  was  very  large,  like 
thai  of  a  male  dwarf,  her  mouth  widey  and  her  black  eyes  of  enormous 


The  contrast  between  the  personal  appearance  of  the  witch  and  her 
gaest  was  striking :  on  one  fflde  was  loathsome  ugliness  and  squalor ;  on 
the  other,  resplendent  beauty  and  magnificence.  But  there  was  a  moral 
resemblance  which  placed  them  on  an  equal  footing :  evil  passions  were 
ggoasping  at  the  heart  of  each.  Martha  Carillo  hated  her  kind,  for  she 
was  held — and  she  knew  it— in  universal  abhorrence;  Dona  Magdalena 
da  Moiades  hated  onr — and  hither  had  she  come  to  gratify  her  thirst  for 
revenge. 

Uhappalled  by  ihd  scene  whieh  she  beheld,  t^  lady  at  once  addnessed 
hasself  to  the  purpose  of  her  visit.  ,.  —  ^ —  ^ 

^ Mflortha  Carillo,"  she  said,  "  your  name  b  widely  spread  thrC^j^h^ut  V  ',' 
the  province  of  Chlapa  as  the  possessor  of  great  and  useful  .ka^ied|fe<.  . 
It  is  my  desire  to  know  if  the  public  report  be  true."  ^   '  ; '  ;  •    .,  ^^^  -  • 

^'  Senora,"  returned  the  old  woman,  axing  her  large  eyes  full  ^'nibie  ;  ^ 
of  Dona  Mf^alena,  '*  I  read  in  your  countenance  a  desire  "wifij^jj^  ^^', 
knowledge  I  have  can  gratify."  ^^ll .; } .^  \^  ^ 

"  What  motive  do  you  suppose  has  brought  me  here  ?"  inquired  the 
ladf. 

"  f  suppose  nothing*,  Senora ;  I  know." 

Dona  Magdalena's  brow  darkened. 

*'  Speak,  then,"  she  said,  "  and  save  me  a  part  of  my  task." 

'^  It  was  not,  Senora,  to  lisam  what  so  many  aare  rain  to  know — ^the 
mjjwtery  of  the  Future,  with  all  its  wayward  changes  ;  it  was  not  to  hear 
mmL  my  lips  an  assuranoe  of  the  fortune  that  awaits  you  ;  it  was  not  that 
r  should  predict  what  woman  never  tires  from  seeking ;  but,"  con* 
timied  Martha  Carillo,  pausing  to  give  emphasis  to  her  words — ^  it  was 
t«  obtain  my  aid  for  the  accomplishment  of  a  purpose  which  has  long  been 
in  your  thoughts." 

.  l>0nft-  Magdalena  gazed  on  the  old  woman  with  a  scrutinising  glance,. 
wUbh  she  sstumed  with  one  as  firm. 

^  And  that  purpose  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Is  neither  love,  wealth,  nor  ambition ;  these  have  been — may  be. 
again — when  all  too  late.     It  is  that  in  which  all  things  find  their  end." 

In  spite  of  her  natural  self-command,  Dona  Magdalena  started. 
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^' YeSy"  pvumied  Martha  Carillo>  eneigetically,  **y<m  have  judged  me 
righilj.  Who  has  ever  done  me  good  wheu  I  claimed  it  at  their  hands  ? 
Have  I  not  all  my  life  heen  scorned,  reviled,  and  oppressed  ?  They  call 
me  '  La  Bnija  !*  Well,  they  shall  find  that  it  is  something  to  earn  a 
witch's  hatred.     Who,"  she  added,  rapidly — "  who  do  you  seek  to  kill  ?" 

Dona  Magdalena's  pale  lips  grew  paler.  She  leant  forward,  and 
whispering  something  in  the  old  woman  s  ear,  looked  hastily  round,  as  if 
she  feared  that  even  the  ghastly  relics  that  filled  the  hut  might  start  into 
life  if  her  words  were  uttered  aloud. 

The  expression  on  both  faces  was  the  same  :  the  young  beauty  and 
the  withered  hag  might  have  passed  for  mother  and  daughter. 

**  You  would  have  him  die  by  poison  ?" 

Dona  Magdalena  nodded. 

"  Swiftly  or  slowly  ?"  asked  the  witch. 

<<  So  that  it  be  sure — so  that  it  torture  him  with  pain — I  care  not  for  the 
time." 

**  Those  precious  creatures,"  said  Martha  Carillo,  pointing  to  the  rep* 
tiles  that  studded  her  walls,  "  have  given  me  venom  enough  to  destroy  a 
whole  army,  were  their  enemies'  weapons  anointed  with  it.  But  I  have 
other  means.  From  the  herbs  that  grow  in  this  forest  I  have  extracted  a 
juice  that  kills  with  equal  certainty ;  six  drops  mingled  with  any  food  is 
a  sure  passport  to  the  other  world,  within  a  day.  Heard  you  ever  of  the 
fire  that  nothing  can  slake?  He  who  drinks  this  bums — bums — bums 
—till  he  dies." 

*<  Give  me  a  double  quantity,"  eagerly  exclaimed  Dona  Magdalena* 
"  Here  is  that  will  pay  for  all  your  store.' 

And  as  she  spoke,  she  emptied  a  lars^  purse  of  g^ld  in  the  witch's  lap. 

Martha  Carillo  gathered  it  up,  and  approaching  the  altar  where  the 
idol  stood,  raised  it  from  its  base,  and  in  a  hollow  beneath  deposited  the 
coin  and  took  out  a  small  phial. 

^'  Quatzulcoatl  loves  the  price  of  blood,"  said  the  witch,  fondling  the 
grim  figure  and  then  replacing  it.  ^'  Sancta  Maria,  purissima,"  she  con- 
tinued, crossing  herself  fervently,  while  with  the  other  outstretched  hand 
she  gave  the  poison  to  Dona  Magdalena^  **  Sancta  Maria,  ora  pro  nobis 
peccatoribus." 

"  Amen,"  was  the  lady's  pious  rejoinder;  and,  as  if  to  cement  the  un- 
holy compact,  a  peal  of  thunder  rent  the  air,  and  the  tempest  that  so  long 
had  threatened  was  let  loose. 

The  guilty  pair  fell  on  their  knees,  and  with  daring  impiety  prayed  to 
heaven  to  preserve  them  from  its  fury,  nor  did  they  cease  till  the  tropical 
violence  of  the  storm  had  quite  exhausted  itself.  They  then  rose  from  the 
ground,  but  *'  their  hearts  within  them  were  not  changed.'*  No  fiirther 
speech,  however,  passed  between  them.  The  old  woman  settled  heisdf 
into  a  nook,  nursing  the  trembling  monkey,  and  calming  the  affrighted 
panther,  while  Dona  Magdalena  stepped  forth,  and,  summoning  her  i^uide 
and  attendants,  who  during  the  tempest  had  taken  refuge  beyond  its 
reach  within  the  mouth  of  the  cavern,  set  forth  on  her  homeward  journey, 
and  such  good  speed  did  her  bearers  make,  that  before  the  hour  of  mid* 
night  had  chimed  from  the  cathedral  tower  she  was  safe  in  her  own 
house. 
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VIIL 

DEATH  AND  A  PBOVERB. 

On  the  moniing  of  the  5th  of  August^  Don  Bernardino  de  Sakusar 
awoke  from  such  a  dream  as  no  churchman  of  Rome  may  ever  hope  to 
realise.  He  was  once  more  in  fancy  a  secular,  and  with  the  sword,  which 
was  to  have  heen  his  portion  in  early  life,  had  won  himself  a  name,  a  for- 
tune, and  a  hride  ;  that  bride — so  his  dream  told  him — was  Dona  Mag- 
dalena  de  Morales ! 

Had  he  thought  of  her,  then,  more  than  of  her  intercessor,  while  he 
knelt  on  the  nk^ht  before  at  the  shrine  of  St.  Dominick  ?  was  her  name 
always  mingled  with  his  prayers?  or  was  the  vision  a  temptation  of  the 
Demon  to  turn  his  footsteps  m>m  grace  ? 

Alas !  he  knew  not  how  to  answer  these  questions,  for  he  feared  there 
might  be  truth  in  all. 

Did  he  then  seek  the  cloister,  to  turn  hb  thoughts  towards  holiest 
subjects  ? 

That  might  have  been  his  purpose  as  he  descended  from  hb  closet,  but 
when  he  entered  his  carriage,  the  word  was  given  to  drive  to  the  Calle  de 
los  Angeles.  Ah !  Bbhop  of  Chiapa,  better  for  you  had  such  angels 
never  existed ! 

Dona  Magdalena  de  Morales  received  Don  Bernardino  with  a  smiling 
countenance  and  words  of  honeyed,  pious  sweetness.  Oh  !  she  had  much 
to  say,  much  to  ask  his  advice  about.  She  had  been  disturbed  by  many 
anxious  doubts;  the  bishop  alone  could  dissipate  the  cloud  that  had 
gathered  over  her  mind.  Was  she  quite  forgiven,  she  asked,  for  the 
share  she  had  had  in  the  rebellion  waged  by  her  friends — her  misguided 
friends,  whom  now  she  utterly  repudiated — against  the  bishop's  au- 
thority ? 

Don  Bernardino  consoled  the  fair  penitent,  assuring  her,  as  he  had 
a  hundred  times  before,  that  that  offence  had  long  been  wiped  away. 
He  spoke  of  mercy  and  love,  and  insensibly  his  theme  glanced  heaven- 
ward less,  towards  earth  more, — till,  had  it  been  interpreted  in  a  worldly 
significadon,  one  might  have  thought  he  was  himself  worshipping  where 
he  taught  the  lesson  of  adoration.  The  lady  sighed,  and  seemed  by  that 
sig^  to  say  that  safety — whether  in  earth  or  heaven— depended  less  on 
her  resistance  than  on  Don  Bernardino's  forbearance.  It  was,  in  short, 
the  game  of  love,  played  by  two  hands,  in  which  the  younger  player  held 
the  winning  cards. 

The  bishop's  agitation  increased,  and  Dona  Magdalena  saw  that  the 
time  had  arrived  for  the  stroke  she  had  long  meditated. 

She  changed  the  subject :  he  seemed  fmnt  and  ill ; — he  must  not 
return  to  his  duties  without  refreshment     Might  she  minister  to  his 

necessities,  as,  were  she  fr«e  to  do  so 

The  bishop  yielded  to  her  glance,  he  knew  the  import  of  her  words, 
and  buried  his  race  in  his  hands,  while  Dona  Magdalena  left  the  room. 

He  was  aroused  from  his  reverie  of  mingled  pain  and  pleasure,  after 
the  lapse  of  a  few  minutes,  by  the  pressure  of  a  light  hand  on  his  shoulder. 
He  looked  up  and  saw  his  hostess  standing  beside  him,  bearing  a  silver 
lalver,  whereon  was  a  cup  of  fine  porcelain. 
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''The  medium  of  my  first  offence^^  she  said,  ''most  be  that  of  my 
final  atODement.  You  have  not  yet  learnt  what  are  the  virtues  of  the 
tree  we  prize  so  highly, — whose  benefits  the  ladies  of  Chiapa  are  so  un- 
willing to  relinquish.  For  my  sake,  take  o£P  the  interdiction  upon  the 
btvetage,  and  taste  tlui  ohooolate." 

"For  your  sake,"  murmored  the  bishop,  "I  would  remove  evwy 
barrier  that — but,  no*— this  is  madaess — oh  !  Magdalena^  give  me  the 
cop  : 

With  a  steady  hand  she  prosentod  the  salver, — not  a  puke  beti 
quicker,  not  a  muscle  quivered ;  had  she  been  a  hospital  nurBe^  she  ooiU 
soarcely  have  shown  less  emotion,  and  yet — the  draught  was  deadi ! 

The  bishop  drained  it  to  the  last  drop* 

"  It  is  no  wonder,"  said  he,  smiling,  as  be  set  down  the  cup — ^*  it  is  no 
wonder  that  the  ladies  of  Cbiapa  were  so  unvrilling  to  surrender  their 
chocolate.     Its  virtues  are  marvellous  ;  I  feel  quite  restored." 

He  rose  as  he  spoke,  and  with  an  earnest  pressure  of  the  hand,  and  a 
lingering  g^aze,  which  only  too  plainly  told  the  thoughts  that  stiired  his 
bosom,  took  an  affectionate  farewell  of  his  kind,  solicitous  entertainer, 
promising  to  return  on  the  morrow. 

"Manana"  u  a  Spanish  word  of  doubtful  import:  that  "morrow* 
never  came. 

Before  the  vesper-bell  had  rung  that  evening,  the  rumour  went  abroad 
that  the  Bishop  of  Chii^a  was  dangerously  ill :  when  the  matin  service 
was  ended  on  the  following  morning,  the  people  of  Chiapa  knew  that 
their  bishop  was  dead. 

There  was  one,  habited  like  a  Carmelite  sister,  who  sat  by  his  coach 
throughout  that  night  of  agony  ;  who  gave  him  the  water  for  which  he 
continually  craved,  and  in  that  water  poured  the  last  drops  from  the 
phial  of  Martha  Carillo ;  who  heard  his  dying  accents  murmur  the  name 
of  Magdalena,  and  who,  as  his  last  breath  was  expended,  triumphandy 
exclaimed : 

"  Let  him — ^let  all  Bewabb  op  the  Chocolatb  op  Chiapa  !" 

And  what  became  of  that  Carmelite  sister  ?  The  bishop's  chaplam 
overheard  her  words :  the  Inquisition  and  the  rack  perrormed  thar 
aoeustomed  service ;  and  on  the  anniversary  of  the  death  of  Beroardioo 
de  Salazar,  an  atUo-da-Je  was  celebrated  in  the  maiket-place  of  Chiapa, 
and  Magdalena  de  Morales,  and  her  accomplice,  Carillo,  were  bumt  at 
the  stake  for  heresy  and  witchcraft. 

IX. 

ENVOY. 

Apter  this  fearfiol  example,  the  schism  which  so  long  had  agitated 
the  Church  subsided,  and  nothing  more  was  ever  heard  again  of  taking 
rsfreshment  during  divine  service.  But  the  melancholy  death  of  the 
bishop,  and  the  circumstances  which  gave  rise  to  it,  made  the  woids  or 
Dona  Magdalena  a  proverb-expression,  and  to  this  day  it  is  said  in  dnt 
part  of  Mexico,  whtti  a  dangerous  gift  is  offered — 

Beware  of  the  Chocolate  of  Chiapa  I 
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LITERARY    LEAFLETS. 

BT  SIB  NATHANraSL. 

No.  X. — -The  Pathos  of  Thomas  dse  Quinciiy. 

The  E&gHA  Opiiim-*eater,  rAUegro,  was  ^  theme  oi  the  first  of 
these  literary  fly-leaves.  To-day  we  take  him  as  H  P^emaerato.  We 
are  to  mark  his  spirit  as  it  flows,  ''  like  fabled  Lethe,'' 

In  oreepiog  aadness,  through  obltvioiis  shades 
Of  death  and  night,* 

yet  destined  to  ''  eatch  at  every  turn  the  colours  of  the  sun'f  of  a  dietiiiii 
muiyalled  in  imaginative  splendour.  That  fluent  stream,  ever  sinuous  in 
its  course,  often  majestically  broad  in  its  expanse,  is  vocal  inih  a  buvden 
of  utterance  most  musical,  most  melancholy,  so  that  by  its  waters  we  are 
{JEiin  to  sit  down  and  weep. 

Anything  like  a  systematic  illustration,  however,  of  De  Quincey's 
power  of  pathos,  and  of  the  matchlessness  of  his  impassioned  prose,  is 
wholly  beyond  our  aim.  This  '*  leaflet,"  likft  its  forerunners,  is  a  thin? 
of  i^ureds  and  patches ;  more  fragmentary,  indeed,  move  desultory  and 
wayward,  than  usual.  Granted  (and  lamented),  that  sudi  a  crumpled 
Uteraturblatt  is  ill  suited  to  do  justice,  much  lees  honour,  to  its  illustnous 
theme.  But  even  the  bricks,  or  broken  brickbats,  to  be  now  proffered  es 
types  of  the  parent  edifice,  may  be  admired  as  beautiful  ruins,  or  rather 
as  suggestive  samples  of  the  ariohitect^s  art,  and  may,  perfdiance,  move 
some,  not  hitherto  conversant  with  him,  to  pilgnmise  to  the  shrine 
whence  they  have  been  rudely  displaced. — Without  other  apology,  then, 
we  turn  to  the  autobiography,  wherein 

We  love  to  hear  that  eloquent  old  Man 
Pour  forth  his  meditations,  and  descant 
On  human  life  from  infancy  to  age. 

•  »  #  #  » 

'Tis  sixty  years  since  :  a  gorgeous  summer  day  ;  and  a  young  diild  is 
stealthily  creeping  into  a  solemnly  still  chamber,  and  wistfully  peering 
around,  to  take  a  farewell  vision  of  the  corpse  of  another  young  child,  his 
elder  sister.  Through  an  open  window  the  midsummer  sun  is  showering 
down  torrents  of  splendour — the  blue  depths  of  a  cloudless  sky  patheti- 
caUy  symbolise  life  and  the  glory  of  life.  But  death  rules  in  that  hudied 
chamber-— death,  and  the  shadow  of  death.  Reclines  on  the  bed  a  sweet 
childish  figure — all  the  tokens  of  whose  angel  face  the  baby-brother  scans 
with  '^  agony  that  cannot  be  remembered*' — the  serene  and  noble  fore« 
head,  the  frozen  eyelids,  the  darkness  that  seems  to  steal  from  beneath 
thrao,  the  marble  Ups,  the  stiffening  hands,  laid  palm  to  palm,  as  if  ne- 
peatin^  the  simplications  of  closing  anguish. 

And  now  the  same  mourner,  time-stricken  with  sixty  years,  sorrow- 
laden  with  tnnnmmMTi^/»fttilA  griofs,  tums  back  in  ^irit  to  that  Affliction 

*  ExDurrion.    Book  TV. 
f  llot  sunlest  gloom  or  imentighteneji. 
But  hy  tender  iiuioieB  bric^ittened. 

White  Doe  o/EybUme. 
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of  Childhood,  and  records  the  passionate  woe  which  mastered  his  young 
heart  when  thus  bereaved  of  his  '^  dear,  noble  Elizabeth."  Preyioosly  he 
had  lost  another  sister — little  Jane — ^but  was  then  too  young  to  be  abid- 
ingly impressed.     For  indeed — 

A  simple  child,  that  lightly  draws  its  breath, 
And  feels  its  life  in  every  limb,  what  should  it  know  of  death? 

And  simple  as  the  creed  of  Wordsworth's  cottage-girl  had  been  this 
baby-brother's  feelings  at  his  first  bereavement : 

The  first  that  died  was  sister  Jane ;  in  bed  she  moaning  lay. 
Till  God  released  her  of  her  pain ;  and  then  she  went  auxuf. 

**  I  knew  little  more  of  mortality,"  he  says,  <<  than  that  Jane  had  dis- 
appeared. She  had  gone  away;  but,  pemaps,  she  would  come  back. 
Happy  interval  of  heaven-bom  ignorance !  Gracious  immunity  of  infimcy 
from  sorrow  disproportioned  to  its  strength !  I  was  sad  for  Jane's  absence. 
But  still  in  my  neart  I  trusted  that  she  would  come  again.  Summer  and 
winter  came  again — crocuses  and  roses :  why  not  litue  Jane  ?"* 

This,  the  first  wound  in  his  infant  heart,  admitted,  therefore,  of  speedy 
healing.  Little  Jane  was  sorrowed  for,  but  not  without  hope— ^lone;, 
that  is,  not  in  the  ScriptiiPe  sense,  but  in  respect  to  the  heaven  that  hes 
about  us  in  our  in^Emcy,  paradise  before  paradise  is  lost.  Quite  different 
was  the  sorrow  startled  into  sudden,  throbbing  life,  when,  after  an  inter- 
val  of  happy  years,  Elizabeth  was  removed  from  him  who  loved  her  so 
welL  '^  Blank  aniurchy  and  concision  of  mind,"  he  says,f  **  fell  upon  me. 
Deaf  and  blind  I  was,  as  I  reeled  under  that  revelation.  I  wish  not  to 
recal  the  circumstances  of  that  time,  when  my  agony  was  at  its  hdght, 
and  hers,  in  another  sense,  was  approaching.  Enough  it  is  to  say,  that 
all  was  soon  over  ;  and  the  morning  of  that  day  had  at  last  arrived  which 
looked  down  upon  her  innocent  iace,  sleeping  the  sleep  from  which  there 
is  no  awaking,  and  upon  me  sorrowing  the  sorrow  for  which  there  is  no 
consolation." 

It  was  on  the  day  after  Elizabeth's  death,  that  the  Boy  (to  use  Goethe's 
emphatic  phrase)  crept  unseen  to  the  room  where  she  lay — gazed  in  rapt 
wonderment  on  the  Early  Called — and  fell  into  a  trance  as  he  gazed. 
This  trance  is  so  characteristic  of  the  author — so  akin  to  the  dream-ex- 
penences  of  the  Opium-eater — so  true  to  the  philosophy  which  declares 
the  child  the  father  of  the  man — and  moreover  is  recorded  in  diction  so 
rich  in  musical  cadence,  so  melting  in  expression,  so  perfectly  attuned  to 
the  subject,  as  though  floating  a  dreamy  echo  firom  unearthly  orchestra — 
that  we  cannot  quote,  in  our  desultory  (and  so  far  damaging)  way,  a 
more  significant  illustration  of  the  writer^s  mind  and  manner,  when  trans- 
lating into  words  his  suspirioscs  cogitaiiones. 

Behold  him,  theii,  standing  beside  the  fair  young  corpse.  And  hear 
him,  and  heed  his  every  word  of  description — for  not  a  word  but  tells — 
not  a  word  but  is  instinct  with  feeling  of  the  finest,  fraught  with  mean- 
ing of  the  deepest     '<  Awe,  not  fear,  fell  upon  me  ;  and,  whilst  I  stood, 

*  Autobiographic  Sketches,  vol.  i. 

t  Speaking  of  that  "moment  of  darkness  and  deUrium"  when  the  nurse 
awakened  him  firom  the  delusion  of  hope,  *'  and  launched  Crod's  thunderbolt  at  hb 
heart  in  the  assurance,"  hitherto  spumed,  or  rather  ignored,  <*  that  his  sister 
MUST  die." 
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a  solemn  wiDd  began  to  blow — ^the  saddest  that  ear  erer  heard.  It  was 
a  wind  that  might  have  swept  the  fields  of  mortality  for  a  thousand  cen- 
turies. Many  times  since,  upon  summer  days,  when  the  sun  is  about  the 
hottest,  I  have  remarked  the  same  wind  arising,  and  uttering  the  same 
hollow,  solemn,  Memnonian,  but  saintly  swell :  it  is  in  this  world  the  one 
great  audible  symbol  of  eternity.  And  three  times  in  my  life  have  I 
happened  to  hear  the  same  sound  in  the  same  circumstances — ^namely^ 
when  standing  between  an  open  window  and  a  dead  body  on  a  summer 
day. 

^  Instantly,  when  my  ear  caught  this  vast  .£olian  intonation,  when 
my  eye  filled  with  the  gulden  fulness  of  life,  the  pomps  of  the  heavens 
aliove,  or  the  glory  of  the  flowers  below,  and  turning  when  it  settled 
upon  the  frost  which  overspread  my  sister's  face,  instantly  a  trance  fell 
upon  me.  A  vault  seemed  to  open  in  the  zenith  of  the  far  blue  sky,  a 
shaft  which  ran  up  for  ever.  I,  in  spirit,  rose  as  if  on  billows  that  also 
ran  up  the  shaft  for  ever ;  and  the  billows  seemed  to  pursue  the  throne 
of  God ;  but  th€U  also  ran  before  us  and  fled  away  continually.  The 
flight  and  the  pursuit  seemed  to  go  on  for  ever  and  ever.  Frost  gather- 
ing frost,  some  Sarsar  wind  of  death,  seemed  to  repel  me ;  some  mighty 
relation  between  Grod  and  death  dimly  struggled  to  evolve  itself  from  the 
dreadful  antagonism  between  them ;  shadowy  meanings  even  yet  contffiue 
to  exercise  and  torment,  in  dreams,  the  deciphering  oracle  within  me.  I 
slept — for  how  long  I  cannot  say  ;  slowly  I  recovered  my  self-possession; 
and,  when  I  woke,  found  myself  standing,  as  before,  close  to  my  sister's 
bed. 

« I  have  reason  to  believe  that  a  v^ry  long  interval  had  elapsed  during 
this  wandering  or  suspension  of  my  perfect  mind.  When  I  returned  to 
myself,  there  was  a  foot  (or  I  fimcied  so)  on  the  stairs.  Hastily,  there- 
fore, I  kissed  the  lips  that  I  should  kiss  no  more,  and  slunk,  like  a  guilty 
thing,  with  stealthy  steps  from  the  room.  Thus  perished  the  vision, 
loveliest  amongst  all  the  shows  which  earth  has  revealed  to  me ;  thus 
mutilated  was  the  parting  which  should  have  lasted  for  ever ;  tainted  thus 
with  fear  was  that  fEirewell  sacred  to  love  and  grief,  to  perfect  love  and  to 
grief  that  could  not  be  healed. 

<<0,  Ahasuerus,  everlasting  Jew!  &ble  or  not  a  fable,  thou,  when  first 
starting  on  thy  endless  pilgrimage  of  wo— thou,  when  first  fijring  through 
the  gates  of  Jerusalem,  and  vainly  yearning  to  leave  the  pursuing  curse 
behind  thee — couldst  not  more  certainly  in  the  words  of  Christ  have  read 
thy  doom  of  endless  sorrow,  than  I  when  passing  for  ever  firom  my  sister's 
room.  The  worm  was  at  my  heart ;  and,  I  may  say,  the  worm  that 
could  not  die."* 

Quaintly,  feelingly  says  holy  George  Herbert, 

No  screw,  no  piercer  can 
Into  a  piece  of  timber  work  and  wind, 

As  God^s  afflictions  into  man, 
When  He  a  torture  hath  designed. 
They  are  too  subtle  for  the  subtlest  hearts  ; 
And  fall,  like  rheums,  upon  the  tenderest  parts. 

God's  a£9iction  had  BeJIcu  subtly  and  soon  upon  the  subtle,  tender  heart 
*  Autobiographic  Sketches,  chap.  i. 
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of  this  antranoed  yonsg  MougaCT  — ^ne  nlHwe  '^£Bii«eB  6«n  sfinr 
hrougfat"— -«iiie  of  an  intellect  io  sntnoately  stmngv  of  a  ten^teraiMint 
flensitivdij  mooldod,  of  a  natne  -^so  OLqnntely  wild,"  diat  as  we  w«l 
his  childiA  'vigil*  in  treflaidoiis  foseboding  de 

We  think  of  him  with  many  fears 

For  what  may  be  his  lot  in  future  years. 

We  think  of  times  when  Pun  shall  be  his  gaest. 

Lord  of  his  house  and  hospitality ; 
And  Grief,  uneasy  lover!  never  xest 

but  within  tonck  of  his  faaraesed,  distraught  spirit.  TTim  fhns  premaiiirdy, 
the  eldest  %ter  of  Our  Ladies  afSornnc,  Madonna,  Mater  Lackrymth 
rum^  consecrated  to  herself — she  that  night  and  day  rares  and  moam, 
calHnfi;  for  vanished  fines — she  that  by  the  power  of  her  keys  glides  a 
ghostly  intruder  into  the  chambers  of  sleepless  men,  sleeplese  women, 
sleepless  children,  from  Ganees  to  the  Nile,  from  the  Nile  to  MisfflsstppL 
And  in  after  days,  she,  the  eldest  of  three  Sefimai  Theai — ^the  EumemdeSj 
'^  or  Gracious  Ladies"  (so  called  by  antiquity  in  shuddering  propitiation}, 
of  his  Oxford  dreams — was  beh^d  by  him  in  mystic  conference  with  ha 
younger  sisters,  Mater  StAptriartun  (wko,  unHke  the  first-bom,  wem 
not,  nor  groans,  nor  clamours  and  defies ;  but  is  hopelessly  meek,  lA- 
jectly  humble— ^whose  sighs  are  inau<Hble,  so  deep  are  they — y^fho  if 
she  murmur,  'tis  in  her  sleep ;  if  she  whisper,  'tis  to  herself  in  the  twi* 
light)  and  Mater  Tenebrarum  (or  Our  Lady  of  Darkness — to  be  named, 
if  at  all,  with  'bated  breath — for  she  is  the  defier  of  Grod,  the  mother  of 
lunacies,  the  suggestress  of  suicides — and  she  ^^  can  approach  only  thoae 
in  whom  a  profound  nature  has  been  upheaved  by  central  oonrulsions ;  in 
whom  the  heart  trembles  and  the  brain  rocks  under  conspiracies  of 
tempest  from  without  and  tempest  from  within").  Whither  tended  die 
conference  of  the  lliree  Sisters,  as  overheard  by  iheir  awed,  long-ag^  ini- 
tiated catechumen  ?  How  interprets  he  the  language  of  gesture  ? — for 
otherwise  there  is  no  speech  or  language — otherwise  their  voice  is  not 
heard.  The  Elder,  Madomva,  in  dumb  show  touched  the  head  of  the 
Oxford  dreamer,  and  beckoned  to  the  Second  Sister,  Our  Lady  of  Sighs, 
^  and  what  she  spoke,  translated  out  of  the  signs  which  (except  m  dresims) 
no  man  reads,"  was  this  : 

'*  Lo !  here  is  he,  whom  in  childhood  I  dedicated  to  my  altars.  This 
is  he  that  once  I  made  my  darling.  Him  I  led  astray,  him  I  begged, 
and  from  heaven  I  stole  away  his  young  heart  to  mine.  Through  me 
did  he  become  idolatrous ;  and  through  me  it  was,  by  languishing  de- 
sires, that  he  worshipped  the  worm,  and  prayed  to  the  wormy  grave.* 

*  Elsewhere  the  autobiographer  had  shown  how  his  sister  Elizabeth's  death 
had  the  perilous  effect  of  fastening  his  regards  on  **  the  sublime  attractions  of 
the  grave ''—how  closely  environed  was  his  young  heart  with  the  dangers  of 
brooding  solitude,  of  descending  into  a  ^  depth  fhxn  which  there  is  no  re-ascoit; 
into  a  disease  which  seems  no  disease;  into  a  languishing  which,  from  its  very 
sweetness,  perplexes  the  mind  and  is  fiuided  to  be  very  health.  Witchcraft  has 
seized  upon  you,  nympholepsy  has  struck  you.  Now  you  rave  no  more.  Yoa 
acquiesce;  nay,  you  are  passion atdy  dehghted  in  your  condition.  Sweet  becomes 
the  grave,  because  you  also  hope  immediately  to  travel  thither."— /Sajptrns  de  i^o- 
fyndSsy  1845.    (Blachooodf  v«L  hrSi,  p.  491.) 
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Holy^was  ihe  gnve  to  him ;  lovely  was  its  darkness ;  faintly  its  corrap* 
tion.  Him,  this  yomie  idolater,  I  have  seasoned  for  thee,  dear  gentle 
Sister  of  Sighs !  Do  thou  take  him  now  to  thy  heart,  and  season  him 
for  obr  dreadful  sister.  And  thou" — ^turning  to  the  Mater  Tenebrarum, 
ahe  said-^''  wicked  sister,  that  temptest  and  hatest,  do  thou  take  him 
from  her.  See  that  thy  sceptre  lie  heavy  on  his  head.  Suffer  not 
woman  and  her  tenderness  to  sit  near  him  in  his  darkness.  Banish  the 
frailties  of  hope— wither  the  relentings  of  love-— scorch  the  fountains  of 
tears :  curse  him  as  only  thou  canst  curse.  So  shall  he  he  accomplished 
in  the  furnace — so  shall  he  see  the  things  that  ought  fwt  to  be  seen — sights 
that  are  abominable,  and  secrets  that  are  unutterable.  So  shall  he  read 
elder  truths,  sad  truths,  grand  truths,  fearful  truths.  So  shall  he  rise  again 
before  he  dies.  And  so  shall  our  commission  be  accomplished  which  from 
God  we  had — to  plague  his  heart  until  we  had  unfolded  the  capacities  of 
his  spirit."* 

Wonderful  is  the  sustained  sublimity  of  the  entire  section  of  which 
ifaiB  memorable  passage  forms  a  part  Amid  the  beauties  and  g^ran- 
deurs,  the  spells  and  august  mysteries,  of  the  literature  of  Dream-limd — 
be  it  of  the  east  or  the  west — ^be  it  Arabian  or  German — we  know  of 
nothing  to  equal  this  apocalypse  of  Our  Ladies  of  Sorrow — nothing  at 
once  so  deeply  moving  in  impassioned  yet  chastened  earnestness,  and  in- 
carnated in  so  peerlessly  proportioned  a  form  of  speech. 

How  the  Sisters  wrought  out  their  mission  in  the  instance  of  their  de- 
dicated ward — dedicated  to  be  made  perfect  tn,  if  not  through,  suffering 
—is  to  be  learned  by  direct  and  indirect  testimony  in  his  various 
writings,  by  detailed  confession  of  personal  affliction,  by  hint,  by  allu- 
rion,  enggesAoUf  parenthesis. 

llie  Confessions  of  an  Enelish  Opium-eater  give  direct  testimony  the 
most  explicit  There  we  see  Turn  houseless  among  the  Welsh  mountains, 
homeless  among  the  streets  of  London.  There  we  see  him  a-hungred— 
fiun  to  eat  the  crumbs  off  a  dunned  outcast's  table,  and  no  man  giveth 
unto  him.  There  we  watch  his  midniriit  wanderings  with  the  poor, 
friendless,  branded,  sorrow -and- shame -naunted,  but  "  noble-minded 
Ann,"  whose  **  ingenuous  nature''  the  brutalities  of  ruffians  had  not  yet 
transfigured,  and  for  whom  he  supplicates  the  grave  of  a  Magdalen. 
There  we  witness  his  first  tampering  with  opium,  **  dread  agent  of  un- 
imaginable pleasure  and  pain"— -his  gradual  subjection  to  its  tyranny — 
his  consequent  fEurewell  to  peace  of  mind,  to  hope  and  tranquil  dreams 
and  the  blessed  consolations  of  sleep— his  habituation  to  deep-seated 
anxiety  and  gloom  incommunicable  by  alphabet  of  this  earth — his  nightly 
descent^  literally  it  seemed,  not  metaphorically,  into  chasms  and  sunless 
abysses,  depths  below  depths,  whence  re-ascent  seemed  hopeless — ^his 
commerce  with  tremendous  agencies,  hatefid  and  abominable,  beneath 
whose  monstrous  sway  horror  was  awhile  absorbed  in  sheer  astonishment, 
sod  oyer  whose  ^' every  form,  and  threat,  and  punishment,  and  dim 
aighiless  incarceration,  brooded  a  sense  of  eternity  and  infinity  that  drove 
him  into  an  oppression  as  of  madness" — his  suffering  under  mysterious 
ecHpse,  and  labouring  in  dread  extremity,  his  motionless  enthralment 


*  Suqriria  de  Prcfimdit.  Part  L,  pp.  745-7. 
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below  the  woigfa^  as  of  tiranty  Aikntioi,  or  the  bindn  o€  : 

gttilt* 

From  die  Coii£Beiioiii>  as  a  £Mnial  nanativey  aad  from  oduit  ef  ha 
scattered  writings,  we  now  put  together,  in  immetho£oal  b«t  ealf^Btv 
preting  sequence,  a  few  fragmentary  sentsBces,  to  iUnetrate  (y^  psrf^ 
enlar)  that  confwenoe  of  the  Three  biatars  just  quoted,  and  (in  geoMA 
the  suli^eot  of  this  fl^Eetoh — via^  the  pathos  of  the  Author^  od»  so  wmi 
ia  spiiitual  oonfiiet,  so  tossed  with  teinpest,  so  more  than  kin  ia  a»> 
qnaintance  with  grief.  Keeping  in  mind,  throughout,  hia  constitutiaaal 
tendency  to  sadness,  and  proneness  to  deep  seanAings  o£  heart :  evaa  « 
he  once  exclaims,  ''Ah!  Pariah  heart  wi^n  me,  liwt  eooldst  neTerhiK 
the  sound  of  joy  without  sullen  whispers  of  treachery  in  ambush ;  dtti^ 
from  six  years  old,  didst  nerer  hear  the  promise  of  perfect  love,  withoit 
seeing  aloft  amongst  the  stars  fingers  as  of  a  man's  hand  writing  thesoMft 
legend — '  Ashts  to  ashes,  dust  to  dusty^ 

little  dreamt  that  poor  forbm  Ann,  when  die  sibved  his  tifis,  of  tbe 
monument  he  would  rear  to  her  nameless  memory.  Not  o£^,  he  tsBi 
us,  does  he  weep — the  sternness  of  his  habits  of  thought  presentbgaasa^ 
tagonism  to  the  feelings  which  prompt  tears;  yet,  to  hear  ^faiu,  hf 
dreamy  lamp-light,  those  airs  played  on  a  barrd-orgaa  which  solaoel 
him  and  his  poor  orphan  companion  in  the  days  of  long-ago, — ^how  tm 
that  but  blind  his  eyes  with  natural  drops ! — Hear  his  apostrophe  of  ib 
unhappy  girl : — ''  Oh,  youthful  benefactress  I  how  often  in  fiUDOsefing 
years,  standing  in  solitary  places,  and  thinking  of  thee  with  grief  of  bssii 
and  perfect  love — how  often  have  I  wished  tlmt,  as  in  anotoit  timsSi  thi 
curse  of  a  father  was  believed  to  have  a  supernatural  power,  and  to 
pursue  its  object  with  a  fatal  necessity  of  seli-fulfiiment^— even  10,  tks 
benediction  of  a  heart  oppressed  with  gratitude  might  have  a  like  pre- 
rogative; might  have  power  given  to  it  from  above  to  cfaaae — to  hasat 
— to  waylay — to  overtake — to  pursue  thee  into  the  central  darknsis  of  a 
London  brothel,  or  (if  it  were  possible)  into  the  darkness  of  the  ^ravc 
there  to  awaken  thee  with  an  authentic  message  of  peace  and  forgiveBitfk 
and  of  final  reoondliation!'*^    Thrilling  apostrophe§  of  ker  for  ivhoii 

*  Confessions  of  an  English  Opium-eater,  pamm. 

t  The  Vision  of  Sudden  Death.    (1849.) 

t  Confessions  of  an  English  Opiura-ealer.    Part  I. 

I  Another  example  or  two  of  this  writer's  impressive  use  cf  tke  ArosarnoM 
in  its  relation  to  the  suliject  of  this  pi^ier,  may  here  be  cited  in  a  note;  sad  let  it  bs 
held  a  nota  bene,  Sufibr  the  quotations  inevitably  and  perhaps  vitaUr  musti  1^  tbif 
fragmentary  mode  of  presentation;  yet  quote  we  will.— A  bereaved  husband  and 
father  thus  hails  the  recurrence  of  his  marriage  day:— **  OhI  csleDdar  of  erer* 
lasting  months— months  that,  like  the  mighty  rivers,  shall  flow  en  for  evo^  ^ 
mortal  as  thou,  Nile,  or  Danube,  Euphrates,  or  St.  Lawrence  !  and  ye,  vuuM 
and  winter,  day  and  night,  wherefore  do  ye  bring  round  continuaUy  your  sign^ 
and  seasons,  and  revolving  hours,  that  still  point  and  barb  the  anguish  of  local  le- 
coUections,  telling  me  of  this  and  that  celestial  morning  that  never  riiaH  retms, 
and  of  too  blessed  expectations,  travelling  like  yoursehres  throi^  a  kesvM^ 
zodiac  of  changes,  till  at  once  and  for  ever  they. sank  into  the  gravel"— 'Tw 
Bouaehold  Wreck,    (1838.) 

Again.  The  celebrated  Edward  Irving  is  thus  apostrophised:— "Tenw 
meteor  I  unhappy  son  of  fervid  genius,  whi<£  mastered  thyself  even  more  than  tae 
rapt  audiences  which  at  one  time  hung  upon  thy  lips!  were  the  cup  of  life  onoe 
again  presented  to  thy  lips,  wouldst  thou  drink  again;  or  wouldst  thou  not  ratbtf 
turn  away  from  it  with  shuddering  abondnation?  Sle^  BoaaefgesI  and  let  the 
memory  of  man  settle  only  upon  &y  colossal  powers^  without  a  thought  oC  those 
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bBgflited  fkee  be  looked  in  Tain,  among  <'  maay,  mwaj  mynad  of  femide 
fiuses**  iMixioiisly  scrotiiuBed  by  bim  in  later  Tisita  to  London,  when  Ae 

mt^lecftual  abeiralioiis  which  wese  more  powerM  fSor  thy  own  rain  than  ftr  the 
mialeadiiig  of  others  !** — Sketches  of  Life  and  Mcautert :  from  the  Antolndgrafhg  of  am 
SngUsk  Opnm-tater.    (1840.) 

To  bU early-lovt  rfster  pertafaie  Ihii  fragment:—"  Dear,  noUe  Elizabeth,  around 
niuae  ample  brow,  aa  often  aa  tfaj  sweet  eonateBanoe  rises  npen  the  darkntss,  I 
tuacy  a  tiara  of  light  or  a  gleaming  oMreola  in  token  of  thy  prematnre  ioteUectnal 
grandeur  ....  thou  next,  hut  after  an  interral  of  happy  /ears,  thou  also 
wert  summoned  away  from  our  nursery;  and  the  night  whicn  v>t  me  gathered 
upon  that  erent,  ran  after  my  steps  fkr  into  life;  and  perhaps  at  this  cUy  I  xe^ 
amble  Ittle  for  good  or  ill  tiiat  whieh  else  I  should  have  beoL  Pillar  of  iM 
UmX  didst  go  heibre  me  to  guide  and  to  quicken,— pillar  of  darkness,  when  thy 
countenance  was  turned  away  to  God,  that  didst  too  truly  rereal  to  my  dawning 
tera  ttie  secret  shadow  of  death,  by  what  mysterious  gravitation  was  it  that  s^ 
heart  bad  been  drawn  to  thine?" — Seleetions  Orave  and  Oay,  roL  i.    (1853.) 

Again,  take  the  peroration  of  the  *«Pleaa«reaofOi^um  :'*—<' Ota,  jttst,siibtte, 
and  nnghty  opium !  that  to  the  hearts  of  poor  and  rion  alike,  tor  tiie  woonda  Htmt 
will  never  neal,  and  for  '  the  pangs  that  tempt  the  spirit  to  rebel,'  hringeat  an 
assuaging  balm ;  eloquent  opium  I  that  with  thy  potent  rhetoric  stealest  away 
the  purposee  of  wrath ;  and  to  the  guilty  man  for  one  night  givest  back  Ihe  hopes 
of  hiayoatb,  and  hands  wadied  pure  from  blood;  and  to  nie  proud  man  a  brief 
oUiiioiiihr 

*  Wrongs  unredress'd,  and  insulta  unavenged ;' 
that  sammonest  to  the  chancery  of  dreams,  for  the  triumphs  of  suffering  inno- 
cence, fidse  witnesses;  and  confoundest  peijury;  and  dost  reverse  the  sentencea 
of  mulghteous  judges  :— thou  buildest  upon  the  bosom  of  darkness,  out  of  the 
ftataetie  imagery  of  the  brain,  cities  and  temple^  beyond  the  art  of  Phidias  and 
Prsoiteles — beyond  the  splendour  of  Babylon  and  Hekatompylos  :  and  *  from 
the  anarchy  of  dreaming  sleepy'  callest  into  sunny  light  the  facea  of  long -buried 
beauties,  and  the  blessed  household  countenances,  cleansed  from  the  *  dishoiwurs 
of  itte  grave.'  ** — CoHfesswta  of  an  English  Optum-sater,    Part  IL 

What  solemn  beauty,  what  perfectness  of  rhythm,  in  this  apostropibe  to  the 
Gieek  Antigone  !~**  Holy  heathen,  daughter  of  God,  before  God  waa  known* 
[lc  known  in  Greece],  *'  flower  from  Paradiae  after  Paradise  was  closed ;  that 
quitting  all  things  for  which  flesh  languishes,  safety  and  honour,  a  pmlaoe  and  a 
home,  ^dat  make  thyself  a  houseless  pariah,  lest  the  poor  pariah  king,  thy  out- 
east  fother,  riiould  want  a  hand  to  lead  him  in  his  darkness,  or  a  T<^oe  to  whisper 
eomfort  in  his  misery  ;  angel,  that  badest  depart  for  ever  the  glories  of  thy  own 
bndal  day,  leat  he  that  h^  shared  thy  nursery  in  childhood,  should  want  the 
honours  of  a  funeral;  idolatrous,  yet  Christian  Lady,  that  in  the  spirit  of  martyr- 
dom troddest  alone  the  yawning  billows  of  the  grave,  flving  ftrom  earthly  hopes, 
lest  everlasting  despair  should  settle  upea  the  grave  of  thy  brother,"  Sto^^Tke 
AaHsam  a  Sophoeks,   Part  L  (1844.) 

Prom  Antigone  turn  to  Joan  of  Are: — **  Daughter  of  Domr^my,  when  the  grati*  . 
tade  of  thy  Imig  shall  awaken,  thou  wilt  be  sleeping  the  sleep  of  the  dead.  Call 
her,  King  of  France,  but  she  will  not  hear  tiiee  I  (Ste  her  by  thy  ai^paritoit  to 
eome  and  receive  a  robe  of  honour,  but  she  wHl  be  found  en  comiimaee.  When  the 
thonders  of  universal  France^  as  even  yet  may  happen,  shall  pcodaim  the  gran* 
dsnr  of  the  poor  shepherd  girl  tliat  gave  up  all  for  her  cowitry—- thy  ear,  yomig 
shepherd  girl,  wiU  have  been  deaf  for  Ave  oenniries.  To  suflbr  and  to  do,  that 
waa  thy  portion  in  this  life ;  to  d»— never  for  thyself,  always  for  others;  to  sifer — 
never  hi  the  persons  of  generoas  duunpions,  always  in  thy  own  :^tfaat  was  thy 
destiny;  and  not  for  a  moment  was  it  Udden  from  thyself.  Lifo,  thou  saidst,  ia 
short:  and  the  sleep,  which  is  in  the  grave,  ia  long!  Let  me  use  that  Ufo,  so 
traasitoiy,  for  the  gk>ry  of  those  heavenly  dreams  destined  to  comfort  the  sksep 
t      which  is  so  long.'*-V(Nm  o^  Arc,    Part  L  (1847.) 

There  is  a  gmndly  pathetic  apostrophe  to  the  Bishop  of  Beanvaie,  in  the  seoond- 
part  of  the  essay  on  Joan  of  Arc;  but  ita  efibet  would  be  so  completely  lost  by 
parcel  quotation  (and  it  is  far  too  long  to  give  entire),  that  even  owr  sharp  prac- 
tice ia  decimating  fractions  and  compound  division,  shrinks  from  abridging  it. 
One  more  illustration,  however,  we  annex—suggested  l^  a  nearly  fhtal  aooidait 

2i>2 
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time  had  come  that  he  no  more  should  pace'  its  ^^neyer-ending  taraees  ;'^ 
no  more  "  should  dream,  and  wake  in  captiyity  to  the  pangs  of  hunger.** 
That  he  neyer  could  learn  a  syllable  of  her  fate,  this,  he  says  (1821), 
**  amongst  such  troubles  as  most  men  meet  with  in  this  life,  has  been  my 
heayiest  affliction."  And  what  reader  has  not  been  unforgetahly  moyed 
by  that  calm  intenral  of  yision  in  the  Opium-eater's  tumultuous  dreams, 
when  the  scene  was  in  the  East,  and  it  was  an  Easter  Sunday  in  May, 
yery  early  in  the  morning,  and  the  domes  and  cupolas  of  a  great  city 
were  yisible  in  the  remote  distance : — '^  And  not  a  bowshot  firom  me,  upon 
a  stone,  and  shaded  by  Judsean  palms,  there  sat  a  woman ;  and  I  looked ; 
and  it  was — Ann !  She  fixed  her  eyes  upon  me  earnestly ;  and  I  said  to 
her  at  length :  '  So  then  I  haye  found  you  at  last.'  I  waited :  but  she 
answered  me  not  a  word.  Her  face  was  the  same  as  when  I  saw  it  last, 
and  yet  again  how  different!  Seyenteen  years  ago  [t.tf.  a.d.  1802-3], 
when  the  lamp-light  fell  upon  her  £EU$e,  as  for  the  last  time  I  kissed  h^ 
lips  (lips,  Ann,  that  to  me  were  not  polluted),  her  eyes  were  streaming 
with  tears :  the  tears  were  now  wiped  away ;  she  seemed  more  beautiful 
than  she  was  at  that  time,  but  in  all  other  points  the  same,  and  not  older. 
Her  looks  were  tranquil,  but  with  unusual  solemnity  of  expression ;  and 
I  now  gazed  upon  her  with  some  awe,  butsuddenly  her  coimtenance  grew 
dim,  and,  turmng  to  the  mountains,  I  perceived  yapours  rolling  between 
us ;  in  a  moment  all  had  yanished ;  thick  darkness  came  on ;  and,  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye,  I  was  far  away  irom  mountains,  and  by  lamp-light 
in  Oxford-street,  walking  again  with  Ann — just  as  we  walked  seyenteen 
years  before,  when  we  were  both  children."t 

To  take  a  few  scattered  illustrations  of  a  wholly  diyerse  order. 

But,  be  it  premised,  we  here  tread  on  the  ground  of  griefs  the  allusions 
to  which  we  perhaps  arbitrarily  string  together ;  griefo  which  are  perhaps 
not  '*  self-interpreting ;"  and  which,  above  all,  may  be  considered  too 
sacred  to  be  babbled  about.  Yet,  inasmuch  as  the  author  has  written 
the  actual  paragraphs  in  question,  and  as  they  appear  to  us  instinct  with 
a  pathos  the  character  and  intensity  of  which  gathers  touchingly  in  sig- 
nificance by  their  juxtaposition,  we  trust  it  is  no  infringement  of  the 
dulce  et  decorum,  no  sacrilege  on  the  Sanctuary  of  Sorrow,  to  collate 
such  sundered  intimations  of  personal  affliction.     To  supply  any  due  to 

of  which  the  Opium-eater  was  ODce  a  shocked  witness,  and  the  memory  of  which 
formed  thenceforward  a  capital  feature  in  his  dreams : — "  Passion  of  Sudden 
^  Death  I  that  once  in  you^  I  read  and  interpreted  hy  the  shadows  of  thy  avoted 
'  signs ; — Rapture  of  panic  taking  the  shape,  which  amongst  tomhs  in  churches  I  bare 
seen,  of  woman  bursting  her  sepulchral  bonds— of  woman's  Ionic  fcnm  bending 
forward  from  the  ruins  of  her  grave,  with  arching  foot,  with  eyes  upraised,  with 
clasped  adoring  hands^waiting,  watching,  trembling,  praying,  for  the  trumpets 
call  to  rise  from  dnst  f^r  ever; — Ah !  vision  too  fearfUl  of  shuddering  humanity  on 
the  brink  of  abysses!  vision  that  didst  start  bade — that  didst  reel  away — like  a 
shivering  scroll  from  before  the  wrath  of  fire  racing  on  the  wings  of  the  wind ! 
Epilepsy  so  brief  of  horror— wherefore  is  it  that  thou  canst  not  die  ?  Passing  so 
suddenly  into  darkness,  wherefore  is  it  that  still  thou  sheddest  thv  sad  fiinml 
Uights  upon  the  gorgeous  mosaics  of  dreams  ?  Fragment  of  music  too  stem, 
heard  once  and  heard  no  more,  what  aileth  thee  that  thy  deep  roUing  chords  come 
up  at  intervals  through  aU  the  worids  of  sleep,  and  after  thirty  years  have  lost  no 
element  of  horror  ?**— T^  VUion  of  Sudden  Death.   (1849.) 

A  divine  apostrophe  to  Solitude,  and  others,  we  are  compelled  to  omit. 

*  So  then,  Oxfoini-street,  stony-hearted  stepmother!  thou  that  llstenest  to  the 
sighs  of  orphans,  and  drinkest  the  tears  of  children,  at  length  X  was  dismiswed 
ftom  thee^"  dLC^Con/essions  ofanE.O,  E.    Part  IL 

t  IWd.    «  The  Pams  of  Opium." 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


The  Pathos  of  Thomas  de  Qumcey.  397 

their  coherency — assmning  them  to  have  a  cohesive  affioitj  at  all — U 
ntt^lj  beyond  our  power  or  intent.  In  that  respect  they  must,  and  will 
we  think,  tell  (though  in  £Euntest  whisper,  though  in  broken  sigh,  though 
in  harried  ejaculation)  their  own  tale,  so  far  as  told  it  may  be. 

As  the  boy-yagrant  of  1802-3  traversed  the  streets  of  mighty  London, 
sometimes  he  would  wistfully  gaze  up  the  vista  of  the  northern  road,  and 
commune  with  his  agitated  heart,  and  say,  '^  K I  had  the  wings  of  a 
dove,  that  way  I  would  fly  for  comfort  In  that  northern  region 
whither  his  heart  tended,  it  was,  '^  even  in  that  very  valley,  nay,  in  that 
verv  house  to  which  his  erroneous  wishes  pointed,  that  the  second  birth 
of  his  sufferings  began."  There  it  was,  that  for  years  he  was  haunted 
£ke  Orestes — excepting  in  thb,  that  the  Greek  was  of  guilty  conscience^ 
and  that  to  him  sleep  came  as  a  blessed  balm,  but  to  the  Opium-eater  as  a 
Utter  scourge.  *<  My  Eumenides,  like  his,  were  at  my  bed-feet,  and 
stared  in  upon  me  through  the  curtains :  but,  watcMng  by  my  pillow,  or 
defrauding  herself  of  sleep  to  bear  me  company  throi^h  the  heavy 
watches  of  the  night,  sat  my  Electra :  for  thou,  beloved  M.,  dear  com- 
panion of  my  later  years,  thou  wast  my  Electra !  and  neither  in  nobility 
of  mind  nor  in  long-suffering  affliction,  wouldst  permit  that  a  Grecian 
nstar  should  excel  an  English  wife.  .  .  Nor,  even  when  thy  own  peace- 
ful slumbers  had  by  long  sympathy  become  infected  with  the  spectacle 
of  my  dread  contest  with  phantoms  and  shadowy  enemies  that  oftentimes 
bade  me  '  sleep  no  more !' — not  even  then  didst  thou  utter  a  complaint 
or  any  murmur,  nor  withdraw  thy  angelic  smiles,  nor  shrink  from  thy 
service  of  love  more  than  Electra  did  of  old.  For  she,  too,  though  she 
were  a  Grecian  woman,  and  the  daughter  of  the  King  of  Men,  yet  wept 
sometimes,  and  hid  her  hcQ  in  her  robe.^'* 

Giving  hints  to  a  supposed  artist  how  to  limn  the  interior  of  his  Gras- 
mere  cottage,  during  its  divinest  happiness,  the  Opium-eater  abruptly 
checks  himself  when,  in  gay  allusion  to  this  beloved  Presence,  he  had 
said — "Paint  her  arms  like  Aurora's,  and  her  smiles  like  Hebe's.'' 
Ihat  direction  must  be  cancelled.  ''  But  no,  dear  M.,  not  even  in  jest 
let  me  insinuate  that  thy  power  to  illuminate  my  cottage  rests  upon  a 
tenure  so  perishable  as  mere  personal  beauty ;  or  that  the  witchcntft  of 
angelic  smiles  lies  within  the  empire  of  any  earthly  pencil." t  And  now, 
to  testify  further  to  the  sovereignty  of  home  affections  in  thb  man's  deep 
heart — "personal  ties  which  would  for  ever  connect  him  with  the  sweet 
solitudes  [of  Grasmere]  by  powers  deep  as  life  and  awful  as  death,"  :^  and 
of  which  he  had  felt  a  prophetic  instinct  when,  ere  even  he  saw  iJiat  hill- 
country,  "  chasing  day-dreams  along  the  pictures  of  these  wild  moun- 
tunous  labyrinths,"  he  had  been  moved  to  exclum,  "Here,  in  some 
distant  year,  I  shall  be  shaken  with  love,  and  there  with  stormiest 
grief^"§ — to  illustrate  further  this  source  of  emotion,  and  the  tndi9^ 
pensableness\\  of  love  to  his  very  sense  of  life,ir  take  the  expressive  fiict, 

*  Confessions.    Part  II.  f  Ibid.    The  Pleasures  of  OpiumJ 

X  Lake  Reminiscences.    No.  I.    (1839.)  §  Ibid. 

f  ^ .  .  .  .  People  there  were  in  this  world  whose  respect  I  could  not  dispense 
with:  people  also  there  have  been  in  this  world  (alas!  alas!)  whose  love  was  to  me 
no  leas  indispensable.  Have  it  I  must,  or  life  would  have  had  no  value  in  my 
tyes." — Ibid, 

5  So  Mr.  Bailey  finely  says— or  his  strange  hero  for  him — 
"  I  cannot  live  uiJess  I  love  and  am  loved; 
Unless  I  have  the  young  and  beautiM 
Bound  up  like  pictures  in  my  book  of  life.**— uF««fi». 
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that  being  forced  in  1823  to  visit  London,  for  purposes  of  literary  toil, 
and  suffering  from  extreme  physical  depression,  increased  by  gnef  it 
what  seemed  a  state  of  permanent  exile  from  his  Westmorelaad  hone,— 
so  powerful  was  his  ^  feeling  of  some  long  never-ending  separation  fron 
his  family"  (his  *^  three  eldest  children  at  that  time  in  we  most  intensi- 
ing  stages  of  cluldhood  and  infiemcy"),  that  '^  at  length,  in  j^ure  weakne» 
of  mind,"  he  was  *^  obliged  to  relinquish  his  daily  walks  in  Hvde  2wk 
and  Kensington  Gardens,  from  the  misery  of  seeing  children  m  maU- 
tudes,  that  too  forcibly  recalled  his  own.  The  picture  of  Foix-ghyll,  my 
Westmoreland  abode,  and  the  solitary  fells  about  it,  upon  which  those 
were  roaming  whom  I  could  not  see,  was  for  ever  before  my  eyes."* 
Bende  this,  place  an  excerpt  from  the  opium-dreams — ^where  monstrovi 
scenery  of  the  East  revolted  the  dreamer— evil  eye'd  birds,  snakes,  sad 
crocodiles,  tormenting  his  sleep— especially  ''the  abominable  head  of  ths 
crocodile,  and  his  leering  eyes,"  under  a  thousand  repetitions  of  which  ths 
dreamer  stood  loathing  and  fascinated :  ''  And  so  o^aa  did  this  hideoof 
reptile  haunt  my  dreams,  that  many  times  die  very  same  dream  was  broksa 
up  in  the  very  same  way :  I  heard  gentle  voices  speaking  to  me  ...  tod 
instantly  I  awoke :  it  was  broad  noon ;  and  my  children  were  standiagi 
hand  in  hand,  at  my  bed-side ;  come  to  show  me  their  coloured  shoes,  or 
new  frocks,  or  to  let  me  see  them  dressed  for  going  out.  I  pzotest  tlist 
so  «wful  was  the  transition  from  the  damned  crocodile,  and  the  othsr 
unutterable  monsters  and  abortions  of  my  dreams,  to  the  sight  of  innooont 
human  natures  and  of  infismcy,  that,  in  the  mighty  and  sudden  reTulaoa 
of  mind,  I  wept,  and  could  not  forbear  it,  as  I  kissed  their  £Bces.''t 

Understand,  then,  read^,  the  intensity  of  anguish  such  a  nature  W 
susceptible  of,  when  assailed  in  that  particular  direction — there — 

there,  where  he  liad  gamer'd  up  his  heart ; 

Where  either  he  must  live,  or  bear  no  life. 

And  interpret  thereafter  the  profound  measure  of  his  sufiering,  wboi 
household  love  was  the  treasure  imperilled  or  wrecked.  Learn  ther^ 
how  crushing  a  burden  of  grief  the  Opium-eater's  dreams  imposed  on 
him,  when,  amid  such  thickly- serried  horrors  of  imagery,  his  ear  woaUte 
startled  by  ^'  trepidation,  as  of  female  and  infant  steps  ^at  fled,"  end 
''  ah !  rushing,  as  of  wings  that  chased,**}  when,  after  mystic  huntings  to 
and  fix),  of  innumerable  fu^tives,  and  tumultuous  processions  and  inter- 
minglings  of  darkness  and  Tights,  tempests  and  human  faces,  there  would 
come  "  at  last,  and  with  the  sense  that  all  was  lost,  femsde  fonnS)  sod 
tiie  features  that  were  worth  all  tiie  world  to  me,  and  but  a  moment 
allowed, — and  clasped  hands,  and  heart-breaking  partings,  and  ^^^'^ 
enrerlasting  farewells !  and  with  a  sigh,  such  as  the  caves  of  hell  sighed 
when  the  incestuous  mother  uttered  the  abhorred  name  of  Death,  tw 
sound  was  reverberated — everlasting  farewells  ;  and  again,  and  yet  again 
reverberated—everlasting  farewells  I 

<<  And  I  awoke  in  struggles,  and  ciied  aloud—'  I  will  sleep  no 
more.'"§ 

To  this  appalling  record  of  visionary,  but  not  unreal,  woe--ate^ 
overcharged  with  what  is  dreadful  and  "  curdling"  in  the  sublime--^ 
annex,  as  a  last  illustration  of  our  general  meaning,  a  passage  electnc  tf 

*  Recollections  of  Charles  Lamb.  NaH.  (Autobiogmphy  of  an  E.  0.  E.)  1^ 
t  Confessions.    PartIL  }  Vision  of  Sadden  Death.    (1849.) 

f  Cooi^ssions,  FartIL 
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erery  syllable  with  reality — ^a  passionate  memorial  of  harrowing  ex- 
periences— than  which  we  remember  no  passage  more  painfully  charac- 
teristic, more  idiosyncraticaUy  pathetic,  more  wildly  wailing,  in  all  the 
writings  of  Thomas  de  Quincey.  He  has  been  speaking  of  the  im- 
pression produced  by  the  love  of  woman — ^there  recurs  to  him,  in  thus 
making,  an  echo  of  '^  young,  melodious  laughter"— he  recals  "  years 
nrongh  which,''  he  piteously  says,  *^  a  shadow  as  of  sad  eclipse  sate 
and  rested  upon  my  &eohie6  ;  years  through  which  I  was  careless  of  all 
bnt  those  wno  lived  within  mp*  inner  cirde,  within  *my  heart  of 
hearts  ;'  years-^ah !  heavenly  years ! — through  which  I  Htco,  beloved ! 
wUh  thee,  to  tbee,  for  thee,  oy  thee !  Ah !  happy,  happy  years  I  in 
wiuch  I  was  a  mere  football  of  reproach,  but  in  which  every  wind  and 
SDimding  hurricane  of  wrath  or  contonpt  flew  by  hke  chasing  enemies 
paat  some  defying  gates  of  adamant,  and  leflb  me  too  blessed  in  thy 
sanies — angel  of  Hfe ! — to  heed  the  curses  or  the  mocking  which  some- 
tinea  I  heard  raving  outside  of  our  impregnable  Eden  ; ...  as  much 
flbftiaeted  from  all  which  concerned  the  world  outside  ...  as  though  I 
had  lived  with  the  darlings  of  my  heart  in  the  centre  of  Canadian  forests, 

and  all  men  else  in  the  centre  of  Hindostan" *^  O  heart,  why  art 

thov  disquieted  ?  Tempestuous,  rebellious  heart  I  ah,  wherefore  art  thou 
itiH  dreaiming  of  things  so  long  gone  by  ?  of  expectations  that  could  not 
be  lolfilled,  that,  being  mortal,  must,  in  some  point,  have  a  mortal  taint ! 
Bmply,  empty  thoughts  !  vanity  of  vanities !  Yet  no,  not  always ;  for 
scnnetimes^  after  days  of  intellectual  toil,  when  half  tJie  whole  world  is 
dreaming — I  wn^  my  head  in  the  bed-clothes, ....  and  then  through 
Uiading  tears  I  see  again  that  golden  gate ;  agiun  I  stand  waiting  at  die 
entnmoe ;  nntil  dreams  come  that  carry  me  once  more  to  the  Paradise 
beyond.  ^ 

Shall  we  comment  on  this  outburst,  in  our  puny  rieht  of  criticaster  ? 
Pshaw,  criticaster !  add  not  thereto,  lest  thou  dimmish  from  it  Or  in« 
dite  a  peroration  to  this  paper  1%  Pshaw,  criticaster !  forget  thy  puling 
•elf;  and  if  thy  hands  are  not  to  thine  eyes,  lay  thy  hands  upon  thy 
mouth. 

*  Greatly  would  this  extract  gain  in  import  by  our  supplying  the  context. 
But,  apart  from  the  limits  of  space,  firom  which  we  have  allowed  so  many  pre- 
ce£ng  extracts  to  8u£fer,  this  context  involves  distressing  associations,  now  con- 
nected with  the  illustrious  dead. 
.  t  Lake  Beminiscenoes.    (1839.) 

X  Limits  dtjwrt,  already  defacio  transgressed,  forbid  absolutely  the  insertion 
we  had  mutated  of  other  and  miscellaneous  illustrations  of  the  Opium-eater's 
pathos.  An  interesting  example  of  his  singular  capacity  of  grief,  and  of  giving 
sorrow  words  (in  impassioned  review),  we  can  now  only  refer  to,  in  his  story  of 
te  early  death  of  Catherine  Wordsworth,  and  its  stunning  effect  on  himself, 
Baking  Idm  "  like  one,**  in  Shelley's  words, 

"  Like  one  who  loved  beyond  his  Kature's  law, 
And  in  despair  had  cast  him  down  to  die,** 
on  tiie  child's  new-made  grave.  Let  the  reader  who  would  follow  up  the  subject, 
examine  (among  the  papers  we  had  marked  for  extract^  "  The  Household  Wreck*^ 
(1838),  parts  of  "  Joan  of  Arc"  (1847),  and  the  «  Nautico-Military  Nun  of  Spain" 
(1847),  the  introduction  to  ^e  essay  on  Sir  l^liam  Hamilton  (1853),  &c.,  be- 
sides the  "  Suspiria,**  the  **  Lake  Beminiscences,"  and  the  opening  volume  of 
the  collected  (or  rather  selected)  works,  now  in  course  of  publication.  The  second 
vohune  of  which  is  due  this  present  month  (August). 
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THE    NIGHT- ALARM. 

•  

Bt  H.  Spic£R,  Esq., 
authob  of  ^*  sights  and  sounds.'' 

The  capacious  and  cheerful  servants'  hall  in  the  mansion  of  worthy 
Mr.  Lovelands,  one  of  the  lesser  merchant-princes  of  Laneasbire,  eihi* 
bited  on  the  evening  of  the  20th  of  November,  1852,  an  aspect  greatlv  at 
variance  with  the  looks  and  occupation  of  Madam  Nature  without.  She, 
good  ladj,  with  her  cap  torn  to  ribbons,  her  hair  about  her  ears,  her 
whole  attire  sadly  discomposed,  and  herself  altogether  as  unlike  as  pos- 
sible to  the  trim  housewife  she  arose,  was  in  the  very  thick  of  one  of 
those  sudden  storms  that  so  often  disarrange  her  domestic  economy* 
She  had  been  extremely  hysterical  since  noon ;  had,  during^  the  last 
paroxysm,  completely  exhausted  herself  with  alternate  raving  and  moan- 
mg ;  and,  at  the  moment  our  tale  opens,  was  sullenly  weeping  over  the 
remnants  of  her  autumn  pride,  now  scattered  in  every  direction,  over  ter- 
race, lawn,  and  glade. 

Could  Mr.  G.  P.  R.  James  have  peeped  throudb  the  storm-beaten  case- 
ment into  the  ruddy  world  within,  it  might  have  suggested  to  him  a 
pleaslne  variation  upon  the  inn  pariour  in  whidi  are  seated  the  immortol 
two,  refreshing  their  duality  witii  the  indestructible  pasty,  flanked  by  its 
£uthful  ally,  tibe  evergreen  flagon  of  mellow  October. 

It  really  seemed  absurd,  that  easy,  gentle,  charitable  Mr.  LovelsDds, 
should  have  ever  made  his  comfortable  fortune  by  iron  I  He  was  a  model 
master ;  that  is  to  say,  in  retiring  from  business,  he  penmtted  his  burinesi- 
habits  to  retire  from  him.  His  butler,  housekeeper,  and  coachmso, 
arranged  aU  financial  matters  in  a  joint-committee,  and  the  books  were 
regularly  audited  by  master  eveiy  Saturday — a  process  simple  enough,  it 
being  comprised  in  drawing  forth  his  cheque-book  and  disbursing  what- 
ever the  total  happened  to  be.  No  wonder  his  servants  loved  bun,  and 
his  excellent  lady,  and  his  amiable  son,  Mr.  Peter,  and  permitted  no 
living  soul  to  rob  him — but  themselves. 

On  the  occasion  we  speak  of,  there  were  assembled  in  ante-praadial 
chat,  or  cogitation,  the  following  members  of  the  lower,  and,  as  sometimes 
happens,  more  powerful  house,  viz.,  Mrs.  Plumbly,  housekeeper  (with  a 
private  room,  when  she  chose  to  assert  her  dignity) ;  Mrs.  Turnover, 
cook;  Miss  Jessy,  lady's-maid;  Miss  Poke,  kitchen  ditto ;  Mr. Thomas, 
footman  (and  arbiter  eUgantiarum) ;  Mr.  Wrumble,  coachman ;  Vi* 
Harry,  groom  ;  and  Master  Buttons,  page  and  tea-boy.  Mr.  Bam,  the 
butler,  was  absent  on  a  special  summons  to  the  upper  house,  and  his  re- 
turn, as  the  signal  for  supper,  was  looked  for  with  conaderable  impa* 
tience. 

Mr.  Thomas,  who  took  in  his  master's  papers,  was  seated  in  an  atti- 
tude at  once  easy  and  graceful,  on  the  dresser,  and  had  been  begmUng 
the  tardy  moments  with  snatches  of  news,  addressed  from  time  to  tuns 
to  the  company  present.  We  take  up  the  conversation  at  the  condosion 
of  a  paragraph  apparently  of  more  than  common  interest. 

"  Well,  I  never !"  said  Mrs,  Turnover. 

'*  What  oudacious  creatures  !"  said  Poke. 
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Mr.  Thomas  continued  to  read : — '<  *  Muster  Holfbrd  is  at  present  in 
Axneriky '  " 

**  Ojous  TiUins !"  burst  in  Poke.  "  They  knew  'it,  and  thought  they 
oould  get  at  the  plate  unbeknown." 

Thomas  resumed : 

**  ^  It  is  supposed  as  a  hentranee  was  affected  by  means  of  a  jemmy.'  '* 

**  Ah,  that  Jemmy!"  remarked  the  housekeeper.  **  Oh,  James, 
Jflunes,  Tye  heerd  of  you  before.  You  seems  to  know  the  way  into 
everybody's  house.  Buttons,  don't  forget  the  window-bell  in  master's 
study  to-night" 

**  No,  mum,"  responded  Buttons. 

'*  What  were  you  reading  about  the  irillin  in  the  bush,  Mr.  Thomas  ?** 
asked  the  cook. 

^*  He  hid  himself  there,  Mrs.  Tmnover,  when  he  saw  Muster  Paul, 
the  butler,  and  his  six  men ;  and  as  he  seemed  to  be  unarmed,  and  cried 
for  mercy.  Muster  Paul  diought  it  was  all  right,  and,  like  a  brave  Briton, 
walked  up  and  shot  him  through  the  head.     He's  killed !" 

'*  And  I  hope  it  will  be  a  warning  to  him,"  said  Mrs.  Plumbly,  who 
was  sliffhdy  deaf,  and  had  lost  the  concluding  words.  ^*  But  where  was 
the  pehsse?" 

^*  The  pelisse,"  said  Thomas,  refenring  to  the  paper, ''  *  were  extremely 
actiTe — on  the  following  morning.'  Yes,  that's  sJways  the  Lon'on  way. 
The  day  after  the  shindy." 

"  Shindy^  Mr.  Thomas  !"  said  Jessy ;  "  'ow  vulgar !" 

'*  WeU,"  said  Thomas,  insensible  to  the  reproof,  "  I  hopes  Muster 
HoUbrd  wiU  behave  handsome.  Servants  expects  to  be  paid  for  beating 
off  thieves.     There's  such  temptations  to  be  dishonest  I" 

"  That's  very  true,  Thomas,  sighed  the  cook.  "  Ev'n  in  the  matter  of 
dripping,  it*s  hard  to  keep  one's  fingers  dean." 

"  And,"  observed  Poke,  "  service,  you  know,  Mr.  Thomas,  is  no " 

''  Inheritance,  you  were  about  to  say.  Miss  Poke,"  said  Thomas, 
loftily.  ''  No,  ma'am,  I  hope  it  is  not  I  don't  want  my  progenitors, 
fot  inborn  ages,  to  sport  the  plush.  If  /  demean  myself — if  I,  Thomas 
Pipping^n,  forget  myself  so  far  as  to  scrub  dining-tables  and  answer 
bells,  it  is  simply  because ^ 

Here  the  bell  rang. 

"  I  can't  help  it,"  concluded  Thomas,  as  he  quitted  the  room. 

"  Well,"  said  the  housekeeper,  "  I'm  in  hopes  that  queer  visitor  is 
going  at  last.     Yes,  there's  the  parlour  door.     Well,  Thomas  ?"  she  con- 
tinued, as  he  re-appeared. 
*  Thomas  was  more  elegant  than  ever. 

*<  I  shall  reelly  disregeeard  the  parlour-bell,"  he  siud,  affectedly,  *^  if 
master  is  not  more  considerate  to  one*s  feelin's.  Mr.  Bam  is  to  open  the 
door,  and  he  was  listening  at  the  parlour  keyhole,  to  be  ready.  When 
he  comes,  we  shall  have  a  chance  of  supper." 

'*  Bam,"  growled  Mr.  Wrumble,  who  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  "  is  the 
man  for  my  money.  Kthis  'ere  house  was  'tempted  now,  and  thieves  was 
lurking  in  bushes  a-crying  for  mercy,  he'd  just  shoot  'em  all,  and  no  mis- 
take." 

^*  Hooray  !*'  said  Buttons,  excited. 

'<  He's  the  coolest  man,  Bam,"  said  Jessy.  <*  Don't  you  remember 
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that  night  when  the  M.  picture  came  lombering  down,  aiad  we  all  tan 
shrieking  ahout,  how  hara  it  was  to  get  him  to  take  the  trouble  to  wake 
and  see  what  was  the  matter?  Nothing  erer  frig^utens  himu  He*t  moce 
like  a  handitty  than  a  hutler.^ 

^^  Yes,  drat  that  Bam,"  said  the  cook,  in  corrohoratioD  ;  *^  if  a  boor- 
eonstructor  was  to  march  into  this  kitchen,  and  sit  down  on  the  dresser, 
he  wouldn't  move — ^not  he." 

^<  Hooray  I"  said  Buttons. 

'^  Hush,  Buttons,"  said  Jessy.     ^  Here  he  is." 

And  so,  indeed,  he  wa$y  but  with  such  an  asj^t  as  indnoed  evsiy 
one  present  (Wrumble  excepted,  who  bad  sunk  mto  a  soft  alomber)  to 
start  to  their  feet  in  alarm  and  agitation  scaroely  less  than  bis  own. 

<'  Parlour  chimney  a-fire  ?"  exclaimed  the  housekeeper. 

'<  Missis  in  a  fit?"  shrined  Jessy. 

*^  The  cob  ain't  cast  bisself,  vwKrfyV^  said  Harry,  half  in  aoliloqiiy. 

The  butler  gazed  wildly  round,  and  sank  into  tlie  neax«9t  diair. 

*'  Neither  cob  nor  cbimley,"  he  gasped  out,  with  difficulty.  ^  But — 
bat — Master  Peter's  taken  up,  and  he's  goii^  in  the  coach  to  Lon'on, 
for  to  be  tried  !" 

«  Master  Peter  I"  "  Tried  !"  «  Lon'on  I"  «  Taken  up  I"  "  That  gentle 
ereeter,  as  never  harmed  a  babe  unborn !" 

Such  were  some  of  the  ejaculations  which  burnt  from  the  astoniflhsd 
circle. 

"  It's  true,"  resumed  Mr.  Bam,  growing  somewhat  calmer.  ^  I  have 
just  let  the  villin  out  that  did  it^little  Tadpole^  the  lawyer's  de^  at 
MaUon." 

''Rim!  That  hop-o'-my-thumb!"  said  Hany,  soOTnfully.  "  Fd 
itoff  him  into  my  jacket  podcet ;  only,"  added  Harry,  on  ocmmeratioii, 
^'  being  a  'torney,  he'd  steal  the  browns." 

*'  He's  the  law's  ambassager,  as  we  may  say,  gentlemen,"  obsmed 
Mr.  Bam,  with  an  air  of  some  severity,  *'  and,  consequentially,  entitled 
to  be  spoke  of  respectfully — ^the  little  hw^  !  He  had  the  impudence  to 
wish  me  good  evening  as  he  went  out,  and  that  after  I  had  seen  him  ge 
1^  to  Master  Peter,  and  e;ive  him  the  spoener." 

''  Did  it  hurt  him  much  ?"  asked  Poke. 

"  Not  at  all,"  returned  Mr.  Bam.     «  He  put  it  in  his  pocket." 

*'  Ah,  he  was  always  a  weak-sperretted  ereeter,"  sigbed  the  house' 
ke^r. 

''  Excuse  me,  Mr.  Bam,"  said  Thomas,  ''  perhaps--eh — ^these  hidiel 
might  like  to  know  exactly  what  a  spcener  ti." 

''  A  spcener,  ladies,"  said  the  builer,  '^  is  a  sort  of  potite  message,  io- 
liting  you  in  the  Querai's  name-— God  bless  her!— to  come  forward  9m 
aaqplain  why  you  would  rather  not  be  transported  for  life." 

^  Tran^KMrted !  Hooray  1"  shouted  the  excitable  Buttons,  whose  ide* 
of  transportation  only  suggested  a  row  of  some  desoriptlcm. 

*'  Be  silent,  boy,"  said  Mr.  Bam,  severely. 

<'  But  master  and  missis,"  said  Mrs.  Turnover.     <'  What  did  Xi^  do  ^ 

<<  Nothing.  Master  started  like,  and  dien  he  offered  Tadpole  a  glsi> 
of  wme. 

"  Surely,  Mr.  Bam,  you  mistake,"  said  Jessy.  "  Master  would  d*'*' 
^  so  polite  to——" 
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Kr.  Btm  drew  bimedf  ». 

^  Ijadifis,''  he  nid,  ^  I  beliere  I  am  not  in  ifae  liabtts  of  mistaking. 
Master,  he  gays  to  Matter  Petec,  sajci  he,  *  jon  must  go^  my  dear  boy. 
There's  no  help.  You  didn't  think,  Peter,  that  you'd  have  to  iqipearbe- 
fiise  iS6»  judges;  hot  keep  a  good  heart,'  says  ha; '  it  may  all  said  well 

V  At  all  events,"  jpnt  in  Poke,  ^^he's  going  to  Lon'on,  and  thai^s  a 
dr^idful  plaoe^  by  all  aoeoants.  My  eoosin,  as  is  in  place  there,  says 
there's  pitfalls  dug  in  every  street ;  and  a  great  square,  called  Common- 
gparden,  quite  paved  with  the  bones  of  poor  ooontry  fialks  who  eome  up  to 

sell  cabbages,  and ^ 

«<  Are  cabbaged  themselves,''  said  Bam«  <<No,  no^  I  don't  tUnk 
LfOn'on's  quite  so  bad  as  that  I've  been  there,  and  never  lost  nothing, 
'oept  my  way,  and,"  concluded  fiam,  reoJlecting  himself  ^  a  watch." 

**  Afa^  you  Mr.  Bam!"  said  Poke.  <<fiut  ^n  don't  care  for  nobody. 
I  neversee  sudi  a  man;  you  need  have  nine  hves.  If  Master  Peter  goes 
to  Ijon'on,  we  may  take  our  leaves  of  him.  He'll  be  nnndeisd  and  put 
W,  and  nobody  will  know  nothing  about  it  till  his  unbnried  sperrit  wiuks 
throo^  my  scullery.     Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear!  I  wish  I  was  a  man." 

^  Udlo,  Miss  Poke !  Hold  up.  8teailf  ,"  said  Harry,  in  a  cautionary 
tone,  as  though  he  were  addressing  a  skittish  oolt 

<<  And  'qiose  you  vos,  Sfiss  Forrard,"  observed  the  oook,  ^  what  would 
you  do?" 

«I'd  smash  ^t  cussed  Tadpole  into  little  Uts,"  said  Poke.  ^  Why 
is  Ae  to  come  with  his  sposners  to  ikaa  'ere  ^ppy  'ome,  invitmg  Mastsr 
Peter  to  be  tnmsported,  and  making  evefybodjr  low?  He^s  worse  Aan 
Ally  Croaker." 

''AllytrAor  said  Thomas. 

^  I  mean  Ally  Baby  and  her  forty  thieves.     I  only  wish  I  was  a 
if 


^  Upon  my  word,  young  woman,"  began  the  housekeeper,  gravely;  but 
Poke,  whose  spirit  was  up,  cut  her  short 

"  Very  well.  I'm  a  young  woman,  am  I  ?  Thank  you  keeindly, 
na'am.  You  alwajrs  gives  me  your  good  word.  What  next,  I  wonder? 
But  never  mind.  I  know  Fm  only  a  poor  kitchen-maid,  but  all  folks 
knows  that  some  folks  were  once  no  better  than  other  folks,  and  may  live 
to  be  worse,  if  they  don't  mend  their  manners.  Pooh,  Mrs.  Plumbly, 
don't  be  angry.  Don't  put  jrouiself  in  a  £uitirue,  ma'am.  /  don't  care. 
But  I  do  wonder  you're  not  ashamed  of  yoursd^  to  sit  there,  a-twiddUng 
of  your  thumbs,  and  Master  Peter  g — g — agoing*— to — to 

And  Poke  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

"  Well,"  said  Jes^,  sobbing'  hysterically,  for  company,  "  I  do  think 
Poke*s  right  I  almost  wish  I  was  a  man  too.  Oh,  Mr.  Bam— oh,  Bam^ 
Bam— fie!" 

''  Ok^JUr  repeated  that  gentleman,  rathm  taken  aback  by  the  sudden 
change  of  pc^ular  feeling.     **  Why,  what  could  /  do  ?" 

**  With  your  c— c — courage,  and  aU !"  murmured  Poke. 

<<  fFhat'^ould — I-^dor  roared  the  batted  Bam. 

"Just  pushed  Tadpole  down  stairs — or  set  fire  to  his  coat-tails— Or 
sthing." 
'  I'm  sorry  I  didn't,"  said  Bam.     *^  It  reaHy  didn't  ooeur  to  ma,  or 
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else The  Tillin !    The  grinning  litde  seedy-coated  socmndrel !    K I 

had  only  ihouff^ht  of  it — or  u  anything  could  only  bring  him  bade * 

A  sudden  knock  at  the  window,  made  all  the  party  start  but  Mr, 
Wrumble,  who  simply  snorted  in  his  dream. 

<<  What  the  deuce  can  that  be  ?"  said  Mr.  Bam,  in  a  slightly  agitated 
▼oice. 

"  Don't  say  *  deuce,'  '*  whispered  Mrs.  Turnover. 

^*  Olv  my  gracious !"  said  Jessy,  *'  if  it  should  be  buglers  ?" 

<<  Buttons,''  said  Thcmias,  *'  see  who's  there." 

<<  I  wority'^  sobbed  the  tea-boy. 

<<  Thomas  I"  said  Mr.  Bam,  indicating  the  window. 

'<  'Tun't  0^  place,'*  replied  that  gentleman,  curtly. 

<<  Harry !  Harry !"  said  the  buder. 

Singularly  enough,  Harry  slej^t. 

''  EBllo,  youl"  cried  a  voice  without.     "  Is  any  one  there  ?" 

<*Too  many  for  you^  old  chaps,"  replied  Mr.. Bam,  with  sprit. 
<<  Fourteen  men — women  included — nine  blunderi>usses,  the  poker  red- 
hot,  and  ^e  plate  at  the  bank." 

"  Nonsense  I     Open  the  window,  man,"  sidd  the  voice,  impatiently. 

^  My  stars  and  wingumbobs !"  cried  Poke,  ''if  it  ain't  that  Tadpolel 
How  providential !     You  was  wishing  for  him,  Mr.  Bam." 

''  Courage,  Mr.  Bam.  You're  not  afraid,  sir!"  said  Harry,  suddenly 
awaking. 

<<  Afraid!  I  ?— Ha,  ha,  ha!  Make  way  there !"  said  the  reckless  buder, 
i^proaching  the  window  in  the  most  daring  manner,  while  cries  of 
^'  Brayvo  1"  '*  Hooray !"  &c,  &c,  accompanied  the  demonstration. 

The  butler  paused. 

''  I  am  about,*'  he  sud,  addressing  the  party  behind  him,  ''  to  open 
that  window,  and  admit  the  whole  of  the  desperate  gang,  or — ^whoever  it 
may  be.  Arm  yourselves  with  such  weapons  as  come  most  readily  to 
hand,  and  defend  your  master's  property.  No  quarter — ^rde  Britannia! 
and  open  the  window,"  concluded  Mr.  Bam,  in  a  breath. 

"With  these  words  he  threw  open  the  casement,  and,  with  a  single 
spring  like  a  harlequin,  in  lei^>ed  Mr.  Tadpole,  his  clothes  torn,  and  his 
whole  person  plastered  with  mud  from  head  to  foot. 

"  I  say,  here's  a  jo%  go  1"  he  gasped. 

"  Oh,  sir,  is  it  ^otfr*.  said  Mr.  Bam. 

'<  Gracefrd  'Evins  I"  g'aculated  Poke,  ''  what  a  figure  of  fun  !" 

''  Fun,  eh!  Very  likely.  I  had  a  &11  in  trying  to  climb  over  the 
park-gate." 

'<  What,  is  it  bolted,  sir  ?"  said  Bam. 

''  Yes,  and  the  porter  too.  At  leasl^  I  could  make  no  one  hear.  I 
didn't  like  to  disturb  the  funily." 

"  The  ojous  hypocrite !"  sud  Poke,  aside. 

^'  I  say,  lend  us  a  clothes-brush  some  of  yon,"  continued  Tadpole. 

''  We  am't  got  no  lucksberies  here,"  said  Harry,  with  a  grin,  ''  but 
here's  a  currycomb." 

An  insulting  laugh  followed  this  first  hostile  demonstratioiL'  Tadpole 
stared. 

''  You  all  seem  very  merry  over  a  man's  misfortunes.  What  the  deooe^ 
now,  were  you  all  domg  with  these  fire-irons  and  broomsticks?" 
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**  Having  a  Christmas  gambol,  sir,"  said  Thomas,  with  ready  wit. 

**  Christmas  gambol  in  November  ?  Well,  fire  away*  Let's  see  the 
fim.     Don't  stop  for  me,  I  beg." 

*'  Please,  sir,  said  Poke,  with  a  solemn  cmrtsey,  ^^  we  wouldn't  take 
the  liberties." 

**  Why,  I  do  believe  I  firightened  the  whole  kit  of  you.  What  did 
you  take  me  for  ? — a  thief  ?" 

*'  Wuss,"  said  some  one,  emphatically. 

<*  An  assassin?" 

**  Wuss  still." 

«  A  ghost  ?" 

**  A  Httle  villin  that'll  never  do  no  more  harm,"  said  Poke,  who  had 
qmeily  edged  round  him,  and  now  flung  a  large  dishcloth  over  his 
head. 

*^  Here,  Thomas  I  Harry !  Buttons  !  catch  his  leg.  Ah,  you  may 
struggle.  He's  biting — ^the  coward !  Ah,  would  you  ?  There — he's 
€aat.     Now,  what  shall  we  do  with  him  ?" 

The  unfortunate  youth  was  indeed  completely  fast,  and  could  neither 
moTe  nor  shout  for  help.  But  the  conflict  had  not  been  noiseless,  and  a 
doer  was  heard  above. 

'<  Hark !"  said  Mrs.  Turnover.  <'  I'm  sure  I  heard  master.  Quick, 
Bam  !     Push  the  Kttle  diwle  into  your  pantiy." 

"  The  cellar,"  suggested  Poke. 

^'  No,  the  coal-hole's  good  enough  for  he,"  said  Harry.  *^  Get  along, 
you  contraiiy  creeter ;"  and,  with  Bam's  assistance,  the  captive  was  forced 
into  the  dark  den. 

He  was  barely  concealed  and  the  door  closed,  when  Mr.  Lovelands, 
en  robe  de  chambre^  made  his  appearance  on  the  scene. 

**  What  does  this  tumult  mean  ?"  he  asked,  sternly  for  him,  "  I  have 
been  accustomed  to  imagine  my  servants  quiet  and  respectably-conducted, 
hot  really  this  uproar  is  worthy  of  Bedlam  !  I  desire,  Mrs.  Plumbly,  to 
bear  from  you  some  explanation  of  this  disgracefol  disturbance." 

*'Sir — t—eh?"  stammered  the  lady  addressed.  "I  can't  say  as  I 
heard  much. 

"  It  is  very  extraordinary.  Your  mistress  and  myself  heard  it  dis- 
tinctly enough.  It  is  at  least  fortunate  that  you  permitted  my  visitor — 
my  good  friend  Mr.  Tadpole — to  depart  before  you  commenced  it." 

A  loud  kicking  at  a  distant  door  interrupted  him. 

*'  Puss  !  be  quiet,"  said  Poke,  at  a  venture. 

*'  Puss !  It's  more  like  a  sledge-hammer,"  remarked  Mr.  Lovelands. 
**  What  is  it  ?" 

Nobody  replied ;  and  the  dead  pause  was  enlivened  by  a  second  volley 
of  kicks,  that  almost  shook  the  floor. 

**  What  is  that,  I  ask  ?  If  some  one  does  not  speak  immediately,  I'll 
•end  for  the  police." 

*^  Oh,  sir,  don't,  please,"  said  several. 

^^  /  don't  care.  I'll  speak,"  said  the  impetuous  Poke.  <<  If  yon  please, 
sir,  we " 

Another  terrific  thump. 

<*  Please,  sir,"  said  Thomas,  '<ifs  the  carpenter.  He's  putting  up  the 
decanter-stands  that  Buttons  broke." 
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<a  didoV  fi«d  Bvttai.    «  Oh,  jrda  stofy-taUer  I" 

«<  Yott  hare  mbm  one  ooniaed  xtk  tibe  oellar,  «id  I  wSl  aae  who 

<<  OIh  sbv  dQii!t»''  stkl  Pdw.    <<  OIv  if  yoo  pfeaae^  sir,  HViH  fbrilie 
best" 

<<ForthebMi!     Nodmmm.     Staai  arida.*' 

Mr.  Bam  ^lanUy  threw  himself  into  the  fareadi. 

<<  Well,  sir,**  he  began — '*  hem! — ytn  •ee—imderateiidingMlitta  in- 
terfering person,  Master  Tadpole,  had  come  here  to  spoener  l^Mtor  Peter, 
we  felt  we  couldn't  stand  it,  and  so,  when  we  heard  (for  the  words  often 
comes  down  the  chimley  quite  distinct)  that  Master  Peter  was  to  m  to 
Lon'on  to  be  transported,  and  what  not,  why  then  we  got  ta  eouA^ter- 
ing  how  we  could  perweat  it ;  and,  just  then,  it  happened  tiiat  Ma 
Tadpole  come  knocking  at  the  kitchen  window,  and  we  thought  *t 
only  thie?es,  but  'twas  mm— Jnmsetf  I" 

^^  Tott  don't  mean  to  tell  me  you— —" 

^<  And  so,  sir.  Poke  threw  a  dididoth  orer  hit  bead." 

«"  So  I  did,  and  I'm  glad  of  it,"  said  the  lady  nfianad  to.    <'  nenaa 
tied  his  anna." 

"  And  Buttons,"  said  Bam,  solemnly — <<  Buttons, 


*'  Good  God !  man,  what  do  you  mean  Y*  asdaimed  Loreiattds^ 
pale.     "  The  boy  cut  his  throat  f" 

*^  No,  sir,  no,  Ueai  yoiv  heart.  The  boy  oat  his  stick,  I  was  argoing'  to 
say,  and  hid  hisself  in  a  comer." 

<<  The  wisest  of  the  party,"  said  Mr.  Lovelands,  mndi  ralieyod* 
<<  Now  listen  to  me,  my  mends.  Yon  have  all  been  miking  great  fixJs 
of  yourselves,  and  Tery  sadly  iU-nung  a  worthy  youag  gentleman  who 
came  hither  on  business  fixun  my  esculent  solicitor  a^  friend,  Mr. 
MaokralL  The  matter  is  of  mneh  interest,  and  frau^  witli  great 
future  beneBt  to  your  friend.  Master  Peter.  The  lalmBna,  wfaUi  m 
alarmed  yen,  is  a  mere  legal  form,  int^ided  to  saenre  the  attendance  of 
a  necessary  witnees*  Your  intentioas,  I  doubt  not,  are  ezcdlent ;  bol^ 
in  future,  before  yon  attempt  to  take  justice  into  your  own  handa,  tite 
care  that  your  ignoranea  ao  not  beteay  yon  into  still  mc^e  dangerous 
error — nay,  into  crime." 

With  these  words  he  desosnded  to  die  cellars,  and  qmeldy  returned 
with  the  captive  on  his  ana. 

<<  I  desire,"  he  resumed,  <<  that  you  will  now  all  apologise  to  my  friend 
for  this  extraordinary  outrage.     Mrs.  Humbly,  you  will  begm." 

'*  Sir,'*  said  Mrs.  rlumbly,  succinctly,  **  Pm  sorry.  I  thoij^ht  yon  was 
a  w^per." 

<'  I  must  be,  soon,"  muttered  poor  Tadpole,  looking  ruefrJly  at  Ua 
bespattered  attire. 

<*  Please,  Mr.  Tadpole,  sir,"  said  the  cook,  '<I  beg  your  parding,  and 
will  you  let  me  get  you  something  for  supper  ?  Just  a  homlette,  or  a 
nice  cold  Norfolk  dumpliag  ?" 

«  No,  no— psha  I" 

<<  Bless  me,"  said  Poke,  **  if  my  dishcloth  ain*t  a-hanging  to  his  coat 
still!  Oh,  goodneas  I  .  If  you  please,  sir,  there's  a  Ut  of  ftiff  on  yoor 
collar."    And  she  whisked  off  the  clodk 
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^  Ott^  ifoman^'*  said  Tadpoie^  shriDking.  ^  Formerey'fl  sake,  sir,  keep 
off  rtiaii  blMk-^ed  Tizvik— she's  the  worst  of  Ae  lot  P* 

^'Oh,  he's  afraid  of  mel**  exokdmed  Pbke.  *' Weil,  I  nerer!  01^ 
go  along  wiih  yoa>     I  briioTe,  after  all,  you're  no  better  dmn  jaa 

^  Woman,  yoa  forget  Tounpetf,'*  said  bernasler,  sternlj. 

Poke  tossed  hw  hcM. 

^  I  gii^es  warning  where  I  stands." 

« C^e,  eome,**  sakl  Tadp(4e,  leeovering  his  natural  good*hninoiir| 
'*  tbougli  it  is  not  nsoally  die  interest  of  my  calling  to  enact  the  peaoe^ 
makor,  I  most  be  permitted,  ray  dear  sir,  to  interpose  here,  and  say  that 
I  am  pwleody  satisfied  with  the  apdogies  of  these  good  folks.  Fray  let 
9fcry  thmg  be  forgotten* 

^'WeUsaid,  ^&.  TadpoV  returned  his  host.  «<  Now  I  witt  beg  yon 
to  come  with  me^  and  let  ns  see  how  for  the  willing  hospitalities  of  the 
parfoor  may  compensate  for  the  tee  ineonaiderate  zeal  of  the  serrants* 


THE  IRISH  BAR. 


Ths  respeottre  Banr  of  England  and  Ireland  haTO,  from  an  ea^ 
period,  enjoyed,  and  justly  enjoyed,  a  rery  high  position.  In  England 
it  has  been  for  centuries  the  main  source  from  whksh  the  nobiKiy  has 
been  recruited :  and  we  b^ere,  that  on  examination,  fully  one*third  of 
the  peerage  will  be  found  to  deriTe  its  origin  from  successful  lawyers. 
In  Ireland,  since  the  Union,  but  few  of  our  eminent  barrist^n^  haTe  been 
ennobled ;  yet  the  bar  still  continues  to  be  the  profession  most  considered, 
and  the  one  which  ia  most  eag^y  embracecL  Even  while  the  Iridi 
parliament  sat  in  College  Green,  our  most  eminent  lawyers,  who  were 
also  in  general  members  of  the  House  of  Commons,  enjoyed  a  very  lugh 
position ;  and  since  the  Union,  they  haye^  in  consequence  oi  the  toted 
absence  of  a  resident  aristocracy,  become,  at  least  in  Dublin,  the  leaden 
oi  society.  From  tliis  results  that  the  habits  of  the  bar  are  so  wefl 
known;  and  mixing  more  in  general  society  than  their  English  bretbreiL 
are  in  the  habit  of  doing,  an  eminent  barrister  in  Irriand  becomes  move 
of  a  public  man  than  one  in  equal  practice  m  the  sister  country. 

Several  years  age^  a  series  m  interesting  l^ographioal  sketches  of  the 
most  distinguished  members  of  the  Irish  bar  a{^>eared  in  the  pages  of 
tfie  I^sw  Shnihfy  Mttgcueme,  They  were  the  productions  of  the  late 
Mr.  Shiel  and  Mr.  Commissioner  Curran,  the  son  of  tfie  fomous  John 
Plnlpot  Curran,  and  at  the  time  they  appeared  created  some  noise ;  and 
were  they  presented  to  the  public  in  a  collected  form,  we  have  no  doubt 
would  still  have  an  extensive  circulation.  We  have  recently  been  phras- 
ing these  **  Sketches,"  and  were  much  struck  with  the  abmty  displayed 
in  the  composition  of  some,  the  keen  but  polished  sarcasm  contained  in 
odiers,  and  the  graphic  delineatiott  of  character  manifested  throughout  | 
but  were  still  more  astonished  at  tfie  many  particulars  in  which  the  bar 
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of  the  present  day  refiemble  their  predeoefiflors  of  thirty  years  ago^ 
although  we  feel  compelled,  at  the  same  time,  to  admit  that  in  ower 
respects  they  have  sadly  changed*  How  difficult  would  it  now  be  to 
select  a  dozen,  or  even  Half  that  number  of  barristers,  so  distinguished  fox 
their  forensic  or  professional  abilities  as  to  deserve  the  prominetice  that  a 
Flunket,  a  Bushe,  and  a  Saurin,  occupy  in  the  graphic  pages  of  thdr 
biographers  ?  Who  at  the  present  day  approaches  even  near  the  transcen- 
dent eloquence  of  Curran  ?  Who  can  lay  claim  to  the  genius  or  the 
patriotism  of  Flunket  ?  What  has  become  of  that  wit  which  was  formerly 
80  distinguishing  a  trait  of  the  Irish  bar  ?  Alas !  how  have  we  fallen  off 
in  these  particulars.  Still,  as  we  remarked  above,  not?rithstanding  the 
deterioration  to  which  we  have  just  alluded,  many,  very  many,  of  the  in- 
ddental  descriptions  contained  in  the  '^  Sketches"  are  closely  applicable  to 
the  raesent  day«     Take  for  instance  the  following : 

^^  From  the  nours  of  twelve  to  three  it"  (the  hall  of  the  Four  Courts)  ^  is 
a  moUey  scene.  You  will  daily  find,  and  pretty  nearly  upon  the  same  nrat^ 
the  same  little  circles,  or  coteries,  composed  diiefly  of  the  members  of  the 
junior  bar,  as  politics,  or  community  c^  tastes,  or  family  connexions  may 
faring  them  together.  Among  these  you  will  readily  distinguish  those 
who,  by  birth  or  expectations,  consider  themselves  to  be  identified  witii 
the  aristocracy  of  the  country ;  you  see  it  in  their  more  &shionable  attire 
and  attitudes,  thdr  joyous  and  unworn  countenances,  and  in  the  lighta 
topics  of  discussion  on  which  they  can  afford  to  indulge.  At  a  little  dis- 
tance stands  a  group  of  quite  another  stamp  ;  palHd,  keen-eyed,  anxious 
aspirants  for  professional  employment,  and  generally  to  be  found  in 
vehement  debate  over  some  dark  and  dreary  point  of  statute  or  common 
law,  in  the  hope  that  by  violentiy  rubbing  their  opinions  together,  a  light 
may  be  struck  at  last.  A  littie  further  on  you  will  come  upon  another, 
a  group  of  learned  vetoists  and  anti-vetoists,  where  some  youthful  (» 
veteran  theologian  is  descanting  upon  the  abominations  of  a  schism,  with 
a  running  accompaniment  of  original  remarks  upon  the  politics  of  the 
Vatican,  and  the  diaracter  of  Cardmal  GonsalvL" 

The  above  was  written  nearly  thirty  years  ago  ;  and  yet,  with  but  a 
slight  variation  or  two,  it  may  be  taken  as  an  accurate  description  of 
what  can  on  any  day  be  still  descried  within  the  hall  of  the  Four  Courts. 
Still  may  be  seen  the  exclusive  coteries  of  the  aristocratic  members  of  the 
junior  bar — ^foshionable  in  their  dress — joyous  in  appearance — and  not  over- 
burdened with  business ;  members  of  the  Kildare-street  Club,  althouc^h, 
in  most  instances,  owing  their  adventitious  position  in  society  to  the  met 
of  their  fathers  filling  judicial,  or  other  high  official  situations.  They 
seem  to  be  very  earnest  in  conversation ;  but  their  looks  are  too  gay,  and 
their  laugh  too  hearty  to  result  from  any  leffal  ban'mai.  No  ;  they  are 
discussing  the  incidents  of  the  latest  ball  at  the  Castle ;  relating  an  anec- 
dote of  some  '^  fiast"  young  lady ;  and  criticismg  the  dress  and  looks  of 
the  rival  belles. 

And  so  they  pleasanUy  pass  the  day,  cutting  jokes--and  their  less 
fashionable  compeers,  imtil  the  dock  warns  them  that  the  hour  of  three, 
before  which,  by  a  legal  fiction,  no  banister  is  supposed  to  leave  the 
courts,  has  arrived,  and  that  it  is  time  for  them  to  mount  thdr  well- 
groomed  steeds,  and  endeavour,  by  a  canter  over  the  fifteen-acres,  to  re- 
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firesh  themselves,  jaded  as  they  are  with  the  toil  of  their  imaghwy 
l>«^nes8. 

Close  to  them  may  be  seen  a  different  groaO)  not  so  well  dressed,  and 
'ivith  greater  traces  of  study  imprinted  upon  their  faces ;  yet  gay  withali 
and  interspersing  their  discussion  upon  the  latest  judgment  of  the  Lord 
Chancellor  with  an  account  of  a  pun  perpetrated  by  one  judge,  and  some 
liapless  officer  snubbed  by  another.     At  a  little  distance  stand  a  select 
few  in  eager  controvei^  about  the  Maynooth  grant,  the  Defence  Asso- 
ciation, and  Primate  Cullen ;  while,  scattered  here  and  there,  leaning 
M^ainst  the  wall,  may*be  seen  a  few  old  stagers ;  some  spruce  in  all  the 
suken  elegance  of  a  recently-made  Queen's  counsel,  some  m  all  the  nec;- 
ligenoe  of  a  well-worn  and  snuff-begrimed  stuff  gown ;  these  are  the  pou- 
ticians  of  the  place,  who,  with  all  the  seeming  importance  of  official 
authorify,  settle  the  affairs  of  the  state,  and  look  around  upon  the  more 
vouthfiil  groups  with  all  that  compassionate  contempt  which  only  he  who 
has  attained  to  the  dignity  of  twenty  years'  stanmng  can  feel  for  the 
juniors  of  six.     Now  and  then  a  stately  senior  stalks  nu^tically  along 
in  his  course  to  one  of  the  numerous  courts,  bowing  most  condescendingly 
to  the  junior  who  is  happy  enough  to  daim  his  acquaintance ;  wmle 
some  youthful  banister  impatiently  elbows  his  way  tlux>ugh  the  crowd, 
ostentatiously  displaying  his  brief  in  one  hand,  wmle  he  endeavours  to 
secure  under  his  other  arm  a  formidable  library  of  reports,  followed  in 
his  n^d  career  by  his  panting  attorney. 

And  so  the  motley  scene  shifts  and  changes  amidst  a  crowd  of  barristers, 
attorneys,  clients,  and  idlers  of  every  description,  until,  as  the  evening 
advances,  it  is  gradually  left  in  the  quiet  possession  of  the  cake- women, 
and  of  that  mysterious  class  of  human  beings  yclept  bag-carriers,  who 
spend  the  day  no  one  knows  how  or  where,  but  suddenly,  as  if  by  magic, 
begin  to  reappear  when  the  vritching  hour  of  three  arrives. 

Within  the  courts  a  different  scene  is  enacted.  In  each  will  be  found 
some  Queen's  counsel  with  huge  distended  bags  before  them,  poring  over 
their  voluminous  briefs ;  while  one  of  them  is  engaged  in  some  long  and 
learned  ar&^ument,  whidi,  from  his  tones,  portends  a  two  hours'  spe^  at 
least.  Behind  him  are  seated  the  members  of  the  outer  bar,  who  are  to 
assist  their  learned  leaders  in  the  conduct  of  the  suit  In  dose  proximity 
may  be  seen  the  reporter,  covering  page  on  page  with  his  mysterious* 
hieroglyphics,  in  his  frantic  attempts  to  keep  up  with  the  speaker.  On  & 
bench  aboves  it  some  few  young  barristers,  who,  with  note-book  in  hand, 
appear  to  be  deeply  interested  in  the  case  before  the  court,  and  assume  an 
aspect  of  solemnity  when  some  abstruse  point  of  law  is  raised.  Behind 
them  may  be  seen  some  others,  who  carry  on  a  low  conversation  together, 
broken  now  and  then  by  a  stifled  laugh.  Not  far  off,  a  few  listless  mei^ 
are  seated,  lost,  apparently,  in  the  contemplation  of  the  deliehts  of  the 
legal  profession ;  and  at  Utst,  by  an  ascending  gradation  of  idleness,  we 
reach  tiiose  whose  sole  occupation  seems  to  be  the  carving  upon  the 
benches  some  memorial  of  their  indolence,  an  occupation  which,  nx>m  the 
number  and  variety  of  its  traces,  must  be  very  general. 

Leaving  the  court,  and  escaping  miraculously  from  its  swinging  doors, 

which  seem  expressly  intended  to  mffict  what  in  legal  parlance  is  styled 

*' mayhem*'  upon  the  incautious  intruder,  you  mount  tne  spiral  staircase 

which  leads  to  the  library.     And  there  another  and  far  different  scene 
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ppeienU  itse^     Tke  tablai  appear  ooe  ooofosefl  mtm  o£  papen,  feooki^ 
and  bags,  huddled  promiscuously  together.     Countless  buristen  huriy 
te  and  ho,  some  fleeking  for  places,  or  in  a  firantic  search  for  their  bags  ; 
others  hastemng  to  ra^ond  to  their  names  as  they  zesoiuul  thxemghamb 
the  room ;  the  old  pcaetitioners  looking  as  if  they  resented  asimperfcineiife 
being  disturbed  eren  by  solicitors;  the  young  endeavounng  to  appear  in- 
different,  as  if  they  were  weH  aocustomed  to  such  a  summons,  but  witk 
their  hearts  secretly  bounding  with -die  hope  that  the  fayourable  time  iaaa 
at  length  arrived,  and  brie£B  and  guineas  will  soon  oommenoe  to  flow  in 
from  disorinanating  attorneys.      Hc^es,  alas!   h(Ar  4]uickly   and  hmm 
rudely  dashed  to  the  ground  !     Around  the  fireplaoes  are  seated  others, 
who  look  as  if  ^e  fire  was  by  prescription  exclusively  thws,  and  their 
duty  was  sedulously  to  prevent  any  one  but  themselves  from  even  catch- 
ing a  glimpse  of  its  blaze— a  du^  which,  to  do  idiem  justice,  they  moat 
o<MMcientiously  disoharge.     Here  and  there  the  youthful  attendants  Bit 
about  as  if  endeavourmg  to  be  everywhere  at  oaoe.     Scattered  throogh 
the  room  are  groups,  some,  as  is  evident  from  their  looks^  engaged  in 
deep  consultation  together ;  others,  more  pleasantly  employed,  to  judge 
from  their  frequent  bursts  of  boisterous  laughter.  And  if  to  this  be  added 
fiBquent  shouts  of  "^  Tom,  bring  me  Coke  Elizabeth,"  ^'  Robert,  I  want 
15tn  Meeson  and  Welsby/'  with  repeated  cries  for  Mr.  M'Donagh,  Mr. 
Whiteside,  Mr.  Seijeant  O'Brien,  Mr.  J.  D.  Fitzgerald,  and  thensunerous 
other  names  that  panting  clerks  and  expectant  attorneys  entrust  to  the 
euphonious  janitor,  some  idea  may  be  formed  of  what  a  Babel  of  noise 
and  seeming  oonfiuion  is  the  library  of  the  Four  Courts.     And  yet,  not- 
withstanding what  would  appear  to  be  insupen^le  obstacles  to  study;  on 
a  dose  investi^^ation  many  will  be  found  diligently  reading,  and  so  deeply 
engaged  in  the  subject  of  their  studies  as  to  seem  unconscious  of  the 
various  distracting  noises  which  prevail  around. 

It  is  curious,  too,  to  observe  the  peculiamties  of  several  individuals, 
how,  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  the  week^we  had  almost  said 
the  term — they  enter  the  library  almost  at  the  same  minute,  seat  them- 
selves at  the  same  places,  and  cease  their  labours  at  the  same  hour  eac^ 
succeeding  day.     It  is  pleasant,  also,  to  observe  the  good  feeling  which 
seems  to  actuate  them  all ;  frequently  will  the  senior  be  seen  kindly 
assisting  the  junior  in  his  difficulties  ;  all,  with  but  few  exceptions,  i^pear 
considerate  and  courteous  to  each  other,  anxious  to  help  their  oompeers 
when  perplexed,  to  congratulate  them  when  suocessfuL     But  there  is 
nothing  which  is  more  striking  and  {feasant  than  the  gaiety  of  heart 
which  seems  to  prevail ;  and  this  is  the  more  surprising  when  we  take 
into  consideration  tiie  extraordinary  diminution  of  business  which  has 
recently  taken  place,  and  the  consequent  suffering  entailed  on  so  many 
of  the  profession.     This  gaiety  may  be,  and  probably  in  many  instances 
is,  assumed ;  but  a  cursory  view  woidd  have  the  effect  of  uipresaing 
strangers  with  the  idea  that  there  could  not  well  be  a  lighter-hearted 
set  of  fellows  than  tiie  junior  bar.    There  are,  of  course,  exceptions. 
Some,  though  still  young,  show  the  effects  that  diBa{^ointoient  and  tbe 
sickness  of  hope  deferred  will  produce  upon  the  countenance  even  of 
youth.     We  have  frequenUy  felt  melancholy  at  beholding  the  sad,  care- 
worn free  of  some  briefless  barrister ;  and,  although  our  own  fees  are, 
alas,  but  <^few  and  fer  between,"  have  sometimes  thought  that^  if 
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fhUovjed  to  choose  hciweeo  employment  for  ourselves  or  our  woe-begone 
neighbour,  our  choice  would  wl  upou  him.  But  much  as  we  pity  such 
an  one  as  we  have  just  descidbed,  our  compassion  is  tenfold  greater  for  the 
fleoiors  who  may  be  seen  pacing  tHe  hall  with  empty  b^gs  and  heart- 
hroken  looks.  They  are  melancholy  spectacles  upon  other  accounts  ; 
they  seem,  as  it  were,  beacoos  to  deter  the  young  and  inexperienced 
&>m  attempting  that  course  which  to  them  has  proved  so  disastrous  ; 
and  we  begin  to  tremble  lest  our  fate  should  be  the  same,  and  some 
twenty  years  hence  the  juniors  of  that  day  point  at  us  with  that  half- 
compassion,  half-derision,  with  which  an  old  briefless  barrister  is  too  fre- 
^oeatly  regarded.  Of  late  years  the  bar  have  iadeed  suffered  grievously. 
One  half  of  the  business  formerly  diffused  among  the  juniors  has,  at  one 
fell  swoop,  been  swept  away  by  the  hateful  Glengall  clause  ;  while 
Mr.  Whiteside's  revolutionisii^  bill  threatens  the  annihilation  of  the 
«mall  remnaat  left.  Nor  is  it  the  juniors  alone  who  have  suffered  ;  the 
emoluments  of  the  seniors  have  also  been  sadly  curtailed  by  the  operation 
of  die  "  Encumbered  Estates  "  and  the  *'  Chancery  Regulation  **  Acts. 
We  have  sometimes  amused  ourselves  by  imagining  what  would  be  the 
ieelings  ef  a  barrister  who  had  flourished  m  the  good  old  times,  when,  to 
use  the  wcnrds  of  the  illustrious  Burke,  ^'  our  inheritances  were  a  prize  of 
^U^tttaction,  and  disputes  and  litigations  were  become  an  inheritance ;'' 
when  it  was  not  an  unusual  occurrence  to  have  a  Chancery  suit  in 
existence  for  half  a  century  or  so,  and  a  succession  of  lawyers  was  formed 
mod  si^qpported  by  it ;  if  he  could  now  revisit  the  scene  of  his  former 
labours  and  behold  the  rapid  manner  in  which  an  estate  is  now  in- 
idienahly  transferred — if  he  could  see  matters  which,  if  required  to  be 
stated  in  a  good  old  bill,  would  have  filled  folios  on  folios,  now  shrunk 
into  the  small  compass  of  a  cause  petition  of  half  a  dozen  paragraphs  or 
so — how  he  would  stare  with  surprise  at  the  unsparing  manner  in  which 
what  in  his  time  were  considered  as  the  legitimate  and  reasonable  emolu- 
ments, have  in  these  days  of  trenchant  economy  been  so  ruthlessly  cur- 
taUed !  And  would  he  not  return  to  his  grave  almost  with  alacrity  on 
beholding  attorneys  venturing  to  address  a  judge  on  matters  which,  some 
ooarter  of  a  century  ago,  a  serjeant  would  have  approached  with  difli- 
oem».  But  a  truce  to  these  reflections.  The  distressed  state  of  the 
country  tells  sadly,  in  many  instances,  upon  the  bar.  Some  were  them- 
selves landlords,  and  suffer  with  the  rest  of  tliat  iU-fated  and  much- 
maligned  class.  Others  have  been  swept  away  in  the  tide  of  ruin  which 
has  overwhelmed  so  many  whose  fortunes  mainly  consisted  of  charges 
upon  land ;  while  not  a  few  have  been  compelled  to  quit  their  native 
country,  and  seek  for  better  fortunes  in  another  and  a  more  prosperous 
land. 

There  are,  however,  other  and  pleasanter  prospects  to  diversify  agree- 
ably the  scene.  The  heavy-bagged  practitioner  in  extensive  employ- 
ment, who  seems  to  revel  in  the  consciousness  that  his  fee-book  is  well 
thumbed,  his  faculties  well  used — the  newly-appointed  official,  whose 
promotion  is  too  recent  to  have  blunted  the  feelings  of  delight  which  we 
ere  sure  (would  that  we  could  speak  from  expenenoe)  must  prevail  on 
sudi  an  oocasion^-the  junior  who  has  just  been  complimented  by  the 
judges  for  the  ability  and  industry  he  has  displayed.     These,  and  other 
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stimulants  of  a  similar  nature,  ur^e  on  our  energies  when  we  begin  to 
flag,  and  keep  alive  our  almost  expiring  hopes. 

Mr.  Shiel,  in  one  of  his  <*  Sketches,"  alludes  to  the  matrimonial  pro 
pensities  of  the  bar  in  his  time.     We  are  happy  to  say  that,  in  that  par<' 
ticular  at  least,  the  barristers  of  the  present  day  have  not  degenerated 
from  their  predecessors.     Still  are  they  found  the  most  earnest  yotaries 
of  matrimony :  still  with  praiseworthy  courage  do  they  rush  into  mar- 
riages, which  to  the  coldly  prudent  must  appear  rash  in  the  extreme. 
Their  excuse  being,  we  suppose,  that  of  the  Irish  pauper,  who,  on  h&ng 
censured  for  his  improvidence  in  marrying  a  woman  as  poor  as  himself 
declared  in  vindication  of  his  conduct  that  a  wife  was  the  only  comfbit 
left  him.     Or  perhaps  some  of  these  rash  marriages  are  made  on  specu- 
lation, for  in  the  lives  of  almost  all  the  great  lawyers  of  England  sod 
Ireland  mention  is  made  of  an  improvident  marriage  contracted  in  their 
youth  ;  they  therefore  conclude,  that  to  be  guilty  of  a  similar  act  of 
imprudence  is  the  first  step  towards  future  hme  and  success.     And  per* 
haps,  after  all,  they  are  not  wrong.     Lord  Kenyon  would  have  said  mey 
were  in  the  right ;  as  that  distinguished  judge  once  told  an  anxious  parent, 
that  for  his  son  to  succeed  at  the  bar  he  ouebt  first  to  spend  hia  own 
fortune,  then  marry  and  spend  his  wife's,  and  he  would  then  have  some 
chance  of  succeeding  in  his  profession.     That  certainly  was  carrying  tbe 
doctrine  to  an  extreme.     As  incidental  to  marriage  we  may  also  mention 
that,  like  their  predecessors  of  thirty  years  a^,  most  of  the  Irish  bar  are 
the  hi^py  fathers  of  large  and  increasmg  families,  and,  in  pradace  at 
least,  most  zealous  anti-Malthusians. 

Let  us  now  reverse  the  picture,  and  examine  the  particulars  in  which 
the  Irish  bar  of  the  present  day  di£Per  from  their  predecessors.  And  to 
begin  with  the  judges  :  what  a  wonderful  improvement  has  taken  place 
in  them  within  the  last  half  century.  No  longer  will  a  Norbuiy  be 
found  to  convulse  his  auditors  with  laughter,  and  scare  away  justice ;  a 
Clonmell  to  bandy  jokes  upon  the  convicted  felon ;  nor  a  Clare  to  use 
his  authority  for  tne  purpose  of  injuring  a  political  opponent.  The 
judges  who  at  present  adorn  the  bench  are,  with  scarcely  an  exoeptioo, 
men  of  acknowledged  ability,  and  not  less  distingruished  for  their  talents 
than  for  that  courteousness  of  manner  which  in  a  person  in  authontjr  tf 
inexpressibly  charming.  In  many  instances,  the  kind  and  encouraging 
manner  which  they  display  towards  junior  barristers  is  most  cheering  to 
the  individual  himself  and  inspiriting  to  the  hearers.  We  have  ourselves 
heard  the  most  nicely-turned  compliment  paid  by  a  judge  to  an  intelfi* 
gent  but  diffident  junior. 

The  barristers,  also,  are,  in  one  respect  at  least,  hx  superior  to  the 
former  generation  of  lawyers.  The  extent  of  their  knowledge  rf  la^  ^ 
vastly  increased,  and  some  of  our  leading  counsel  might  fearlessly  chal- 
lenge comparison  with  the  ablest  lawyers  of  England.  Lord  Si 
Leonards,  no  mean  authority,  and  who  had  a  sfood  opportunity  of  judg* 
ing,  has  stated  that  the  bar  of  Ireland  contained  several  most  accom- 
plished lawyers,  and  that  justice  is  not  done  them  in  En^and.  ^^.!f 
it  surprising  that  justice  is  not  done  them  in  England,  when  they  wiH 
not  do  themselves  justice.  By  their  want  of  unanimity,  by  their  shame- 
ful subserviency,  by  their  dugraceful  want  of  public  spirit— in  *^  **" 
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specif  alas !  hoiw  different  from  their  ptedecessors— they  have  made 
themselves  despised  as  the  ready  and  wilhng  tools  of  any  ministry  ;  ih- 
stead  of  fonning,  as  they  might,  a  compact  body  which  would  cause  itself 
to  be  respected,  and  the  opinions  of  which  no  government  would  be  so 
-venturous  as  to  disregard. 

In  another  respect  the  bar,  as  at  present  constituted,  is  peculiarly  dif* 
Csrent  from  that  which  flourished  at  the  time  when  the  '<  Sketches" 
i^peared.  Then  Bushe,  Plunket,  Saurin,  O'Connell,  and  others^  towered 
|>re-eminent  above  their  fellows,  and  their  superior  talents  were  universally 
admitted.  But  at  present,  although  some  are  in  greater  request  than  the 
others,  it  would  net  be  so  easy  to  select  even  three  or  four  who,  by  the 
unanimous  voice  of  their  compeers  and  the  public,  are  allowed  to  surpass 
in  ability  the  rest.  On  the  contrary,  there  seems  to  be  a  vast  level  of 
mediocrity,  above  which  few  rise,  and  those  few  to  a  scarcely  perceptible 
height  above  the  crowd.  There  are  a  great  number  of  clear-headed 
and  well-read  lawyers,  any  one  of  whom  would  be  fully  competent  for  the 
diadiarge^  and  skilful  discharge,  of  business ;  but  scarcely  one  the  securing 
of  whom  for  the  conduct  of  a  suit  would  be  looked  upon  as  an  all  but 
certain  pledge  of  success. 

In  eloquence,  particularly,  have  we  sadly  fidlen  off.  Mr.  Whiteside  is 
imdoubtedly  eloquent,  and  unsurpassed  by  any  one  at  the  bar  in  mocking, 
mrcastic,  and  even  humorous  raillery  ;  and  Mr.  Butt  as  undeniably  the 
most  powerful  and  original  advocate  we  possess  ;  but  neither  of  these 
learned  gentlemen  are  entitled  to  be  called  orators.  Neither  of  them 
would  produce  the  effect  upon  a  jury  which  Curran,  by  his  aknost  super* 
human  fire,  Bushe  by  the  force  of  his  accomplished  oratory,  Deane 
Grady  by  his  pantomimic  fun,  and  to  come  nearer  our  own  days,  O'Con* 
nell  by  his  wonderful  talents  and  matchless  effix)ntery,  are  known  to  have 
done.  At  the  same  time,  however,  there  are  several  who  can  make  a 
very  good,  ^ective,  and  even  telling  address.  This  change  is  not  sur- 
prising. Curran  and  his  contemporaries  had  a  school  of  eloquence  wherein 
to  study  seldom  if  ever  surpassed — the  Irish  House  of  Commons ;  and 
they  lived  at  a  time  when  every  Irishman  was  an  orator,  and  when  sub- 
jects for  debate  equalling  in  interest  the  events  which  fired  Demosthenes 
and  inspired  Cicero,  almost  daily  presented  themselves  for  discussion. 
Their  immediate  successors  had  Curran  himself  and  Bushe  to  copy ;  but 
at  the  present  day  no  model  remains  for  our  imitation  ;  no  school  exists 
wherein  to  take  out  a  degree  in  eloquence. 

The  Irish  bar  was  formerly,  also,  particularly  distinguished  for  wit. 
And,  indeed,  from  the  bori'mots  still  retailed,  and  the  numberless  anec- 
dotes still  recounted  of  Curran,  Plunket,  Bushe,  we  can  readily  believe 
that  it  well  deserved  the  reputation  it  enjoyed.  In  this  respect  we  have 
also  deteriorated.  A  pun  may  now  and  then  be  perpetrated ;  an  enter- 
taining scene  of  humorous  retort  and  amusing  cross-examination  may 
sometimes  enliven  a  trial  at  Nisi  Prius  ;  but  few,  if  any,  claims  can  be 
made  to  real  genuine  wit.  It  thus  appears  upon  Uie  whole,  that  with  the 
increase  of  our  legal  knowledge,  our  wit  and  our  eloquence  have  propor- 
tionably  declined. 

Shiel,  in  one  of  his  '*  Sketches,"  alluding  to  the  crowded  state  of  the 
profession  at  that  time,  says :  '^  I  was  particularly  struck  by  the  numbers 
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^  jtm^  mea,  (fosaj  of  dway  I  iras  nrared,  fommooi  of  fine  1 
nikiehy  jf  differeiiAly  applied,  bmbI  hmre  hnei  tWir  waj)  wbo^  Iroai 
term  to  tenn^  md  mm  year  to  jear,  sakak  to  trudge  Ae  '  Hai^'  \ 
Ifll  their  turn  ^lail  eone  at  last,  andl  too  often  iMraieed  hy  f 
that  it  may  never  come."     The  crowded  state  of  ihe  piufcaMoi 
great  topk  of  ahnoetoBiTerflaleouplabit.    It  is  die  regular  remaak  ipidi 
-which  ea^  term  inTariaUj  opeos ;  a  iiuiwh,  by  ibe  wwr,  wfaidi  ap — ^ 
to  118  a  kiad  of  a  hmt  to  the  pocsoii  to  whom  it  is  amessed  db 
eooner  he  leaves  hune^  the  better.     Dire  are  Ae  amithcfnae  «1 

against  the  foify  and  the madnesv of  yomgrnen  eoaingtadie  bar^ 

Ihe  list  of  <'  calk*'  is  a  long  one;  hot  a  comparttire  degree  of  goo^-natuw^ 
compassion  is  displayed  when  only  o«o  or  two  (as  now  nrtiiiineJIj 
happens)  are  ventttroos  enough  to  andoe  themeehrea  hw  the  firab  tiiaa 
trith  the  barrister^s  wig  and  gown.  There  is,  howefer,  mAiitauaibdy  a 
mat  deal  of  reason  in  the  complaint  of  the  nombers  at  prcoeat  at  t^ 
bar.  We  are  so'  numerous,  that  were  all  the  badness  now  tnmaacted  «a 
be  equally  divided  auKHigst  all  die  practising  bmrristera  (adopdngtfaa  dd^ 
nition  of  ^'practising  barrister'*  ffiven  by  a  learned  jvdge,  that  it  BMaoa 
one  who  goes  down  to  the  *'  HalT  dming  term),  we  much  qoeetioD  if  lite 
income  derived  by  eai^  woidd  average  mit^  poinds  a  year.  In  fiMt,  our 
only  chance  of  success  liesin  ontiiving  onr  ooaspeers ;  and  there  le  a  kind 
of  barbarons  politeness  in  making  inqinries  about  the  heahh  of  any  ef 
oar  brother  barristers,  for  it  is  atSy  a  civil  way  of  asking  if  l^ere  is  any 
fiance  of  his  soon  departing,  and  leaving  the  bnsineeB  he  maj  be  so 
fortunate  as  to  enjoy  to  be  divided  amongst  his  snrvivonr.  Onr  vast 
numbers  are  now  peenHarly  felt  in  eonsequence  of  their  &proportk»  to 
the  diminished  amonnt  of  the  legal  basKness  of  the  country.  Indeed,  we 
sometimes  find  our  dioughts  wandering  from  the  pages  di  Coke  upon 
Lyttleton,  Pk>wden's  Commentaries,  or  any  other  mdite  Uack-lettv 
folio,  which  Mes  pretendingly  open  before  us,  and  engaged  in  a  cafenlatien 
as  to  the  number  of  yean  which  will  elapse  before  we  can  hope  that  oar 
seniors  will  quit  tke  scene  of  their  toil  and  hwrative  labour ;  m  reanh  of 
which  is  the  melancholy  convictioa  tfaat,  if  our  caknlatton  of  the  elamees 
be  correct,  we  shall  have  attained  the  respectable  i^  of  fifty-five  befers 
we  can  hope  for  an  oneaing. 

This  leads  us  to  the  consideration  of  the  prospects  of  the  bar.  But 
here  such  a  dismal  scene  of  protracted  hopes,  and  broken  down  spiritB» 
opens  upon  our  view,  that  we  have  not  courage  steadily  to  n^ard  it* 
Blinded  not  with  the  ''  excessive  bright,"  but  with  the  ^  darkoeas  vidble"* 
of  the  proq^ect,  we  gladly  shut  our  eyes,  and  thus  endeavour  to  remofo 
ftom  our  mmds  the  sad  impression  iidnch  the  moomful  viskm  is  so  caleiH 
kted  to  produce. 

Visions  of  evil  spare  our  aching  sight, 
Te  unborn  horrors  crowd  not  on  our  view. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


(    415     ) 


THE  EASTEBN  QUESTION. 

T^GTO  great  mterest  T^hich  is  felt  in  the  existing  crisis  in  the  East,  moiB 
partieniu*lj  in  what  regards  the  state  of  parties  within  the  Tui^h  em- 
pire itseify  is  sufficiently  attested  by  the  number  of  publications  that  hntve 
issued  from  the  press,  and  the  quantity  that  has  been  written,  often  almost 
afc  ramdom,  and  with  a  very  partial  acquaintance  with  the  facts  of  the 
case,  rince  we  last  took  up  the  subject. 

As  to  die  crisis  itself,  the  Russians  have,  as  was  anticipated,  occupied  tife 
I>aci8n  provinces  ;  and,  as  we  further  anticipated,  no  cetsus  beUi  has  been 
made  of  the  said  occupation.  The  Tsar  has  avoided  all  discussions  as  to 
liis  Tight  to  the  said  invasion  of  territory  founded  upon  treaties,  by  tEiB 
misefable  snbterfiige — ^it  can  be  called  nothing  els^— of  throwing  the 
responsibility  of  that  occupation  upon  the  attitude  assumed  by  the  Eng- 
Bsh  and  French  fleets.  "The  two  maritime  powers,"  writes  Count  Neah 
strode,  in  his  circular  of  die  2nd  of  July,  "  md  not  consider  it  proper  to 
defer  to  the  considerations  which  we  recommended  to  their  serious  atten- 
tion. Taking  the  initiative  before  us,  they  have  deemed  it  indispensabb 
to  anticipate  at  once,  by  an  effective  measure,  those  which  we  had  onfy 
announced  to  them  as  eventual^  since  we  left  the  act  of  putting  them  in 
Ibrce  in  dependence  on  the  final  resolutions  of  the  Porte ;  and  mat  at  the 
very  moment  I  write  the  execution  of  the  said  measures  has  not  com- 
menced.  They  sent  their  fleets  at  once  into  the  ConstantinopoKtan  seas. 
They  already  occupy  the  waters  and  ports  under  Ottoman  domination 
within  reach  of  the  Dardanelles.  By  this  threatening  attitude  the  two 
powers  have  placed  us  under  the  weight  of  an  accusing  demonstration, 
which  could  not  but,  as  we  had  intimated  to  them,  add  new  complications 
to  tile*  crisis. 

^  In  presence  of  the  refusal  of  the  Porte,  backed  by  the  manifestations 
of  France  and  England,  it  becomes  more  than  ever  impossible  to  modify 
the  resolutions  upon  which  the  Elmperor  had  made  the  adoption  of  certain 
measures  to  depend. 

**  In  consequence,  his  imperial  majesty  has  just  sent  to  the  (fiviskm  of 
the  army  now  stationed  in  Bessarabia,  the  order  to  pass  the  frontier,  and 
to  occupy  the  principalities." 

Now,  one  word  to  all  this  diplomatic  twaddle.  Would  England  and 
France  ever  have  moved  at  all  but  for  the  hostile  attitude  assumed  by  tihe 
Tsar  ?  To  carry  out  the  same  argument,  England  and  France  might  si^ 
tiiat  they  did  not  go  to  Constantinople  till  Russia  occupied  the  principah- 
ties.  Russia  might  retort,  that  it  did  not  cross  the  Danube  till  England 
and  France  passed  the  Dardanelles.  England  and  France,  on  their  parl^ 
did  not  destroy  the  Russian  fleet  till  Russia  had  fired  the  first  gun ; 
Russia  did  not  enter  Constantinople  till  England  and  France  had  begun 
the  war ;  and  so  on  complication  might  be  heaped  upon  complicatioi% 
with  neither  moderation  to  guide  counsels^  reason  whereon  to  found  mea- 
sures^ or  principles  by  which  to  carry  them  out,  or  bring  them  to  any  tan- 
gible solution  or  termination.*    If  matters  go  on  this  way,  that  which 

*  M.  BrouTn  de  Lhuys  has  written  an  able  otSdal  rtplj  to  the  extraordinary 
statements  made  hj  Count  Ifesaakxide.    The  Frenchminister  points  oulv  ^^  ^^ 
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originally  was  a  mere  case  of  protocols,  barshlj  insisted  upon,  will  become] 
a  case  of  princely  jealousies  and  imperial  dignities,  and  war,  disastrous  to 
all  parties  concerned,  wOl  be  inevitable,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  reason 
and  moderation  will,  however,  still  be  admitted  into  the  counsels  of  those 
in  power.  England  and  France  have  imdoubtedly  been  hasty  in  propping 
up  their  tottering  ally.  There  was  a  rivalry  between  the  two  fleets  as  to 
which  should  be  first  in  what  Count  Nessekode  chooses  to  dignify,  for 
diplomatic  purposes,  ^*  the  Constantiuopolitan  seas ;"  once  there^  they 
were  as  loth  to  advance  further  as  they  were  hurried  to  arrive  in  the 
^gean.  Wisely  has  it  been  so.  There  is  thus  still  time  for  neg^tiadon. 
Russia  avers  nothing  but  pacific  intentions.  It  does  not  enter  the 
principalities  with  warlike  intentions  —  ''pour  faire  k  la  Porte  un 
guerre  offensive ;"  the  occupation  is  to  be  a  merely  temporary  one ;  there 
is  no  idea  or  intention  of  conquest ;  no  upraising  of  the  Christian  po|m- 
lation  of  Turicey  is  sought  for ;  the  principalities  will  not  even  be  put  to 
any  expense  ;  Russia  wul  retire  the  moment  the  satisfaction  demanded  is 
granted,  and  the  pressure  exercised  upon  them  by  the  two  maritime  powen 
ceases.  All  this  b  very  absurd  ;  Russia  will  remain  in  the  princ^alities 
unless  bearded  out  by  the  Western  powers,  till  the  resources  oi  Twikey 
are  exhausted,  the  Greeks  have  risen  in  rebellion,  or  every  requisite  con- 
cession and  humiliation  has  been  granted. 

Now  about  these  Russian  demands,  which,  according  to  some  writen, 
should  be  resented  by  immediate  war,  what  are  they  but  the  right  of 
protecting  their  co-rdigionaries  in  Turkey  ?  It  has  been  asserted,  and 
we  have  repeated  it,  that  as  well  might  France  assert  a  claim  to  protect 
the  Roman  Catholics  in  Great  Britain ;  but  thb  argument  has  been  fiiirly 
disposed  of  by  the  author  of  a  pamphlet  before  us.  The  Romanists  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland  are  under  a  civilised  and  a  Christian  govern- 
ment. "  Were  it  Hindoo  or  Buddhist,"  says  G.  D.  P.,  "there  might  be 
some  analogy — though  neither  of  these  religions  is  fierce,  savage,  and 
brutal  in  its  propaganda,  as  is  that  of  the  Osmaolis."  The  ChrisSans  c£ 
the  East  dwell  under  a  Muhammadan  and  semi-barbarian  government; 
one  under  which  they  positively  require  protection.  If  the  Western 
governments  fear  that  the  extent  of  protection  demanded  by  Rnsn^ 
towards  her  co-religionaries  is  too  great  to  be  consistent  with  the  inde- 
pendence of  the  Porte,  let  them  procure  a  similar  treaty  or  arrangement 
in  favour  of  the  Christians  of  other  denominations,  and  surely  no  psrty 
has  a  right  to  complain.  If  the  Tsar  is  really  so  little  influenced  by 
pride,  ambition,  and  love  of  conquest  as  he  assumes  to  be,  he  will  not 
refuse  to  be  eratified  in  his  demands  in  common  with  other  Chiistiaa 
nations.  This  is  the  tnie  and  only  solution  of  the  present  crisb  ;  it  has 
presented  itself  to  the  minds  of  many. 

But  in  the  mean  time  the  barbarian  Turk,  backed  by  the  manifestations 
of  England  and  France,  is  withdrawing  all  right  of  protection  on  the 
part  of  Russia,  and  grievously  complicating  afimrs. 

**  If  we  were  for  a  moment,"  Justly  enough  remarks  Count  Nesselrode, 
**  to  admit  so  absolute  a  principle,  we  must  tear  with  our  own  hands  the 
treaty  of  Kainardji,  as  well  as  all  those  which  confirm  it ;  and  willingly 

the  3l8t  of  May,  when  it  was  impossible  that  the  resolutions  adopted  by  I)«Dtf 
and  Ensland  could  be  known  at  bt.  Petersburg,  a  last  ultimatum  was  addresiea 
to  Beshid  Pasha  by  Count  Kesselrode  huntdf,  announdng  the  proximate  occops* 
tion  of  the  principalities. 
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give  up  the  rieht  which  ihey  conferred  upon  ns'to  see  that  the  Greek 
worship  should  he  efficiently  protected  in  Turkey. 

**  Is  that  what  the  Porte  wants  ?  Does  she  intend  to  disengage  her- 
self £rom  all  anterior  obligations,  and  to  work  out  of  the  existing  crisis  a 
perpetual  abolition  of  a  ip^ole  order  of  relations  that  time  had  conse- 
crated? 

^  Impartial  Europe  will  understand  that  if  the  question  is  placed 
upon  such  a  footing,  it  would  become  for  Russia,  notwithstanding  its 
tnil^  conciliating  intentions,  incapable  of  a  pacific  solution*  For,  with 
us,  it  would  implicate  all  our  treaties,  our  secular  influence,  our  moral 
cre^t^  our  dearest  sentiments,  both  national  and  religious.** 

The  Russian  diplomatist  insists — and  not  without  fi;ood  show  of  reason, 
even  supposing  his  loyalty  to  be  open  to  doubts — that  the  bearing  and 
extent  of  protection  demanded  by  Russia  has  been  altogether  exaggerated. 
^*  C*e8t,'*  writes  the  count,  "  &  ce  triste  malentendu  que  tient  toute  la 
crise  du  moment."  The  misunderstanding  here  alluded  to  is  the  oH 
reiterated  statement  that  the  independence  of  Turkey  is  threatened  by 
the  demands  of  a  religious  protectorate — a  protectorate  that  has  existed 
from  ancient  times,  and  has  only  been  renewed  in  the  present  day  be- 
cause the  bigoted  Muhammadans  grant  treaties  which  they  never  intend 
to  put  in  force,  and  promise  protection  where  they  permit  insult,  outrage, 
ana  robbery  with  impunity. 

Bat  take  up  this  question  of  threatened  independence  in  another  point 
of  view — talang  Asiatic  Turkey  into  the  question;  it  is  altogether  a 
phantom.  In  Turkey  in  Europe  it  assumes,  from  the  parity  of  popula- 
tions,  a  more  serious  aspect,  and  the  consequence  is,  that  the  moment 
the  long  anticipated  crumbling  to  pieces  of  the  Ottoman  power  looms  in 
the  horizon,  we  have  a  whole  host  of  pamphleteers  that  rise  up  to  fight 
on  the  one  hand  for  the  rights  of  the  Panslavonic  party  to  dominion ; 
the  other  to  defend  with  equal  vigour  the  Hellenic.  This  alone  shows 
how  difficult  the  question  is  to  settle,  the  discussion  of  which  is  further 
complicated  by  the  presence  of  the  English  and  French  fleets. 

With  regard  to  such  questions  we  have  already  expressed  our  political 
sentiments,  founded  on  seven  long  years*  personal  acquaintance  with  the 
countries  in  question,  to  be  in  favour  of  tne  separate  nationalities.  We 
have  seen  some  strong  arguments  against  such  an  arrangement ;  one  of 
which  is,  that  the  existing  Christians  of  the  Turkish  empire  are  too  de- 
based by  lone  prostration  to  be  capable  of  self-government.  There  is  a 
great  deal  of  truth  in  this,  and  they  would  require  at  first  a  common 
protectorate.  But  this  is  no  more  than  the  revived  kingdom  of  Greece 
itself  required.  Another  is,  that  a  strong  government  is  required,  a 
revival  of  a  Byzantine  empire  to  check  Russian  ambition.  We  doubt  this ; 
separate  states,  even  when  confederated,  would  be  less  threatening  to  the 
peace  of  Europe  than  a  little  civilised  and  very  vain  Byzantine  empire. 
Nor  are  there,  indeed,  materials  for  such  an  empire ;  and  the  considera- 
tion of  this  question  meets  at  once  the  supposed  influence  to  be  obtained 
by  Russia  by  the  concession  demanded,  and  the  eventualities  of  war  in 
calling  forth  old  nationalities  to  independence  or  dominion. 

It  is  impossible  to  arrive  at  a  precisely  correct  estimate  of  the  popula* 
tion  of  Turkey  in  Europe,  but  the  following  may  be  considered  as  ths 
best  approximation : 
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BulgwHMM.  (Gwtk  CtwMh) AJIfMJ»e» 

Albanians  (injmiis) 1,600,000 

Stryians 886,000 

Mnhammadam  in  Serm  .        .  10,409 

Greeks 900,000 

Tnrks TOMOd 

Bosoiaos 700^000 

Herzegoyiniaos 800,000 

Zinzares,  Rumani,  or  Wallacks  of  South -West 

Turkey 800,000 

Jews 250,000 

Croatians 260,000 

ZingM-eii  or  Cripsies I50,00(^ 

ArmenMS •  100^000 

Monteaegrios 100,000 

European  Strangers       ••.....  60,000 

14,577,582 

It  would  appear  from  this  that  the  proportion  of  Europeaas  in  TuAmj 
in  Europe  to  Asiatic  Turks  is  aa  13,877,552  to  700,000.  The  pn^ 
portion  of  Christians  to  Muhammadans,  including  renegade  Alhaniani^ 
Slavonians,  &c,  as  12,867,552  to  1,710,000.  The  proportion,  of  Gtstk 
ChristiaBs  to  RomanisU  or  Latins  is  11,207,132  to  50(^)00.  The  pro- 
portion of  Slavonian  Greeks  to  Hellenic  Greeks  b  as  2,186,000  to 
900,000,  or  poflsiblj  1,000,000.  The  proportioa  of  Chnatians  of  tike 
€rreek  Church,  including  the  Rumani,  Bulgarians,  lUynans,  aad  Zin«ure% 
with  the  Slavonians,  is  as  12,407,132  to  1,000,000  at  the  utmost.  So 
much  for  an  Hellenic  empire.  G.  D.  P.  estimates  the  Greeks  in  Europem 
Turkey,  tiie  islands  and  coasts  of  Asia  Minor,  as  4,800,000 ;  the  estimate 
is  too  g^est ;  but  if  we  admit  the  Greeks  of  Asia  jyHnor  and  of  the  idandi 
into  the  consideration,  then  we  must  counterbalance  it  by  the  nmnber  of 
the  other  populations,  Turkish,  Turkman,  Kurdish,  and  Arab,  on  the  ooe 
tide,  and  of  other  Christian  communities,  Syrian,  Greek,  Mamnite, 
Nestorian,  and  Jacobite,  on  the  other. 

It  is  evident  that  in  Turkey  in  Europe  the  most  power&l  nation  ia  the 
Slavonian,  which  numbers  2,186,000  souls,  and  counts  2,000,000  more  ia 
the  Austrian  dominions.  Ami  Boue  estimates  the  slave  population  altoge* 
ther  at  5,000,000;  of  whom  3,000,000  bebng  to  die  Greek  Church,  about 
1,000,000  to  tile  Latm  Churdi,  and  nigh  1,000,000  are  Muhammadana. 
The  Slavonians,  as  a  nation,  are  neither  partial  to  Russians  nor  Greda» 
The  next  in  power  and  industry  is  the  BuLnunan ;  third  on  the  list  comes 
ihe  Rumani,  crippled  by  Russia ;  fbarth,  the  Greek;  and  fi^  the  Tuck. 
A  great  number  of  Riimani  live  under  Russian  and  Austrian  rule ;  the 
total  population  is  estimated  a*  5,700,000  soub. 

By  assuminr  the  protectorate  of  the  Greek  Church  ia  Tudcey  m 
Eorc^  it  has  neen  too  much  taken  for  granted  that^  whilst  serving  tht 
interests  of  Christianity,  Russia  is  establishing  a  political  supreBnm 
This  would,  to  aoertain  extent^  be  unavoidable  ;  but  any  pcaetical  rcsom 
would  be  ultimately  overbalanced  by  the  antagonism  of  nationalities, 
more  eiyecially  the  Slavonian,  the  Wallachian,  the  Bulgarian,  and  tfas 
Greek.     The  duty  of  such  a  protectorate  is  called  for  &mn  Russia  ficon 
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I  mm  sfMsk  a  proieeterate  by  upwavdi  o«  13,000,000  oui 
•ff  14,000^000  of  lahabifcanta  ol  Tu^  in  Cwope^  ought  to  be  too 
Jot  to  Chrktmiikj  at  kcre  to  nnake  it  a  sobyect  ol  poliideal  yeakmey, 
mmd  Hm  welding  oi  that  duty  impoBed  upotL  the  Tsar  as  a  tnditioMBy 
mmd  htfaiitaiy  ooOTal,  social,  and  rdtgioos  obligation — a  matter  of  was. 
Tn  caae  of  mr  brteldng  out  between  Russia  and  Turkey  upon  sack  a 
of  proteetorate,  the  reeidta  e^en  of  the  overthrow  of  Qsaiaaii 
in  Eorope  eonid  not  be  solely  advantageous  to  Russia ;  the 
ieo  above  eammerated  HMst  be  taken  into  eonsideration ;  Aa»» 
^ia  is  eoocemed  on  dM  Danube  and  in  the  western  proviaees,  where  she 
is  ervi^BBtly  prepared  to  defend  her  interests  at  all  hai8rd8;and  England 
aad  Fraaee  eoald  have  moved  in  nnison  at  such  a  juneture  to  settle  the 
pvoteetonte  of  the  East^  with  hr  greater  ^Sed,  and  in  a  £»  nobler  atti- 
tode,  dwn  when  badly  bound  together  to  uphold  a  dominion  of  barbanat 
MnaaidaBani— a  pe^e  th^  cannot  bat  despise — and  a  cause  which  sets 
a»  rapacify  and  bi^tiy  of  1,000,000  of  Turks  against  the  interests  of 
13,000^000  c^  Christians. 

It  is  a  fiaet  of  no  small  insb^ificanee,  that  while  a  portien  of  the  press^ 
whach  has  genendly  to  rdy  Sxt  inCbraMtion  upon  diflionlt  questions  hka 
due  apon  what  topica  come  to  hand  through  the  contemporary  uul  tha 
fMceign  press,  diplomatic  documents^  parliamentary  discussions,  and  wha^ 
ever  otim  materials  which  present  themsdives  of  £icile  access,  supporta 
tile  policy  of  govenunent  in  attacking  Russia  and  upbokEng  the  aoti- 
Qvistiatt  policy  of  Turkey,  that  no  pam[^klet  or  book,  originatmg  as 
saeh  better  digested  pabhcatbos  generally  do,  from  auihors  p^soaaUjr 
-versed  in  the  matter  in  dispute,  which  has  come  in  our  way,  follows  oul 
the  same  principles,  but  more  or  less  ardently  embxaees  Uie  same  ot  ao 
analogous  view  of  the  question  which  we  have  adopted  from  eomlaned 
loi^  consideration  and  eaqperience. 

The  aaonymous  author  of  '^  Russian  Turkey ;  or,  a  Greek  Em]Hre  the 
inevitable  Solution  of  the  Eastern  Question,"  is  a  Hellenic  Greek,  w1m» 
can  see  nothing  so  desirable  as  the  simple  revival  of  a  Byiantine  IM» 
lemc  empire  to  the  total  neglect  of  Slavonian,  Wallaohian,  Bulgarian^ 
and  othor  interests,  although  each  of  the  three  first  are  namerica^y  hat 
grcatar  dun  the  Greek  population  of  Turkey  in  Europe.  But  although 
we  do  net  agree  with  the  author  as  to  the  solution  of  the  East^m  qnei* 
tiott,  some  of  the  argoMents  by  which  he  estabhshes  the  superior  daima 
of  the  Gireeks  over  tae  Turks,  are  of  prominent  interest  at  the  preoeat 
■Mttient,  as  appKcable  to  all  those  poor  Christians  who  groan  and  travait 
under  the  iron  sway  of  a  bigoted  Muhammadan  despotinn. 

A  laige  portion  of  the  BiuUi  public  are  led  by  their  anti-Rusaaa 
iBding  to  beliave  that  no  convention  b  necessary ;  bat  the  pages  of 
every  modem  wodi  written  on  Turkey,  and  the  expeiienee  of  every  inr- 
diridttal  traveller  or  resident^  teem  with  evidences  of  the  insolent  ex* 
tortioB,  pefseeotion,  and  outrage  committed  by  the  Turkish  anthoiitiea 
en  die  Christian  population,  more  especially  when  at  a  distance  fren 
the  head  govemment.  Look  to  the  massacre  of  the  Nestmans — an  ex- 
pisitofody  three  or  Idot  yean  ba<^!  The  Turkish  invasMU  of  Moate- 
ttsgro  was  distmguished  by  scenes  of  blooddied  and  atrocious  profim»» 
tions  tiMit  joined  the  Turkish  tiger  had  not  f(»gotten  bis  old  relish  bm 
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There  is  anotW  pokt  of  yiiew  m  wUch  die  salgect  remain 
ndered.  England  and  France  are  united  to  support  ihe  Turlddi  empiro 
^-nomindly  out  of  regard  fop  treaties  and  to  protect  an  old  ally,  rewf 
to  check  die  ambitious  designs  of  Rusda.  Now  it  remains  to  be  oon* 
sidered,  would  the  position  of  Turkey  in  Eurone  be  worse  in  its  social  and 
commercial  relations  towards  us  under  any  otner  domination  than  that  of 
the  bigoted  Mahammadans?  The  Turks  have  been  liberal  in  thdr 
treaties  of  commerce  with  us ;  beyond  tiiat  they  have  done  littie  or  noduD^ 
to  unfold  the  resources  of  their  vast  empire :  industiy  and  commerce  are, 
it  is  well  known,  in  the  hands  of  the  Rayahs,  or  Christian  8ul]ject8.  l^e 
condition  of  the  country  might  improve  under  Russian  domination,  but 
not  to  the  extent  that  is  desirable.  Kussia  has  shown  itself  semi-barbarian 
in  many  of  her  institutions — ^in  her  stead&st  adherence  to  an  old  feudal 
system,  the  serfdom  of  peasants,  in  a  military  organisation  out  of  all 
reasonable  bounds,  in  religious  bigotry,  in  jealousy  of  foreigners  when  in 
Russia,  in  despotic  rule  at  home,  in  her  system  of  espionage,  in  her  cont- 
mercial  monopolies  and  restrictions,  in  the  peculation  common  among^ 
employes^  and  as  flagrant  as  in  Turkey.  This  is  not  the  nation  then  to 
see  at  Constantinople — the  Queen  city  of  Europe — this  is  not  the  power 
to  evolve  the  resources  of  tiie  finest  provinces  of  the  world,  to  pour  their 
social  and  commerdal  wealtii  into  the  lap  of  humanity  at  large,  and  to 
open  the  great  tiioroughfare  of  the  Eastern  and  Western  worlds.  Bat 
there  is  nothing  in  the  antecedents  of  the  native  Christians  opposed  to  a 
belief  that  their  social  and  commercial  spirit  would  have  a  liberal  tendency. 

"  When  Englbhraen,"  says  G.  D.  P.,  "  are  told  of  the  possdble  loss  of 
the  English  commerce  in  Turkey,  ought  they  not,  my  lord,  to  ask  them- 
selves whether  these  12,000,000  will  cease  to  consume  English  goods 
because  they  have  become  free?' 

The  trade  in  com  from  the  eastern  shores  of  the  Mediterranean  and 
Black  Sea,  which  has  become  of  vital  importance  to  England,  is  in  the 
hands  of  the  Christians.  This  is  another  point  of  view,  from  which,  con- 
ffldering  the  inevitable  decline  and  frJl  of  the  Turkish  empire,  and  the 
expenses,  difficulties,  and  dangers  attendant  upon  propping  up  the  old 
tiger-like  carcase,  makes  it  so  important  to  duly  weigh  the  a!avantage8 
of  such  a  support  as  compared  with  that  of  the  native  Christians,  even 
to  letting  Russia  have  her  own  way  till  the  time  comes  for  tiie  settiement 
of  the  true  Eastern  question — that  of  tiie  government  of  Constantinople 
and  the  provinces — when  England  and  France  could  come  forward  to  back 
the  claims  of  12,000,000  of  Christians,  instead  of,  as  at  present,  support- 
ing  the  barbarian  dominion  of  2,000,000  of  Muhammadans  (in  Tmtey 
in  Europe  900,000).  Commerce,  religion,  self-interest,  ordinary  cau^ 
tion,  ultimate  results,  all  point  to  the  same  conclusion.  Even  if  tiie  in* 
terference  of  England  and  France  were  to  stave  o£P  for  the  present  the 
fall  of  the  Porte,  it  would  be  delaying  an  inevitable  result. 

"  Let  me  ask  your  lordship,"  writes  G.  D  .P.,  "  if  it  be  likely,  in  the 
present  state  of  the  world,  that  the  industrious,  active  12,000,000  of 
Christians  will  allow  themselves  any  longer  to  be  enslaved  for  tiie  sake  of 
700,000  drones?" 

But  the  interference  of  England  and  France  will  most  likely  not  settie 
the  question  in  favour  of  the  Turks  even  for  tiie  present  moment,  and 
then  what  will  be  the  result  of  the  false  step  taken  ?  To  use  once  more 
the  words  of  G.  D.  P.,  <<  What  politician,  aware  of  tiie  dis^tositioo  Russia 
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has  filiown  by  W  retiremeot  from  Hungaij,  to  avow  that  she  enteitaini 
no  notion  of  farther  aggrandising  her  power  towards  the  West — ^who  b 
there,  I  say,  my  lord,  oan  suppose  that  if  an  opportunity  be  a£fbrded  her, 
she  will  not  indemnify  herself  for  such  self-aenial  by  turning  towards 
the  East  ?  Is  not  England,  my  lord,  about  to  afford  ner  that  occasion  ? 
Are  you  not,  by  this  resistance  to  the  religious  freedom  of  the  Christians 
of  the  Greek  Church,  putting  arms  in  the  hands  of  Russia  ? — pointing 
out  to  her  vast  territones,  the  priceless  gem  of  the  whole  world  stretch-* 
ing  out  before  her ;  and  do  you  not  actually,  while  seeming  to  oppose 
place  all  of  them  within  hergrasp  ?" 

Three  more  pamphlets,  one  entitled  '*  Hints  on  the  Solution  of  the 
Eastern  Question;*  another,  '*  The  Eastern  Question  in  relation  to  the 
Restoration  of  a  Greek  Empire;"  and  the  third,  put  forth  in  French  at 
Athens,  called  ^*  A  Few  Words  on  the  Eastern  Question,"  have  been 
published  in  advocacy  of  Hellenic  interests,  and  the  same  interests  are 
now  represented  in  this  country  in  a  weekly  paper  called  the  Eastern 
Star. 

We  have  also  **  The  Turks  in  Europe;  a  Sketch  of  Manners  and 
Pditics  in  the  Ottoman  Empire,"  by  Bayle  St.  John  (Chapman  and 
Hall),  at  once  explicit  and  detailed  in  its  condemnation  of  the  ignorance^ 
incapacity,  and  misrule  of  the  Turks,  attesting  the  impossibility  of  the 
Ottoman  empire  continuing  to  exist  as  part  of  the  European  system,  and 
embracing  the  purely  Hellenic  side  of  the  question.  To  this  we  have 
only  to  answer,  that  the  Hellenic  Greeks  in  European  Turkey  are  at  the 
best  only  as  1,000,000  to  12,000,000  Slavonian,  Illyrian,  and  Rumani 
Greeks.  They  are  neither  as  warlike  as  the  Servians  or  other  moun* 
taineers,  nor  as  industrious  or  persevering  as  the  Bulgarians,  and  barely 
excelling  the  Rumani  in  the  arts  of  life.  Their  claim  could  only  be  a 
separate  Byzantine  or  Macedonian  nationality,  or  an  incorporation  with 
the  kingdom  of  Greece.  Events  will,  however,  no  doubt  precipitate 
measures.  In  a  war  of  religion,  the  bigoted  Turk  will  assail  every 
Christian  alike,  and  more  especially  his  Rayah  subjects,  whom  he  suspects 
of  sympathy  with  the  Muscovite.  The  Greek,  backed  by  the  hostile  de« 
inonstration  of  Russia  and  its  avowed  religious  sympathies,  will  retort^ 
collisions  will  occur,  and  numerous  complications  of  the  so-called  Eastern 
question  will  speedily  arise,  among  which  may  be  enumerated  the 
nirther  sources  of  complication  arising  from  the  fanaticbm  of  the  Turks 
themselves,  which  only  the  other  day  threatened  the  stability  of  the 
empire,  and  which  cannot  yet  but  be  productive  of  excesses  that  will 
hasten  the  fate  of  Osmanli  dominion.  According  to  the  latest  informa- 
tion^ mediation  was  for  the  moment  triumphant.  The  three  following 
points  are  said  to  be  established : — 1.  That  Reshid  Pasha  rigns  tl^ 
Rusrian  ultimatum.  (It  was  certain  that  Russia  would  gun  its  point 
notwithstanding  the  presence  of  the  fleets.)  2.  That  the  fleets  of  the 
naval  powers  retire  from  the  j£gean  Sea.  3.  That  the  Emperor  of 
Russia  declares  to  the  Forte  that  he  pin^K)se8  never  to  make  the  conces- 
sions on  the  part  of  Turkey  a  pretext  for  int^&ring  in  Turkish  temporal 
affairs,  and  in  any  way  prejudicing  the  sovereignty  of  the  Sultan.  No 
mention  is  here  made  of  an  evacuation  of  the  principalities.  On  the 
contrary,  the  emperor  is  fortifying  the  military  stations  idoug  the  Danube, 
and  avowedly  intends  to  prolong  the  occupation  till  he  is  indemnified  for 
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the  expenses  iDeuned  tn  MgatioB  aad^oppsessum.  As  die  fint  xoslat-' 
ment  of  the  indemiiifioatioii  fer  similar  eKpesses  ineiirffed  in  1848,  4S^ 
and  50,  has  only  as  yet  been  paid,  two  indemnifications  will  be  incinfeds 
and  the  princifMedities  mortgaged  beyond  power  of  redeni^QO.  Such  m 
{be  policy  of  Russia:  she  gains  her  uhAmatqm  and  two  provinces^  and  she 
awaits,  with  an  armed  £ront  on  the  Danube,  the  progress  of  events. 

Of  works  of  a  different  character,  and  not  espe^ally  adapted  to  the 
present  crisis,  may  be  menti<Hied  *'  The  Ansyreeh  and  Ismaeledi :  a 
Visit  to  the  Secret  Sects  of  ^^brthem  Syria ;  with  a  view  to  the  Esta- 
blishment of  Schools."  By  the  Rev.  Sammel  Lyde,  B.A^  late  Aaplain 
of  the  Anglican  Churdi  at  Beyrout.  (Hurst  and  Blackett)  A  very  in- 
teresting work,  devoted  to  an  excellent  purpose — that  of  raising  a  so-called 
Anysreeh  Fund.  This  fund  is  to  be  devoted  to  the  foundation  of  a 
aussion  and  the  establishment  of  schools  among  these  cmous  seciiarians^ 
whose  vaunted  secret,  Mr.  Lyde  justly  enough  says,  probably  consists  of 
nothing  more  than  a  few  unintelligible  prayers,  a  medley  of  Christianity 
and  Muhammadanism,  and  a  trivicd,  if  not  obscene  rite.  The  only  oljeo- 
tion  we  have  to  make  to  this  little  unassuming  woik  is,  that  by  a  prin- 
ciple only  recently  introduced  among  travellers,  and  wluch  cannot  be  too 
energetically  denounced  and  too  loudly  condemned^  Mr.  Lyde  passes  ov^ 
i^gether  without  notice  the  much  more  extensive  labours  and  inquiries 
of  Uke  Hon.  Mr.  Walpole  in  the  aame  field.  This  is  a  system  that  will 
i^ver  do. 

Anoth^  work  connected  with  the  East  is  designated  "  The  Thistle  and 
ihe  Cedar  of  Lebanon,"  by  Habeeb  Risk  Allah  Effendi,  M.R.C.S.^  and 
Associate  of  King's  College.  (James  Madden.)  It  is  written,  as  the  name 
indicates,  by  a  native  Syrian,  ^o  describes  his  early  career  and  national 
associations,  intermingling  with  his  pictures  all  the  smallrtalk  and 
scandal  of  i^e  Levant,  more  espedally  detailing  the  circumstances  con- 
nected with  the  strange  marriage  of  a  well-known  military  gentleman ; 
the  eccentricities  of  Sayid  Ali,  formerly  one  of  the  interpreters  to  the 
Euphrates'  expedition;  the  amours  and  intrigues  of  ''an  old  English 
official,"  and  the  vulgar  exactions  of  some  English  tdraveUers.  We  doubt 
very  much  one  statement— viz.,  that  at  the  bombardment  of  Acre  the 
Egyptian  and  Syrian  soldiery  did  not  resist  the  British — ^nay,  ev^n  spiked 
their  guns,  because  the  said  British  were  fighting  for  the  Sultan.  Risk 
Allah  might  as  well  tell  us  that  the  Egyptians,  Syrians,  and  Arabs,  let 
the  Turks  beat  them  at  Nizib  because  they,  the  said  Turks,  were  fighting 
for  the  Sultan.  It  happened,  unfortunately,  that  the  Egyptians  and 
Syrians  beat  the  Turks.  The  guns  Risk  AUah  saw  spiked  were  most 
likely  so  disabled  by  our  boat  parties  that  effected  a  gallant  landing  at 
more  than  one  point  during  the  engagement 

The  remainder  of  Risk  Allah's  work  is  occupied  with  details  of  his 
visit  te  this  countoy,  the  kindness  shown  to  him,  and  his  educaticm  and 
social  successes.  These  reflect  the  highest  credit  upon  his  general  cha- 
racter and  abilities.  The  work  has  been  revised  for  the  press  by  the 
Reverend  Mr.  Witts,  and  it  attests  how  mudi  has  been  made  of  the 
author  by  the  noble  and  the  educated  of  the  land.  The  raising  of  a  fund 
for  the  establishment  of  a  hospital  and  sdiools  at  Bayrut  is  also  earnestly 
advocated. 
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HiTHWRTO  the  story  of  NapoleoD's  captiyitj  has  heen  told  by  writers 
whose  object  was  not  to  make  known  the  truth,  but  to  exah  the  character 
of  their  hero,  and  depreciate  that  of  Sir  Hudson  Lowe.  O'Mearay  Las 
Cases,  Montholon,  and  Antommarchi,  had  each  of  them  well-known  and 
well-appreciated  causes  for  ill-feelii^  ajg^nst  the  Governor  of  St.  Helena. 
0*Meara  was  removed  from  his  post  ofplwsiciao  to  Napoleon^  and  after- 
wards dismissed  from  the  navy,  for  conduet  at  utter  variance  widi  his 
duty;  Antemmarchi  was  offended  at  being  subjected  to  the  same  regula- 
tions as  the  captives,  and  at  Sir  Hudson  Lowe's  pressing  upen  the  attend- 
ants  of  Napoleon  the  necessity  of  having  recourse  to  additional  medical 
advice  when  hb  illness  became  serious ;  Las  Cases  and  Montholon  were 
fellow-exiles  and  sufferers  with  Napoleon.  The  records  of  Sir  Hudson 
Lowe's  administration^  now  first  laid  before  die  public,  attest  a  constant 
qrstem  of  double  espionage  on  the  part  of  O'Meara,  unfair  to  the  governor^ 
unworthy  of  the  man,  and  discreditable  to  the  government  that  fostered 
it;  and,  on  the  part  of  Las  Cases  and  Montholon,  an  incessant  hostility 
to  evervthing  emanatins^  from  the  British  authorities,  a  peevish  and  ilf- 
natured  view  of  everything  done  alike  for  their  comfort  or  for  the  security 
of  the  ex-Emperoi;,  and  a  constant  misrepresentation  of  &cts,  purposely 
made,  in  order  to  embitter  the  feelings  of  Napoleon  against  Sir  Hudson^ 
and,  in  consonance  with  Napoleon's  own  inclinations,  to  pkoe  his  governor 
before  the  world  in  the  light  of  a  tyrant,  and  himself  as  a  victim  and 
martyr. 

There  can,  in  the  present  day,  be  no  doubt  of  these  facts.  Napoleon 
was  certainly  no  hero  at  St.  Helena ;  his  dissensions  shrink  into  the  very 
smallest  proportions.  His  own  countryman — De  Lamartine — bas  been 
&in  to  acknowledge  it  No  doubt  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  had  his  faults  :  we 
all  know  the  irritating  coldness  widi  which  some  persons,  inflated  with  a 
sense  of  responsiluli^ — from  the  little  Jadc-in-office  to  really  high 
authorities — will  perform  the  duties  of  the  state,  as  if  state  and  people 
were  always  in  opposition,  or  whoever  they  were  put  in  authority  over 
were  frx>m  that  moment  a  lower  order  of  creation  than  themselves.  Sir 
Hudson  Lowe's  manners  were  eridendy  to  the  highest  degree  repulsive 
to  the  lively,  intriguing,  energetic  Frenchmen  ;  they  ffoaded  Napoleon 
to  an  unwonted  degree  of  irritation.  Montholon  describes  Napoleon  as 
always  expressing  regret  for  his  violence  upon  occasions  of  interviews 
with  Sir  Hudson,  but  he  used  to  add,  ^^  Thenr  pUegm  leads  me  on,  and 
I  say  more  than  I  ought."  Las  Cases  also  reports  Napoleon  as  sa^on^, 
<<  I  must  receive  this  officer  no  more ;  lie  puts  me  in  a  passion ;  it  is 
beneath  my  dignity ;  expressions  esci^  me  which  would  have  been  un- 
pardonable at  the  Tuileries ;  if  they  can  at  all  be  excused  here,  it  is 
because  I  am  in  his  hands,  and  subject  to  his  power."  On  another  ooca- 
sbn  he  said,  <'  Had  such  a  scene  taken  place  at  the  Tuilmes,  I  should 
have  felt  myself  bound  in  conscience  to  make  some  amendment.  Never 
during  the  period  of  my  power  did  I  speak  harshly  to  any  one  without 
afterwards  saying  sometmng  to  make  amends  for  it     But  hefe  I  uttered 

*  Histonr  of  the  Captivity  of  Napoleon  at  St  Helena;  from  the  Letters  and 
Journals  of  the  late  Lieut-General  Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  and  Official  Documents  not 
before  made  puUic  ^y  William  Fonjih,  M.A.  8  vols.  London:  John  Murray, 
Attonarla-atrBet 
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not  a  syllable  of  conciliation,  and  I  had  no  wish  to  do  so.  However,  the 
goyeraor  proted  himself  very  insensible  to  my  severity  ;  his  delicacy  did 
not  seem  wounded  by  it  I  should  have  liked,  for  his  sake,  to  have  seen 
him  evince  a  little  anger,  or  pull  the  door  violently  after  him  when  he 
went  away.  This  would  at  least  have  shown  that  there  was  some  spring 
and  elasticity  about  him ;  but  I  found  nothing  of  the  kind."  The  two 
characters  were  indeed  utterly  irreconcilable. 

Not  that  Sir  Hudson  Lowe — the  bete  noire  of  all  Frenchmen — ^is  to  be 
blamed  for  peculiarity  of  disposition ;  no  other  governor  would  have  met 
with  better  treatment  at  the  hands  of  the  imperial  prisoner.  The  same 
line  of  conduct  was  shown  towards  Sir  George  Cockbum.  '*  The  policy 
at  Longwood,'*  justly  remarks  Mr.  Forsyth,  the  editor  of  the  Hudson 
Lowe  papers, ''  was  a  policy  of  decep|don  and  intri&^e.  It  was  a  desperate 
attempt  by  Napoleon  to  create  sufficient  sympathy  in  Europe  to  render 
probable  the  chance  of  his  removal'  from  his  ocean  prison  ;  and  to  attain 
this  end  no  calumny  was  deemed  too  gross — no  misrepresentation  was 
thought  too  mean."  ^*  My  good  fiiend,  said  General  Montholon  one 
day  to  Lieutenant  (now  Lieutenant-Colonel)  Jackson,  at  St  Hel^ia,  who 
told  him  that  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  had  refrained  flrom  appointing  him 
orderly  officer  at  Longwood  out  of  delicacy  to  Napoleon,  because  he  was 
then  only  a  lieutenant — "my  good  friend,  you  have  had  a  fortunate 
escape ;  for  had  you  come  hither  as  an  orderly  officer,  we  would  most 
assuredly  have  rumed  your  reputation.  It  is  a  part  of  our  system,  ei 
que  vovUez  dire  V*  The  whole  affidr  of  the  sale  of  plate  at  Longwood, 
which  excited  so  much  sympathy  at  the  time,  was  a  manoeuvre  of  Napo- 
leon's to  create  false  sympathy  for  himself,  and  draw  public  odium  upon  Sir 
Hudson  Lowe. 

To  prove  this,  we  shall  cite  a  witness  whose  testimony  here  admits  of  no 
dispute.  O'Meara  himself  shall  reveal  the  truth.  In  vain,  however,  shall  we 
search  bis  printed  pages  for  the  real  explanation  of  the  circumstance.  There 
we  find  nothing  to  lead  the  reader  to  believe  that  the  sale  was  caused  by  any- 
thing but  want  of  food.  And  yet  he  had  himself  written,  on  the  2drd  of 
September,  to  Sir  Thomas  Reade,  "  You  know  they  have  taken  out  the 
Eagles,  and  beaten  up  into  a  mass  a  portion  of  the  plate,  openly  and  avowedly 
for  the  purpose  of  providing  money,  in  order  to  cover  expenses  over  and 
above  the  government  allowance.  The  object  they  have  in  view  in  this  is  very 
evident,  ana  does  not  require  me  to  point  it  out  to  you.^''  And  again,  in  a  private 
letter  to  his  friend  Mr.  Finlaison,  on  the  10th  of  October,  alter  mentioning 
that  the  French  at  Longwood  daily  spent  more  than  the  government  allow- 
ance, to  meet  which  outlay  Bonaparte  had  caused  some  of  his  plate  to  be 
broken  up,  he  adds, — **  In  this  he  has  also  a  with  to  excHe  an  odium  against  the 
governor,  by  saying  that  he  has  been  obliged  to  sell  his  plate  in  order  to  provide 
against  starvation,  as  he  himself  told  me  was  his  object." 

Las  Cases  also  bears  evidence  to  the  same  policy.  In  a  suppressed 
passage  of  the  count's  journal,  eliminated  by  Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  he  says  : 
^'  We  had  nothing  left  us  but  moral  weapons ;  that  to  make  the  most 
effective  use  of  these  it  was  necessary  to  reduce  to  a  system  our  demea- 
nour, our  words,  our  sentiments,  even  to  our  privations  ;  that  a  laige 
population  in  Europe  would  take  a  lively  interest  in  our  behalf;  that  the 
opposition  in  England  would  not  fail  to  attack  the  ministiy  on  the  vio- 
lence  of  their  conduct  towards  us.'*  De  Lamartine  felt  this,  and  added : 
**  The  desire  of  provoking  insult  by  insult,  and  of  afterwards  exhibiting 
these  insults  as  crimes  to  the  indignation  of  the  Continent,  and  of  making 
Sir  Hudson  Lowe  the  Pilate  of  this  Napoleonic  Calvary,  is  plainly  evident 
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in  all  ihode  letters."  The  truth  Was  told  by  Count  Montholon  when  he 
said  to  lieutenant-Colonel  Jackson,  who  visited  him  at  his  chUteau  of 
Fr^mignj,  near  Arpajon,  in  France,  after  their  return  to  Europe,  "  Mon 
eher  ami^  an  angel  from  heaven,  could  not  have  pleased  us  as  governor 
of  St.  Helena.'' 

The  Northumberland  arrived  at  St  Helena  with  Napoleon  Bonaparte 
OB  board  on  the  16th  of  October,  1815;  so  early  as  the  5th  of  November 
Count  Bertrand  addressed  a  long  official  paper  to  Sir  George  Cockbum, 
protesting,  in  the  name  of  his  master,  agtunst  the  whole  proceedings  of 
the  Enghsh  government  towards  the  ex-£mperor  and  his  suite,  and  com- 
pUuning  of  we  ree^ulations  to  which  they  were  subjected.  The  complaints 
were  directed  agamst  trifles,  such  as  bad  accommodation,  want  of  a  bath, 
and  of  saddle-horses,  but  they  also  comprised  two  serious  items :  firstly, 
the  constant  surveillance  of  the  ex-Emperor  and  his  party  ;  and  secondly, 
the  disavowal  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte's  claim  to  consideration  as  an  ex* 
Emperor.  ^'You  oblige  me  officially  to  explain  to  you,"  wrote  Sir 
George  Cockbum,  in  answer  to  the  "  Grand  Mar6chal's  letter,  "  that  I 
bave  no  cognisance  of  any  Emperor  being  actually  upon  thb  island,  or 
of  any  person  possessing  such  dignity,  having  (as  stated  by  you)  come 
hither  with  me  in  the  Northumberland^*  This  was  a  mere  piece  of  offi- 
cial affectation,  and  we  quite  agree  with  the  editor,  that  it  was  puerile  in 
OS  to  ignore  a  title  by  which  Napoleon  will  be  known  in  history  as  cer- 
tainly as  Augustus  or  Charlemagne.  It  was  impolitic,  also,  as  it  gave 
rise  to  a  constant  source  of  irritation  and  vexation.  Again,  also,  as  to 
an  equally  grievous  source  of  annoyance  and  vexation — the  close  surveil- 
lance of  the  persons  of  the  exiles — posterity  will  undoubtedly  agree  that 
it  was  carried  to  a  ridiculous  and  most  irritating  extreme,  lliere  can  be 
no  doubt  that  Napoleon  and  his  suite  would  have  tampered  with  who- 
soever they  came  near ;  but  on  such  a  mere  rock  in  the  ocean,  its  shores 
well  guarded,  and  its  coast  screened  at  every  side  by  men-of-war,  what 
evil  could  have  possibly  come  of  the  free  run  of  the  island  ?  The  mea- 
sures pursued  in  this  respect  towards  Napoleon  were  as  impolitic  as  they 
were  absurd  and  uncalled  for. 

On  the  20th  of  December,  Sir  George  Cockbum  went  to  Longwood, 
but  the  ex-Emperor  would  not  receive  him,  he  was  so  angry  at  the  restric- 
tions placed  upon  him,  and  he  ordered  Count  Montholon  to  write  a  series 
of  complaints  on  the  subject-— complaints  urged  in  so  offensive  a  manner 
as  to  nave  drawn  a  strong  recriminatory  answer  from  the  admiral. 
Another  grievance  bitterly  complained  of  by  the  prisoners  was,  that  all 
letters  whatsoever  written  by  them,  or  directed  to  them,  must  be  first  de- 
livered to  the  eovemor.  ^  Sir  George  Cockbum  appealed  to  his  "instruc- 
tions" upon  the  point,  which  were  definite ;  yet  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  was 
afterwards  accused  of  having  innovated  in  this  practice  upon  his  prede- 
cessor. 

It  is  quite  evident  that  Sir  Creorge  Cockbum  and  his  measures  were  as 
displeasing  to  Napoleon  as  any  that  were  put  in  force  by  the  much- 
maligned  Sir  Hudson.  O'Meara,  in  the  correspondence  with  Mr.  Fin- 
laison  of  the  Admiralty — a  .correspondence  which  throws  a  very  different 
light  upon  his  character  than  that  which  is  shed  by  his  published  joumals 
—records  Napoleon  as  having  said :  "  Who  is  the  admiral  ?  I  never 
heard  his  name  mentioned  as  conquering  in  battle,  either  singly  or  in 
general  action,    'Tistrue  he  has  rendered  his  name  infamous  in  America, 
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whidi  I  heard  o^  and  he  will  render  it  so  here  oa  thia  fctoeiaMe  loek.'' 
And  then  he  added:  <^Next  to  jour  govenunent  ezilmg  ne here,  IIm 
wont  thing  they  coold  have  done,  and  th»  most  insufferable  to  mj  feel- 
ings, is  sending  ne  such  a  man  as  hini !" 

Napoleon  fiSly  detested  Sir  George  Cockbum  as  much  as  he  did  Sir 
Hudson  Lowe.  And  the  or^n  of  the  feeKng  can  be  eanlj  undentood. 
That,  howerer,  it  was  not  creditable  to  him  as  a  man,  there  can  be  mo 
differenceof  opinion.  Still  less  sowas  it  worthy  of  Napoleon  tiM  Great, 
*^  In  reading,"  says  Lamartine,  '^  with  attention  the  correspondenee  mad 
notes  exchanged  on  every  pretext  between  the  attendants  on  Napf^leeB 
and  Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  one  is  confounded  at  the  insults,  the  proTOca«ioiiey 
and  the  inyectives  with  whidi  the  captive  and  his  friends  ontn^ed  the 
governor  at  every  turn."  It  would  have  been  the  same  wSh  awf 
governor.  As  Las  Cases  said :  '^  Les  details  de  Ste.  H61^ne  sont  peu  M 
chose  ;  c'est  d'y  ^tre  qui  est  la  grande  afiSure." 

Sir  Hudson  Lowe's  first  visit  was  attended  by  a  sfight  inddent,  ahnort 
ridiculous  in  its  character,  but  which  gave  rise  to  considerable  iU-fediQg'i 
and  curiously  illustrates  the  petty  intrigues  of  the  ex-conrtiets  at  Lob|^ 
wood.  Sir  Hudson  Lowe's  account  of  the  affair,  given  in  a  letter  to  Sff 
Henry  Bunbury,  is  as  follows : 

In  order  that  there  might  be  no  mistake  respecting  the  appointment  beins 
for  Sir  George  Cockbum  as  well  as  myself,  I  distinctly  specified  to  Bertrand 
that  we  should  go  up  together.  We  went,  were  receiveii  in  the  outer  room 
by  Bertrand,  who  almost  immediately  ushered  me  into  Bonaparte's  apartment. 
I  had  been  conversing  with  him  for  nearly  half  an  hour,  when,  on  hb  askii^ 
me  if  I  had  brought  with  me  the  Regent's  speech,  I  turned  round  to  ask  Sir 
George  Cockburn  if  I  had  not  given  it  to  liim,  and  observed  to  my  surprise 
that  he  had  not  followed  me  into  the  room.  On  goin^  out  I  found  Sir  George 
in  the  ante-chamber  much  irritated.  He  told  me  that  Bertrand  bad  almost 
shut  the  door  in  his  face  as  he  was  following  me  into  the  room  ;  that  a  ser- 
vant had  put  his  arm  across  him.  He  said  he  would  have  forced  his  way,  but 
that  he  was  expecting  I  would  have  turned  round  to  see  if  be  was  fbUowiag 
me,  when  he  supposed  I  would  have  insisted  on  our  entering  the  room  to- 

f ether.  I  told  him  I  knew  nothing  of  his  not  being  in  the  same  room  until 
lonaparte  asked  me  for  the  Regent*s  speech  ;  that  I  had  not  turned  round 
before,  nor  would  it  have  ever  occurred  to  me  to  do  so,  not  having  any  sus- 
picion of  what  was  passing.  Bonaparte  was  ready  to  receive  him  iSter  I  bad 
left  the  room,  but  he  would  not  go  in.  Bertrand  and  Montholon  have  been 
with  him  since,  making  apologies  ;  but  the  admiral,  I  believe,  is  still  not  quite 
satisfied  about  it.  I  mention  these  particulars  for  your  private  informacioo, 
in  the  event  of  anything  being  said  upon  them,  either  iu  an  official  or  private 
manner,  by  the  admiraL . 

In  his  published  account,  O'Meara  says  that  *^Sir  Hudson  Lowe  started 
up,  and  stepped  forward  so  hastily,  that  he  entered  the  room  before  Sir 
George  Ccdibum  was  well  apprised  of  it.  The  door  was  then  dosed; 
and  when  the  admiral  presented  himself,  the  valet,  not  having  heard  his 
name  called,  told  him  he  could  not  enter."  In  his  coirespoodenoe  with 
Mr.  Finlaison,  he  gives  a  different  version  of  the  same  afiiur.  **  After  a 
few  minutes'  delay,  Sir  Hudson  was  called  and  went  in,  but  on  the 
admiral's  attempting  to  follow  him,  the  servant  whose  office  it  is  ta 
announce,  stopped  him^  and  actually  put  his  hand  dose  to  his  breast  to 
prevent  his  entering,  telling  him  at  the  same  time  that  ihe  Emperor 
wished  to  see  ihB  governor  alone." 

Count  Las  Cases  says  that  Napoleon  was  ddighted  with  the  oircnm-^ 
stance.     He  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter,  rubbed  ms  hands^  and  exhibited 
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tbe  joy  of  ft  ehild— of  a  schoolboy  who  had  sacoessfnllj  played  off  a  tiMi 
on  his  master.  ^  Ah !  mj  good  NoTerraz,"  said  he,  **  you  have  done  a 
clever  thing  for  once  in  your  life.  He  had  heard  me  say  that  I  would 
not  see  the  admiral  again,  and  he  thought  he  was  bound  to  shut  ihe  door 
in  his  face.  This  is  delightful  r*  Count  Montholon,  however,  describes 
K«poleon's  conduct  very  differently,  and  as  having  been  much  more 
beoomiog  his  character: — *'  The  oversight  of  the  valet  grieved  him  {ie 
peimd).  He  charged  O'Meara  to  say  so  to  Sir  George  Cockbom,  and 
even  sent  one  of  us  to  express  to  him  his  regret."  O'Meara,  on  his  side, 
xaakes  no  mention  of  b»Dg  charged  with  such  a  message;  but  he  says  in 
hie  Admiralty  correspondence,  uiat  '*  Monthc^on  went  tbe  next  day  to 
tbe  admiral  full  of  excuses,  which  I  b^ve  to  be  all  lies  and  (to  coincide 
with  ?)  his  own  views,  and  not  authorised  by  Bonaparte." 

When  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  arrived  at  St.  Helena  he  found  the  accounts 
of  Mr.  Balcombe,  purveyor  to  the  ex^Emperor's  bouse,  to  amount  to 
somewhere  between  13,000/.  and  16,000/.  a  year.  This,  it  appears,  was 
ineocred  by  the  love  of  good  cheer  and  good  wines.  There  were  alto- 
gether fifby-one  persons,  of  whom  nine  alone,  with  four  children,  were  of 
las  fiunily ;  the  rest,  with  the  exception  of  two  officers  in  atteudaace  upon 
Napoleon,  were  servants.  This  expenditure  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  was  most 
anxious  to  reduce  within  the  bounds  of  moderation.  Government,  think- 
ii^  that  some  c^  the  followers  would  weary  of  their  exile,  and  that  the 
attendance  might  be  made  to  undergo  reduction,  limited  the  allowance 
to  8000L;  but  this  was  found  to  be  so  utterly  inadequate,  that  Sir  Hud- 
son added  4000/.  a  year  on  his  own  responsibility ;  yet  this  unfortunate 
reduction  became  the  theme  of  constant  vnrangling  and  recrimination. 

The  following  is  O'Meara's  description  of  the  style  of  living  d  the 
French  exiles,  and  serves  to  explain  the  immense  expenditure  incurred 
for  their  table.  We  shall  look  m  vain  through  his  printed  pages  for  a 
passage  in  whidi  be  caUs  them,  '*  except  one  or  two,  the  greatest  glut- 
tons and  epicures  he  ever  saw." 

"  With  respect  to  the  allowance  within  which  all  the  expenses  were  directed 
to  be  comprised,  viz.,  8000/.  sterling  per  annum,  to  which  Sir  Hudson  Lowe 
has,  oA  his  own  responsUnUiy,  since  added  4000/.  yearly,  in  my  opinion  a  dne 
regard  has  not  been  paid  to  circumstances,  and  I  do  not  think  even  this  latter 
.  sum  will  be  saffietent.  The  ministers,  when  tliey  fixed  8000/.  as  the  maximum 
of  expenses,  doubtless  thought  that  almost  all  the  generab  and  their  families 
would  embrace  the  opportunity  offered  them  of  leaving  him,  which,  however, 
has  not  been  the  case,  and  in  consequence  Sir  Hudson  increased  the  sum  to 
\2fiOOL  Perhaps  it  may  be  thought  presumption  in  me  to  offer  an  [opinion 
about  a  matter  which,  doubtless,  abler  heads  than  mine  have  maturely  dis- 
cussed ;  but  nevertheless  I  will  venture  to  suggest  something  which  might 
perhaps  tend  to  explain  why  it  is  not  sufficient.  You  perhaps  are  not  aware 
of  the  French  mode  of  living  and  their  cookery ;  they  liave,  in  fact,  two  din- 
ners every  day — one  at  eleven  or  twelve  o'clock,  to  which  joints,  roast  and 
boiled,  with  all  their  various  hashes,  rago(kts,  fricasees,  8(c.,  are  served  up,  with 
wine  and  liqueurs,  and  another  at  eight  p.m.,  which  only  differs  from  the  first 
in  being  supplied  with  more  dishes.  Besides  these  two  meals,  they  all  have 
(except  Bonaparte  himself,  who  only  eats  twice  a  day,  certainly  veiy  heartily) 
something  like  an  English  breakfast  in  bed,  at  between  eight  and  nine  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  and  a  luncheon  with  wine  at  four  or  ^e  in  the  afternoon. 
The  common  notion  of  the  English  eating  more  animal  food  than  the  French 
is  most  incorrect.  I  am  convinced  that  between  their  two  dinners  and 
luncheon  they  consume  three  or  four  times  as  much  as  any  English  family 
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composed  of  a  similar  number  of  persons.  These  two  dinners  then,  the  first 
of  which  they  have  separately  in  their  respective  rooms,  cause  a  great  con- 
sumption of  meat  and  wine,  which,  together  with  their  mode  of  cookery,  re- 
quire a  great  quantity  of  either  oil  or  butter— both  of  which  are  excessively 
dear  in  this  place  (and  you  may  as  well  attempt  to  |deprive  an  Irishman  of 
potatoes  as  a  Frenchman  of  his  oU,  or  some  substitute  for  it^.  Their  *  sm»pe$ 
consommces*  (for  they  are,  except  one  or  two,  the  greatest  gluttons  and  epicures 
I  ever  saw),  producing  great  waste  of  meat  in  a  place  where  the  necessaries  of 
life  are  so  dear,  altogether  render  necessary  a  very  great  expenditure  of  money 
daily." 

Sir  George  Cockbum  bears  testimony  to  tbe  fact  that  they  consumed 
more  than  a  hundred  dozen  of  vnnes  or  various  kinds  on  the  way  to  St. 
Helena.  At  the  island  they  were  always  complaining :  the  beef  was 
tough,  the  fowls  like  crows,  the  quantity  of  everything  was  insufficient, 
and  the  quality  bad.  One  day  General  Gourgaud  shot  a  pig;  another, 
Kapoleon  himself  shot  a  bullock.  J.  Legg,  the  purveyor  of  Longwood 
with  beef,  found  the  French  so  "  very  difficult  to  please,"  that  he  soop 
declined  killing  any  more.  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  merely  remarked  upon 
these  complaints,  that  there  was  some  truth  in  them,  and  *'  the  governor 
18  constantly  abused  both  as  to  the  quantity  and  quality  of  the  provisions, 
as  if  he  cotud  have  always  had  access  to  a  regularly-supplied  European 
market  The  difficulties  in  this  respect  are  little  understood  in  Europe." 
O'Meara,  in  a  letter  to  Sir  Thomas  Reade,  which  is  much  in  contradic- 
tion to  the  sentiments  expressed  in  his  book,  says  of  these  matters : 
'^  They  are  sufficiently  malignant  to  impute  all  these  things  to  the  go- 
vernor, instead  of  setting  them  down  as  being  owing  to  the  neglect  or 
carelessness  of  some  of  Balcombe's  people.  Every  little  circumstance  is 
carried  directly  to  Bonaparte,  with  every  aggravation  that  malignity  and 
falsehood  can  suggest  to  evil-disposed  and  cankered  minds." 

It  was,  in  fact,  this  system  of  misrepresentation  and  calumny  perpetu- 
ally at  work  at  Longwood,  superadded  to  a  systematic  plan  of  blacken- 
ing the  character  of  the  employes^  that  made  it  impossible  that  things 
should  work  well.  It  was  not  only  that  there  was  open  hostility  to  the 
authorities,  there  was  also  discord  within  Longwood  itself.  O'Meara 
wrote,  on  the  passage  out,  of  the  ladies:  '*  They  mostly  hate  each  other, 
and  I  am  the  depository  of  their  complaints,  especially  Madame  Ber- 
trand's,  who  is  like  a  tigress  deprived  of  her  young  whenever  she  perceives 
me  doing  any  service  for  Madame  Montholon."  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  bears 
testimony  to  the  same  state  of  things  : 

<*  There  is  not  one  of  them  who  has  not  shown  a  disposition  to  elude  the 
execution  of  the  established  regulations,  and  abuse  the  indulgences  granted 
them — but  none  more  so  than  the  one  from  whom  I  least  expected  it,  the 
Count  Las  Cases ;  who,  feeling  his  own  confinement  here  miserable  and 
wretclied,  is  known  to  be  constantly  increasing  the  irritation  of  Bonaparte's 
mind  by  all  manner  of  complaints  and  misrepresentations,  and  has  recently 
bad  a  quarrel  with  General  Gourgaud  on  this  very  ground.  They  are,  be- 
sides, all  at  variance  together,  and,  I  feel  almost  assured,  give  Bonaparte  him- 
self more  disquiet  than  comfort.** 

There  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  the  unhappy  terms  upon  which  the 
French  lived  with  each  other  at  Longwood.  lieutenant  (now  Lieu- 
tenant-Colonel) Jackson,  who  resided  there  for  some  time  wiUi  the 
orderly  officer,  says :  "  The  Court  of  Longwood,  like  the  entourage  of 
more  powerful  sovereigns,  was  not  free  from  jealousies,  envy,  and  much 
unchaxitableness Generals  Bertrand  and  Montholon  were  never 
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on  friendly  terms,  while  the  latter  and  Gourgaud  were  at  openly  avowed 
enniib^ ;  and  it  is  a  fact  that  the  two  ladies,  the  Countesses  Bertrand  and 
De  Montholon,  only  interchanged  formal  calls  perhaps  once  or  twice 
a  year.**  These  disagreements  are  also  mentioned  hy  Count  Montholoo, 
and  repeatedly  hy  Count  Las  Cases  in  his  JoumsJ.  Napoleon  found 
much  difficulty  in  preserving  order  among  his  followers,  who  proceeded 

00  far  as  to  cnallenge  each  other.  General  Gourgaud's  situation  was 
made  so  miserable  by  Count  Montholon  that  he  was  obliged  to  leave 
Longwood,  and  he  returned  to  Europe  in  March,  1818. 

Sir  Hudson  Lowe  having  heard  that  Napoleon  was  indisposed,  had  a 
second  interview,  to  offer  the  assistance  of  a  medical  officer.  Such  an 
offer  was  not  only  indignantly  refused,  but  it  is  evident,  from  what  subse- 
quently occurred,  that  it  was  either  Napoleon's  fixed  idea  that  the  offer  of 
medical  assistance  was  only  an  excuse  to  poison  him,  or  else  he  assumed 
such  a  conviction  for  purposes  of  his  own. 

Matters,  indeed,  soon  came  to  a  crisis  between  the  ex-Emperor  and 
his  guardian.  The  last  interview  between  the  two  occurred  in  pre- 
sence of  Sir  Pulteney  Malcolm,  and  is  thus  described  by  Sir  Hudson 
Lowe: 

^  Having  called  at  Longwood  in  company  with  Sir  Pulteney  Malcolm,  we 
found  General  Bonaparte  was  walking  in  his  garden.  He  went  off  immedi- 
ately as  he  saw  us  ;  but  having  inquired  for  Count  Montholon,  and  sent  a 
message  by  him  to  say  we  were  there,  Bonaparte  returned  to  the  garden,  and 
the  admiral  and  myself  joined  him.     He  spoke  solely  to  the  admiral,  in  which 

1  made  no  attempt  to  interrupt  him,  but,  profiting  by  the  first  interval  of 
silence,  1  commenced,  and  addressed  him  as  follows  : — '  That  I  was  sorry  to  be 
imder  the  necessity  of  saying  anything  which  tended  to  incommode  him,  but  I 
was  placed  under  such  pecuHar  circumstances,  from  the  conduct  towards  me 
of  General  Bertrand,  that  it  became  a  matter  of  indispensable  necessity  I 
should  make  known  the  details  of  it  to  him,  and  endeavour  to  establish  some 
rule  for  my  future  communications  in  regard  to  his  affairs.  He  was  aware  of 
the  instructions  I  had  received  from  my  own  government  in  regard  to  the  ex- 
penses of  his  establishment.'  ** 

Sir  Hudson  Lowe  related  to  him  what  had  occurred  between  Counts  Mon- 
tholon and  Bertrand  on  the  subject,  and  described  Count  Bertrand's  rude  de- 
meanour and  offensive  expressions.     He  then  observed  to  Napoleon  : 

^  It  was  obvious,  after  this,  I  could  have  no  further  communication  with 
General  Bertrand,  and  I  thought  it  proper  to  call  and  acquaint  him  of  it ; 
that,  whatever  might  have  been  General  Berirand^s  personal  feelings  towards 
me,  I  called  upon  him  bv  the  desire  of  the  person  whom  he  acknowledged  as 
hb  Emperor  to  speak  of  ^t^  business ;  that  it  was  a  failure  of  respect  to  him 
as  well  as  to  me  ;  that  I  wished  in  consequence  to  learn  with  whom  it  was  his 
desire  I  should  in  future  communicate  on  questions  of  such  nature  in  regard 
to  his  affiiirs.  General  Bonaparte  made  no  reply  for  so  considerable  a  space 
of  time  that  I  thought  he  did  not  mean  to  speak  at  all ;  but,  finally,  in  a  hollow, 
angry  tone  of  voice,  commenced  a  string  of  remarks  to  the  following  purport, 
addressing  himself  entirely  to  the  admiral : 

•'  *  General  Bertrand  is  a  man  who  has  commanded  armies,  and  he  treats 
him  as  if  he  were  a  corporal ;  he  is  a  man  well  known  throughout  Europe,  and 
he  (the  governor)  had  no  right  to  insult  him.  He  did  perfectly  right  in 
speaking  about  the  prohibition  against  sending  letters,  and  was  justified  in  en- 
gaging in  a  discussion  on  that  subject.  He  (Sir  Hudson  Lowe)  treats  us  all 
as  if  we  were  deserters  from  tlid  Royal  Corsican  or  some  Italian  regiment ;  he 
has  insulted  Marshal  Bertrand,  and  he  deserved  what  the  marshal  said  to  him.' 
I  repeated  what  1  had  said  in  a  former  conversation— that  General  Bertrand 
had  first  insulted  me  ;  that  in  the  conversation  which  had  passed  nothing  could 
be  more  temperate  and  moderate  than  my  language  to  him,  as  could  be  testi- 
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Sei  by  my  military  seeretaty,  wbo  was  present  at  tl»e  intenriew ;  that  I  had 
said  Dothiog  which,  io  tone  or  manner,  could  justify  the  reply  he  gave  to 
me.  He  recommenced  his  r^Nroaches  of  my  having  written  insulting  leCteis 
to  General  Bertrand,  and  provoked  him  to  say  to  me  what  he  chd.  I  again 
referred  to  his  having  first  written  an  insulting  one  to  me ;  that  he  had  said  I 
rendered  hb  (Bonaparte's)  situation  *affreuse;*  had  accused  me  of'abiis  de 
poovoir  et  injustice.'  I  then  added,  *  I  am  a  subject  of  a  free  gorerameBC 
Every  kind  of  despotism  and  tyranny  I  hold  in  abhorrence,  and  I  will  repd 
every  accusation  of  my  conduct  in  this  respect  as  a  calumny  against  him  whon 
it  is  impossible  to  attack  with  the  arms  of  truth.*  He  stopped  a  little  oa  my 
making  this  observation,  but  soon  resumed,  addressing  himself  to  the  adminJ. 
and  with  language  more  bitter  than  before :  '  There  are  two  kinds  of  people,' 
he  said, '  employed  by  governments — those  whom  they  honour,  and  those  whom 
they  dishonour ;  he  is  one  of  the  latter ;  the  situation  they  have  given  him  b 
that  of  an  executioner.*  I  answered,  *  I  perfectly  understand  this  kind  of  ma- 
Bceuvre— endeavour  to  brand  with  infamy,  if  one  cannot  attack  with  other 
arms.  I  am  perfectly  indifferent  to  all  this.  I  did  not  seek  my  present  em- 
ployment ;  but,  it  bein^  offered  to  me,  I  considered  it  a  sacred  duty  to  accept 
iL* — '  Then,'  said  he,  *  if  the  order  were  given  you  to  assassinate  me,  you  would 
accept  it  ?* — '  No,  sir.'  He  again  proceeded  (to  the  admiral),  and  said  I  had 
rendered  his  situation  forty  times  worse  than  it  was  before  my  arrival ;  that, 
though  he  had  some  disputes  with  Sir  George  Cockburn,  he  always  treated 
him  in  a  different  manner;  that  they  were  content  with  each  other,  but  that  I 
did  not  know  how  to  conduct  myself  towards  men  of  honour ;  that  I  had  put 
General  Bertraad  under  arrest  io  his  own  house ;  and  had  taken  away  from 
him  the  permission  to  give  passes  to  Longwood.  The  admiral  said  it  was  Sir 
George  Cockburn  wbo  had  done  this.  Bonaparte  replied,  *  No,  sir  ;  he  told 
you  so  *  (alluding  to  me),  *  but  it  is  not  true.'  The  admiral  again  told  him  it 
was  not  me,  but  Sir  George  Cockburn,  had  told  him  so.  Bonaparte  then  said 
he  could  not  even  write  a  billet  de  galanterie  to  my  Lady  Malcolm  without 
my  seeing  it ;  that  he  could  not  now  have  a  woman  come  to  see  him  without 
my  permission ;  and  that  he  could  not  see  the  lieutenant-colonel  ,and  the 
officers  of  the  5drd.  I  interrupted  him  here  by  saying  he  had  refused  to  see 
tlie  lieutenant-colonel  and  the  officers  of  the  66th  regiment.  If  they  wanted 
to  see  him,  he  answered,  why  did  they  not  apply  to  the  *  Grand  Mar^chal?' 
I  had  mentioned  it  to  General  Bertrand,  I  observed.  ^  But  the  lieutenants 
colonel  ought  to  have  spoken  to  him,  and  not  to  vou.'  He  again  broke  out 
into  invectives  on  my  mode  of  treatment ;  said  i  iiad  no  feeUng ;  that  the 
soldiers  of  the  5drd  looked  upon  him  with  compassion,  and  wept  ('  pleuiai- 
ent')  when  they  passed  him.  Continuing,  he  said  to  the  admiral, '  He  kept 
back  a  book  whicli  had  been  sent  me  by  a  member  of  parliament,  and  then 
boasted  of  it.' — *  How  boasted  of  it?'  I  exclaimed,  struck  with  the  falsehood 
of  the  assertion.  •  Yes,  sir'  (interrupiing  me),  'you  boasted  of  it  to  the  go- 
vernor of  the  Island  of  Bourbon  ;  he  told  me  so.  You  took  hold  of  him  *  (he 
said)  *  on  his  arrival  here,  and  made  him  believe  that  you  were  on  the  best 
footing  with  us  all,  and  treated  us  all  particularly  well ;  hut  this  was  not 
^rue.'  He  was  proceeding  with  a  further  repetition  of  what  had  passed  be- 
t^en  Colonel  Keating  and  him,  when  the  admiral  interrupted  him  with  a 
defe».ce  of  mv  not  having  sent  the  book  to  him  ;  said  a  book  with  such  an  in- 
scription on  It  I  could  not  send,  and  that  I  ought  not  to  have  been  made  the 
instrumcAit  of  dehvering  it  to  him.  The  admiral  added,  *  Colonel  Keating  was 
wrong  in  mentioning  such  a  thing  to  him.'  *  Yes,'  he  said,  *  in  one  to  boast 
of  it,  and  tl^y>ther  to  repeat  it/  He  then  remarked  that  1  had  sent  letters 
to  him  with  Lie  title  of  Emperor.  *  Yes,*  replied  I,  *  but  they  came  from  the 
Secretary  of  State*>s  office,  and  were  from  your  own  relations  or  former  sub- 
jects, and  not  fromv  English  persons.  I  am  personally  acquainted  with  the 
gentleman  who  sent  the  book  ;  he  left  it  to  my  choice  to  send  it  or  not,  and  I 
am  certain  he  will  fuUyv  approve  of  what  I  did  in  not  sending  it.'  He  paused 
at  this,  and  dropped  the  ^pic  He  again  addressed  himself  to  the  admiral; 
accused  me  of  having  publl^ed  the  contents  of  a  letter  he  had  received  from 
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hk  iBOtber.  The  admiral  defended  me ;  said  he  knew  I  never  published  tlie 
contents  of  any  private  letters  received  from  his  family.  I  replied,  it  was  not 
me  that  had  done  so  ;  it  must  have  been  his  own  people  that  did  it ;  that 
everything  was  misrepresented  to  him.  '  You  have  oad  people  about  you,  sir,' 
I  said.  The  admiral  shortly  afterwards  repeated  a  similar  remark,  saying, 
*  You  have  bad  people  around  you.'  He  appeared  to  me  struck  at  both  our 
f4)8ervadoD8  in  this  respect,  and  made  no  attempt  to  reply,  but  went  on  again 
in  his  strain  of  invective,  general  and  peraonal ;  told  me,  as  he  had  done  once 
Move, '  You  are  a  lieutenant-general,  but  you  perform  your  duty  as  if  you 
were  a  sentinel ;  there  is  no  dealing  witli  you  ;  you  are  a  most  intractable  roan. 
If  you  are  afraid  that  I  should  escape,  why  do  you  not  bind  me?'  I  answered, 
I  merely  executed  my  instructions  ;  that,  if  my  conduct  was  disapproved  of,  I 
might  be  readily  removed.  *  Your  instructions  are  the  same  as  Sir  George 
Cc^kbumV  he  replied  ;  *  he  told  me  they  were  the  same.'  He  said  he  was 
to  be  treated  as  a  prisoner  of  war ;  that  the  ministers  had  no  riglit  to  treat 
ham  in  any  other  way  than  as  prescribed  by  tlie  Act  of  Parliament ;  that  the 
Mitioo  was  disposed  to  treat  hira  well,  but  ministers  acted  otherwise  ;  accused 
■le  of  being  a  mere  instxument  of  the  blind  hatred  of  Lord  Bathurst*  I  re» 
marked,  *  Lord  Bathurst,  sir,  does  not  know  what  blind  hatred  (Jtmne  aveugle) 
is.'  He  talked  about  our  calling  him  general ;  said  he  was  *  Empereur ;'  that, 
when  England  and  Europe  should  be  no  more,  and  no  such  name  known  as 
Lord  Bathurst,  he  would  still  be  Emperor.  He  told  me  he  always  went  out 
of  the  way  to  avoid  me,  and  had  twice  pretended  to  be  in  the  bath  that  he 
might  not  see  me.  '  You  want  money ;  I  have  none,  except  in  the  hands  of 
my  friends;  but  I  cannot  send  my  letters.'     He  attacked  me  about  the  note 

which  had  been  sent  back  to  Count  Bertrand,  saying,  *  You  had  no  right  px- -^^ 

put  him  under  arrest ;  you  never  commanded  armies  ;  you  were  nothigg^ntV  \  \   • /^x^ 
the  scribe  of  an  £tat- Major.    I  had  imagined  I  should  be  well  anyrfi^^h'e  _        '    /   \ 
English,  but  you  are  not  an  Englishman.'     He  was  continuing  in  this  strain,^  ^  '^  "^ 
when  I  interrupted  him  with  saying,  *  You  make  me  smile,  sir.' — '  How  amila,*  i  I  ,  \  i\  ^ 
«ir?'  he  replied,  at  the  same  time  turning  round  with  surprise  at  thevfQitark,--  .  . —   .  .^ 
and,  looking  at  me,  added,  *  I  say  what  I  think.'—*  Yes,  sir,  I  answered,'  VlAjl,^ '  \  i^>i  \^^  " 
tone  indicative  of  the  sentiment  I  felt,  and  looking  at  him,  *  you  force  m^-ta^^'.^I^/*^ ' 
smiie.    Your  misconception  of  my  character  and  the  rudeness  of  your  manners 
excite  my  pify.    1  wish  you  good  day  ;'  and  I  left  him  (evidently  a  good  deal 
embarrassed)  without  any  other  salutation. 

•'  The  admiral  quitted  him  immediately  afterwards  with  a  salute  of  the  hat." 

Imagine  the  conqueror  of  Jena  and  Austeriitz  exposed  to  the  pity  of 
one  whom  he  described  in  bitter  military  spirit  as  a  Scribe  cTJEtat 
Major!    It  was  evident  that  the  two  eoold  never  meet  again,  nor  did  ^^ 

they,  at  least  to  speak  to  one  another,  till  death  took  his  imperial 
victim. 

The  subsequent  records  refer  mainly  to  further  complaints  and  re- 
monstrances on  the  part  of  the  exiles ;  the  breaking  up  of  plate  for 
sale  for  the  acknowledged  purport  of  awakening  sympathy  for  their 
condition  ;  alterations  made  by  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  in  the  regulations  ; 
the  discovery  of  clandestine  correspondence  and  arrest  of  Las  Cases  (ac- 
cording to  O'Meara,  not  in  his  book,  but  in  the  Admiralty  correspon- 
dence, a  mere  stratagem  to  get  away  from  St.  Helena) ;  conversations 
with  Sir  Pulteney  Malcolm,  among  which  the  details  of  the  proposed 
plan  of  invasion  of  this  country  will  be  especially  interesting  to  English 
readers ;  dissensions  with  O'Meara ;  Napoleon's  self-incarceration,  and 
feulure  of  health ;  plans  of  escape ;  arrival  of  Dr.  Antommarchi  and  two 
priests ;  progress  of  his  fatal  illness,  and  bis  death  and  funeral. 

"  While  he  was  dying,**  it  is  here  recorded,  "  a  violent  hurricane  swept 
over  the  bland,  which  shook  many  of  the  houses  to  their  foundations,  and 
tore  up  some  of  the  largest  trees.     As  the  tempest  raged  and  howled,  it 
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seemed  as  if  the  spirit  of  the  storm  rode  apon  die  hlast  to  tell  the  world 
that— 

A  mighty  power  had  passed  away 

To  breathless  Nature's  dark  abyss. 
And  the  warriug  elements  without  were  an  emhlem  of  the  thoughts  that 
occupied  the  mind  of  the  expiring  chief.  They  still  turned  to  the  strife 
of  the  batUe-fieldi  and  with  the  words  Tete  d^Armde  on  his  lips,  his  spirit 
passed  away  for  oyer  fix>m  dreams  of  earthly  conquest  to  meet  its  Creator 
and  its  Judge." 

It  is  needless  to  sum  up  the  effect  produced  upon  the  mind  hy  die 
perusal  of  a  work  like  this.  It  telb  its  own  tale,  and  that  chiefly  in 
minutiae  that  will  be  best  generalised  by  the  reader  himself.  As  an  ac- 
count of  the  captivity  of  Napoleon,  it  is  without  a  riyal  in  the  fidelity  of 
its  detidls,  its  admiraDle  pictures  of  the  ex-Emperor,  and  its  general  yeca- 
city ;  and  as  such,  it  comprises  a  page  in  history,  with  a  lingering  and 
pamful  interest  associated  therewith,  which,  like  eyerything  that  is  great 
and  tragical,  binds  us  to  it,  whether  we  like  it  or  not. 


AN     ALLEGORY. 

BY  DB.  SCOFFEBN* 

A  TORRENT  from  the  mountain-snow 

Rush'd  wildly,  wildly  on, 
And  fell  into  the  vale  below, 

And  rippled— and  was  gone. 

Then  flowing  by  through  shade  and  sun 

In  many  a  sportive  wave, 
It  pass'd  earth  s  flowers  one  by  one 

Towards  its  ocean  grave. 

Onwards,  still  onwards  to  the  sea. 
Through  dell  and  mossy  grove. 

Far  from  tlie  blooming  flowers  away. 
The  torrent's  waters  move. 

Its  ocean  home  is  gained  at  last. 

The  blue  and  mighty  deep, 
Rolling  before  the  tempest's  blast. 

Or  cradled  as  in  sleep. 

Free  as  the  ocean's  wave  to  move, 
This  little  mouutain  stream 

Rises  in  wreathing  clouds  above 
Upon  a  sunbeam's  gleam. 

The  flowers  that  graced  it  as  it  flowed 
Are  faded,  dead,  and  gone ; 

Yet  think  not  that  yon  fleeting  cloud 
Wanders  in  space  alone. 

The  odours  of  the  flowers  are  there, 
Embalm'd  in  sparkling  dew. 

Sweeter  than  when  so  bright  and  fair 
In  yonder  vale  they  grew. 

Thus  will  it  be  with  those  who  love. 
When  life's  short  hours  have  flown ; 

Though  fortune  sever,  death  remove, 
Spirits  will  seek  their  own. 
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THE  MOORS  IN  SPAIN.* 

Whbh  ihe  Arabs  spread  themselves  like  a  deluge  over  Spun,  the  only 
portion  of  the  country  that  remained  unassailed  was  the  Basque  provinoes: 
Upper  Nayarre,  Guipuscoa,  and  Bisci^.     Asturia,  a  great  part  of  Galiciai 
and  the  northern  frontier  districts  of  Uastille — ^in  short,  the  whole  country 
to  the  north  of  ihe  chain  of  mountains  which  extends  from  the  Pyrenees 
to  the  promontory  of  Finisterre — ^were  regained  within  the  space  of  forty 
years  by  Pelayo,  his  son  Favila,  and  his  successor,  Alphonso  the  CathoHc. 
The  Arabs,  who  had  not  found  sufficient  time  to  settle  themselves  firmly 
in  those  provinces,  disappeared  again  from  them,  without  leaving  a  trace 
of  their  presence  behind  them  ;  and  although  they  returned  on  several 
occasions  during  the  next  centuries  into  these  provinces,  it  was  not  in  the 
character  of  conquerors,  but  of  freebooters ;  and  even  if  they  were  suc- 
cessful in  various  attacks— as,  for  instance,  in  carrying  off  the  treasures  of 
St.  Jago  di  ComposteUa — they  scarce  ever  made  an  attempt  to  maintain 
possession  of  the  towns  tiiey  had  taken  by  surprise.     A  settled  Arabic 
population  only  resided  momentarily  beyond  the  northern  mountains ; 
60,000  Arabs,  who  had  taken  refuge  m  Leon,  after  an  unsuccessful  rebel- 
lion in  Merida,  in  830,  were  settled  in  Galicia  by  Alphonso  the  Modest, 
but  soon  afterwards  killed  to  a  man,  through  being  suspected  of  traitorous 
designs.     With  the  exception  of  this  attempt  at  colonisation,  no  other 
Arabs  made  their  appearance  in  these  provinces,  save  nomade  tribes  of 
warriors  and  isolated  slaves,  who  could  leave  no  lasting  impression  on  the 
soil,  which  they  only  transiently  traversed. 

The  Arabs  were  entirely  expelled  at  the  commencement  of  the  ninth 
century  from  the  provinces  they  had  held  on  the  southern  side  of  the  Py- 
renees, and  frt>m  a  greater  portion  of  Catalonia.  In  these  districts,  when 
their  rule  had  lasted  near  one  hundred  years,  many  traces  of  them  could 
be  found,  of  which  some  are  recognisable  at  the  present  day,  especially 
in  topographical  names;  as,  for  instance,  in  that  of  the  fortress  of  Barce- 
lona— Atarazanas. 

Although  Alphonso  the  Catholic  had,  in  the  middle  of  the  eighth  centuiy, 
undertaken  successfril  expeditions  far  beyond  the  Duero,  still  nearly 
three  hundred  years  elapsed  before  the  country  between  this  stream  and 
the  Asturian  mountains  was  finally  reganned.  In  Leon  and  Old  Castille 
tiie  Arabic  rule  had,  doubtlessly,  taken  deeper  root  in  the  course  of  so 
many  generations,  than  it  had  done  in  the  previously  mentioned  pro- 
rinces ;  but  the  Mohanunedan  population,  which  had  been  raised  under 
their  protection,  disappeared  utterly  before  the  Christian  conquerors. 
They  were  either  cut  down  or  expelled;  and  wherever  a  few  fr'agments 
remained  they  were  speedily  converted  into  slaves.  It  was  not  till  the 
Spaniards  had  made  enduring  conquests  on  the  southern  bank  of  the  Duero, 
in  the  middle  of  the  elevenw  century,  that  they  commenced  to  spare  the 
dense  Mohammedan  population  they  found  there,  and  suffer  them  to  re- 
main in  their  abodes  as  taxable  subjects.  The  town  of  Sena  was  the  first 
whose  inhabitants  obtained  a  capitulation  on  these  terms.  This  humanity, 
or,  if  we  will,  this  wise  policy,  which  the  Arabs  had  settled  as  an  esta- 
blished rule  from  their  first  landing  in  Spain,  was,  however,  a  rare  excep- 

*  Die  Morisoos  in  Spanien.    Yon  A.  L.  von  Bochau.    Williams  and  Norgate. 
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tion  with  the  Spaniaids  of  the  eleventh  centiny.  The  conquest  of  Por- 
tugal up  to  the  Mondejo,  and  of  the  kingdoms  of  Castille  and  Leon  as 
far  as  me  Guadarrama  mountains,  speedily  ensued ;  and  before  the  end 
of  the  eleveuth  century  the  Tagus  was  the  border  of  the  Christian  empire. 

While  the  Castilian  dominions  were  being  thus  extended  towasds  the 
south,  the  state  of  Airagon  was  ^mgfocmed  at  the  £oot  of  the  Pjieneoa; 
aad  die  first  king  of  this  new  province,  Sancho,  was  summoned,  in  1076^ 
to  the  throne  of  Navarre.  With  the  united  strength  of  these  two  princi- 
palities, the  territory  of  the  Ebro,  which  the  Arabs  had  till  then  maio- 
tainad,  was  gained  for  Arragon.  Monzon,  Huesca,  and  Barbastto  £^ 
between  108i9  and  1101,  into  the  hands  of  the  Anagonese,  who  imma- 
diatelpr  converted  all  the  mosques  into  churche%  and  annihilated  the  whole 
Arabic  population.  Encouraged  by  this  success,  and  by  the  capitulatLoo  of 
Zaragossa,  Alphonso  of  Airagon  determined  on  a  crusade  against  Gra- 
nada, which,  however,  ended  in  his  defeat 

Arragon  and  Catalonia  became  united  under  one  king,  in  the  pesson  of 
Raymond  Berengarius;  and  he  acquired  sufficient  strength  thereby  to 
drive  the  Arabs  from  the  Lower  Ebra  Tortosa,  Mequinena,  Lerida, 
and  Fraga  were  taken  in  1 148  and  1 149,  and  the  conquest  of  the  present 
Catalonia  was  completed.  About  the  same  time  the  kingdom  of  Amgoa 
was  formed  in  its  present  extent,  by  the  occupation  of  Albartacin  and  ft 
few  neighbouring  districts. 

The  conquest  of  Portugal  had  not  advanced  so  rapidly  as  that  of  Cma- 
tille  and  Leon.  While  £e  upper  part  of  the  Tagus  had  been  long  m  the 
occupation  of  the  Christians,  the  lower,  and  the  mouth  of  the  river,  wore 
atill  held  by  the  Arabs.  In  1 148  the  Portuguese  conquered  Lisbon  by 
the  help  of  some  German  crusaders,  and  the  Arabs  were  compelled  to 
quit  it,  with  the  exception  of  a  small  body  of  the  poorer  class,  who  were 
confined  to  an  especial  quarter — an  arraog^nent  which  was  repeatedly 
imitated  afterwards.  Mter  the  capture  of  Lisbon,  the  rest  of  Portage], 
to  the  north  of  the  Tagus,  was  conquered  within  a  short  time,  and,  on  the 
left  bank  of  this  river,  Evora,  Elvas,  Albuquerque,  and  Ourique  shared 
the  £Eite  of  the  capital,  so  that  the  Portuguese  arms  were  not  et  all  be- 
hind the  Castilian  in  their  victorious  course  towards  the  south. 

For  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  years  the  Tagus,  and  the  chain  of 
mountains  running  along  its  leh  bank,  remained  the  frontier  of  the  king- 
doms of  Leon  and  Castille.  Although  the  Spaniards  made  a  few  con- 
quests to  the  southward  of  this  line,  still  these  aggrandisements,  and 
even  the  later  &11  of  Badi^oz,  were  of  short  duration  ;  the  Spaniards  were 
always  driven  back  on  the  Si^ra  di  Toledo  and  the  Tagus,  and  the  Arabs 
even  advanced  in  their  predatory  forays  as  far  as  the  Duero,  without, 
however,  being  able  to  maintain  their  ground  to  the  north  of  the  Tagus. 

Through  the  great  victory  at  Las  Navas  de  Tolosa  in  the  year  121% 
ihe  Arabs  were  driven  for  ever  beyond  the  Sierra  Mocena^  ThB  Moham- 
medan population  gave  way  en  masse  before  the  victors,  who  desolated 
the  conquered  land  with  me  and  sword,  cut  down  the  garriscms  of  the 
fortresses,  burned  the  sick  and  wounded  of  the  Moorish  army  in  Baea^ 
and  murdered  or  made  slaves  of  60,000  in  Ubeda,  after  a  first  capitula- 
tion had  he€XL  broken,  by  the  persuasion  of  the  ecclesiastics  in  the  Chns- 
tian  army,  as  contradictu^  the  commands  of  God  and  the  canon  law. 

Hunger  and  pestilence,  the  consequences  of  their  own  passioa  for  de- 
struction, rendered  it  impossible  for  the  Christians  to  maintain  thdr  ground 
to  the  south  of  the  Sierra  Morena.     While,  however,  compelled  to  gire 
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up  ABdahniA  again,  Aej  succeeded  in  makiDg  a  few  eoDqaeste  in  Spanisk 
datremadara,  mieb  had  lemaiiied  for  the  greater  pari  in  the  poBseasioo 
ef  the  Anbe.  Akantara,  oa  ^e  Tagns,  was  taken  in  1213 ;  but  the 
flyaaimJu  did  not  obtain  firm  ground  on  the  Guadiana  till  serenteen 
years  after,  by  ei^ytimng  Merida  and  fiadajos. 

About  the  saoiedate,  Baen  was  taken  for  the  eeeood  time.  The  whole 
popdatioa  fled  to  Granada,  and  founded  there  the  soborb  of  AlbayciB, 
wmch  pbja  a  yerj  important  part  in  the  later  history  of  Granada. 

From  1229  the  Airagonese  employed  six  years  in  snbjngating  the 
Bakaiie  islands,  then  exdnsiTehr  held  by  the  Arabs.  The  system  oi 
desolation  carried  on  by  the  Christians  mnst  hare  been  excessive,  for  no 
trace  of  the  oki  population  can  be  found  in  history  after  the  fourteenth 


After  the  Arragonese  had  established  themselves  finniy  in  Majorca  and 
Mmcvea,  they  turned  dieir  arms  against  ihe  kingdom  of  Valencia,  which 
kwl  been  left  in  peaee  durtngthe  short  reign  of  the  Cid.  Within  seveii 
years  Valencia  was  conquered  from  the  fortress  oi  Morella  as  for  as  the 
!&iicar.  The  capital  was  sarrttidered  in  1238,  on  the  condition  that  die 
lafaabitanls  migm  have  permission  to  onigrate.  The  majority — nearly 
M^OOO  persons — ^reoMyfed  from  die  city  witik  dieir  property,  and  the  king, 
Dob  J^^fB^e?  had  great  difficulty  in  restraining  his  troops  foom  plundering 
tJMni.  Two  leaders  of  the  Arragonese  army,  nowever,  Count  de  Cardano 
and  Don  Artal  de  Alagon,  lay  in  ambush  for  the  emigrants  at  Villena, 
and  robbed  diem  of  nearly  all  they  had  saved  from  die  shipwreck  of  their 
property.  In  die  course  of  the  next  ^Heen  years  the  Arragonese  ae- 
qinred  the  remainder  of  Valencia,  and  af^rwards  a  part  of  Murcta.  The 
Moorish  population,  however,  obtained  more  fovourable  terms  than  tnual, 
§oir  had  they  been  expelled,  the  conquered  territory  would  have  been 
almoet  entirely  depopulated. 

The  Casdlians  had,  in  the  meanwhile,  made  such  progress  in  Estrema- 
dma,  that  they  were  enabled  to  take  Cordova  in  1236  by  a  cotqf  dt 
mam.  The  entire  population  of  diis  great  city  was  driven  to  emigrate. 
In  the  year  1241  the  Castilians  obtained  possession  of  all  Mureia, 
through  a  treaty,  in  whidi  King  Mohammed  Aben  Hod  declared  himsdf 
a  vas^  of  Ferdinand  die  Saint,  and  delivered  up  to  him  the  most  im- 
portant fortresses.  In  1246  Mohammed  Al-hamar,  King  of  Granada, 
abo  recognised  Ferdinand  as  his  liege  lord,  and  bound  himself  to  the  pay- 
ment of  tribute  and  appearing  at  the  Cortes.  In  the  ensuing  war  agamst 
die  province  of  Seville,  Mohammed  Al-hamar  was  forced  to  take  part,  and 
in  1248  this  most  important  city  capitulated.  The  inhabitants  emigrated, 
and  their  property  and  estates  were  distributed  among  the  Chriatiaii 
leaders  of  dbe  army. 

Aii;er  the  foil  of  Seville,  the  only  Arabic  state  ezistmg  in  Spain,  with 
the  exception  of  the  pseudo-kmgdom  of  Mureia,  was  Granada.  This 
principality,  though  small  in  extent,  was  powerful  through  its  posidon, 
itt  immense  popdiation,  its  riches,  and  warlike  equipments,  and  formed  a 
very  dangerous  rival  to  Castille,  whose  sovereignty  it  had  recognised  in 
a  moment  of  need,  only  to  prepare  die  way  with  greater  security  to  a 
more  independent  future.  The  extensive  conquests  Ferdinand  had  made 
during  the  last  twenty -five  years  were  so  far  advantageous  to  the  Moorish 
kii^,  that  thousands  of  the  mhalntants  of  Jaen,  Cordova,  and  Sevfllci  had 
minted  to  Granada,  and  materially  increased  its  strengdi. 

Although  the  power  of  the  Castilian  crown  had  been  so  angmented 
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by  the  conquests  during  the  first  half  of  the  thirteenth  century,  idll  it 
could  only  gain  isolated  and  transient  advantages  over  Granada  till  late 
in  the  following  century.  Tarifa  was  taken  by  storm  in  1292,  Alcan- 
dete  and  Gibrsdtar  in  1309,  though  the  latter  was  again  lost  in  1330. 
after  the  great  victory  at  Rio  Sidado  in  1340,  Alphonso  XL,  the  last 
of  this  illustrious  name,  succeeded  in  wresting  from  the  Arabs  several 
larger  strips  of  territory,  with  the  towns  of  Alcala  de  Real  and  Algeziras. 
The  kingdom  of  Granada,  from  this  time  confined  to  a  territory,  oor-- 
responding  nearly  with  that  of  the  present  province,  was  enabled  to  de- 
fend its  frontiers  with  great  success  against  the  attacks  of  the  Spaniards 
for  more  than  100  years.  From  the  cloture  of  Algeciras,  in  1344,  to 
the  year  1482,  the  Arabs  suffered  no  material  loss,  with  the  exception  of 
Antequera,  which,  in  1410,  and  Gibraltar  for  the  second  time  in  1462, 
fell  into  the  hands  of  the  Spaniards. 

After  Queen  Isabella  had  removed  her  niece  Johanna  from  the  throne 
of  CastiUe,  she  sought  to  strengthen  her  usurpation  by  the  renewal  of  the 
long-slumbering  national  war  against  the  Moors.  The  struggle  com* 
menoed  in  1482,  by  a  daring  attack  on*Alhama.  In  the  course  of  llie 
next  few  years  the  strong  fortresses  of  Ronda,  Marbella,  Velez-Malaga, 
Loja,  and  Malaga,  were  taken  by  storm.  The  inhabitants  of  Malaga 
were  sold  as  slaves,  those  of  the  other  towns  were  permitted  to  emigrate, 
while  the  rural  population  was  left  in  peace.  At  length  Ferdinand  and 
Isabella  appeared  beneath  the  walls  of  Granada,  a  city  which,  through  its 
strong  natural  position  at  the  foot  of  the  impregnable  Alpuxarras,  pro- 
tected by  immense  walls,  and  defended  by  100,000  warriors,  seemed  able 
to  offer  a  lasting  resistance  to  the  Spaniards,  who  were  weakened  by  the 
effects  of  war  and  pestilence.  The  wretched  King  Abu  Abdilehi 
(Boabdil),  however,  was  destined  to  ruin  the  powerful  capital  of  his 
glorious  kingdom  which  he  had  already  irretrievably  injured.  For  two 
months  the  Ring  of  Granada  carried  on  negotiations  with  Ferdinand  and 
Isabella,  which  resulted  in  two  treaties,  one  affecting  the  royal  family^ 
the  other  the  population  of  Granada. 

By  the  first,  Abu  Abdilehi  received  from  the  Catholic  monarchs,  and  as 
their  vassal,  a  present  of  a  number  of  villages  in  the  Alpuxarras,  further 
the  domains  he  had  inherited  from  his  father,  and  30,000  pieces  of  gold. 
The  princesses  of  the  royal  house  also  received  their  own  possessions  as 
^. 

By  the  second  treaty,  the  citizens  received  guarantees  that  their  reli- 
gion should  not  be  assailed,  that  their  property  should  be  respected,  and 
that  all  might  emigrate  who  pleased.  We  shall  see  presently  how  these 
promises  were  kept. 

From  the  earliest  ages  of  Christian  domination  all  the  means  and  ap- 
pliances of  the  roost  odious  tyranny  were  employed  to  convert  the  subju- 
gated Arabs.  Religious  persecutions  practised  by  Mahommedans  on  the  * 
Christians  are,  on  the  other  hand,  among  the  rarest  events  in  Spanish 
history,  and  when  they  occurred  they  were  almost  exclusively  the  result 
of  the  most  brutal  provocation.  Fanatic  priests  forced  their  way  into  the 
mosques  of  Cordova  to  preach  the  Gospel;  monks,  thirsting  for  martyrdom, 
proclaimed  on  the  square  of  Granada  that  Mohammed  was  an  impostor. 
The  author  of  the  **  Memorise  Sanctorum,"  who  gained  the  name  of  a 
saint  exclusively  by  similar  provocation  and  gasconade — the  priest 
Eulogius  himself  gives  his  testimony  about  the  Moors :  ^  We  live  among 
them  without  any  insult  to  our  faith.'' 
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In  one  word,  as  the  Arabs  were  superior  to  the  Spaniards  in  knowledge 
and  education,  they  were  equally  so  in  toleration,  true  religious  feelings, 
real  humanity,  chivalrous  manners,  and  faith  in  their  plighted  word  In 
every  page,  not  only  of  the  Arab  historians  but  also  of  the  Spanish 
chroniclers  and  annalists,  the  impartial  reader  can  judge  for  himself 
that  the  Arabs  were  the  nobler  race,  and  their  cause  was  the  better 
one ;  and  any  one  who  has  any  recognition  of  the  holy  and  the  beautiful, 
will  join  in  Uie  feelings  of  pain  and  horror,  when  the  Arabic  annalists  relate 
the  sufferings  to  which  they  were  exposed  in  the  name  of  religion.  But 
^^  so  it  was  written/'  Islamism  sank  in  Spain  through  its  one  single 
contradiction  of  the  laws  of  morality  ;  witlM)ut  polygamy  it  would,  pro- 
bably, have  now  been  the  master  of  the  whole  German  world,  in  which  it 
would  have  certainly  found  a  more  fertile  soil,  and  have  produced  very 
di£Ferent  fruits,  than  it  has  done  in  the  exhausted  East 

Nothing  was  more  frequent  than  the  Jesuitical  explanation  or  open 
rupture  of  the  capitulations  granted  to  the  Moors.  Even  the  best  and 
most  honourable  of  the  Spanish  kings  practised  the  most  shameful 
treachery  towards  the  conquered  and  defenceless  Arabs.  Such  was  the 
way  in  which  Ferdinand  the  Catholic  behaved  to  Malaga.  The  inhabi- 
tants had  been  bound  to  ransom  themselves  at  the  rate  of  thirty-six  ducats 
per  man,  within  eight  months.  This  immense  sum  of  nearly  half  a  million 
ducats  was  raised  within  a  few  hundred  or  thousand  ducats,  in  the  speci- 
fied time.  Ferdinand  took  the  money,  and  compensated  himself  for  the 
loss  of  the  residue,  by  selling  the  whole  population  of  Malaga,  in  number 
12,000,  as  slaves.  Peter  the  Terrible  murdered  with  his  own  hand  an 
Arab  prince  who  had  sought  refuge  with  him.  Finally,  the  Cid,  the 
flower  of  Spanish  chivalry,  is  represented  in  the  naive  accounts  of  the 
highly  patnotic  ^'Cronica  General''  as  a  pattern  of  faithlessness  and  cruelty. 

Slavery  was  as  perfect  in  Spain  until  the  seventeenth  century  as  the 
word  itself  allows  an  interpretation.  A  slave  could  not  possess  any  property, 
he  could  not  claim  the  protection  of  the  laws,  his  wife  and  child  could  be 
separated  from  him,  his  master  could  kill  him  without  subjecting  himself 
to  any  punishment. 

The  Moorish  rural  population,  who  had  been  originally  assured  the 
most  widely-extended  privileges  and  concessions,  were  gradually  brought 
into  a  more  or  less  oppressive  state  of  vassalbm.  In  Airagon,  where  the 
knights  had  divided  the  land  among  themselves,  in  order  to  have  it  culti- 
vated by  the  Arabs  for  their  own  profit,  the  latter  found  some  little  pro- 
tection from  their  owners — at  least  against  useless  ill-treatment  The  law 
forbade  the  Arabs  having  mosques,  but  custom  continued  to  permit  them, 
eq>ecially  in  Uiose  places  where  they  were  the  property  of  the  nobility. 
In  the  few  towns,  however,  where  firee  Arabs  were  tolerated,  they  were 
excluded  from  so  many  offices  and  branches  of  trade,  and  subjected  to  so 
many  restrictions,  that  they  required  to  exert  their  utmost  energies  in 
order  not  to  fall  a  prey  to  the  extremities  of  poverty.  Still  their  position 
io  the  towns  was,  in  some  respects,  more  favourable  than  that  of  the  even 
more  hated  Jews,  and  some  time  elapsed  before  they  were  compelled  to 
wear  distinguishing  marks  on  their  clothes,  and  expose  themselves  to 
insult  and  contempt  on  their  appearance  in  public. 

The  civil  condition  of  the  Moors  grew  worse,  however,  in  the  same 
ratio  as  the  Christian,  domination  extended  and  became  firmer.  Emig^ra- 
tion,  which  at  first  was  not  merely  allowed  but  even  promoted,  was  later 
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tfueatened  with  the  punidimeiit  o£  skermj ;  Ae  Hooridi  code  was 
legally  aboli^ieGl,  thouffh  aetoally  condmoBg  to  ezbt ;  the  Isw  kadi  aid 
that  we  Moor  risked  his  life  wko  left  his  remence  widunit  the  eseort  of  a 
ChristiaD,  and  in  Arragon  it  menaced  the  Muenin  widi  death  who  sob* 
mooed  his  coomgatioa  to  {vayer  hj  the  aoond  o£  a  tnin^pet  or  his  own 
▼oice.  An  ii&tiiated  policy  oontiofiudly  exerted  its^  to  increase  the 
breach  between  the  Christiaii  and  Mohaimnedan  population,  and  render 
an  J  reconciliation  impossiUe.  The  ChristiaDs  were  ferbidden,  hj  heayy 
penalty,  to  reeeire  Moors  in  their  hoase  who  were  not  their  sfaiTea,  or  to 
educate  Moorish  cfaildreii.  The  Moors,  en  the  other  hand,  in  snrprisiBg 
anticipation  of  one  <^  those  genial  ideas  which  was  destined  to  emaaaie 
firom  jBerhn  500  years  later,  and  set  the  world  in  amazement,  were  »oi 
attewed  to  assume  Christian  names.  The  Moor,  like  the  Jew,  was  not 
permitted  to  be  a  snigeon,  i^K)ihecary,  adfoeate  in  causes  between 
Christians,  grocer,  or  Tictoaller,  and,  in  1476,  Isabella  pat  the  fhiishing 
stpoke  to  the  tyranny,  by  not  merely  ordering  the  Moots  to  wear  gw- 
eokHirsd  dotluDg  as  a  mark  of  distinction,  but  also  £cxrbade  them  umb 
nse  of  silk,  gold,  or  sihrer  in  their  own  clothes,  or  the  trappings  of  their 


Despite  the  saognniary  wars,  emigration,  and  mnrderoiis  laws,  die 
Mooiish  population,  at  oie  time  of  tira  conquest  of  Granada,  was  rery 
nnmeroos  in  yariow  proiinces  of  Spain.  Besides  Murcia,  whidi  had  re- 
mained under  the  gofemmeDt  of  yassal  princes  till  the  beginning  of  tfan 
fourteenth  cdntury,  and  which  was  the  only  one  of  the  Ca^tian  proTHiees 
which  had  a  considerable  Moorish  population  in  its  towns  and  in  the 
country,  Arragon  counted  a  great  number  of  Arabs,  who  fcwmed  almost 
the  sole  rural  population  of  a  great  pcHtion  of  the  central  territory  of  the 
Ebrow  Serfe,  cut  off  from  all  connexion  with  their  freer  countrymen  in 
the  south,  deprived  of  the  animating  influence  of  communieatioii  with 
cities,  the  Arragonese  Moors  had,  by  degrees,  kpsed  into  a  oouditioQ  oi 
the  most  extreme  ferociiy,  which  appears  to  have  been  handed  down  to 
dbe  present  Christian  inhabitants  of  that  land,  and  which  rendered  tiiem 
politically  unimportant,  in  spite  of  their  grisat  numbers. 

It  was  different  with  the  Valencian  Arabs.  The  Spaniards  never  suc- 
ceeded in  Qtteriy  breaking  their  spirit  In  the  seventeenth  century  they 
repeatedly  took  up  arms,  and  th^  irreconcilaUe  hatred  endures  to  tfaie 
present  diay,  in  the  i^pe  of  enmity  between  the  town  and  the  Hnerta  de 
Valencia. 

Granada  had  only  been  a  few  weeks  in  the  hands  of  the  Spaniards 
before  some  zealous  prdates  gave  utterance  to  tiie  idea  of  leaving  the 
Moors  the  choice  between  baptism  and  emigration.  The  foaatic  Queen 
Isabella  was  well  disposed  to  listen  to  this  proposal,  but  found  the  most 
energetic  opposition,  not  only  frt>m  her  husband,  but  frt>m  her  spiritual 
director,  the  notorious  Torquemada.  The  king,  as  a  dear-sig^ited  pdi- 
tician,  did  not  wish  to  drive  the  Moors  to  ^desperate  resistance,  or  lose 
many  hundred  thousand  of  tiie  most  industrious  workmen  in  a  land 
already  fully  exhausted  by  protracted  wars.  Torquemada,  for  his  part, 
had  convinced  himself,  during  his  performance  of  tiie  duties  of  grand  in-> 
quisitor,  of  the  fruitiessness  of  compulsory  conversions,  and  his  fonaticism, 
in  spite  of  all  its  barbarity,  was  not  sanguinary  enough  to  bi^>tise  Moors 
merely  for  die  sake  of  bmning  them  as  r^iegades.  But  of  the  many 
ihoasand  of  Hebrew  and  Arab  fiunilies  whose  fbre&thos  had  be«i 
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^  conrerted'*  yeoFS  belore  bj  sangninary  pefsecntioiis  io  Seville  and  otlrar 
towns  of  AnmliMia,  Terquemada,  on  careful  inqniiy,  had  not  found  a 
sng^le  one  whieli,  even  then,  in  the  feorth  generation,  was  not  aecretlj 
devoted  to  the  fiuth  of  their  &thers.  With  such  experience,  it  was  im- 
possiUe  for  the  grand  inquisitor  to  expect  a  better  result  from  the  com- 
polsovy  baptism  of  the  Granadine  Moors.  The  idea  of  their  expulsion 
must  doubtlesdj  hare  been  more  f^reeable  to  him ;  but  this  may  hare 
Bocmed  to  him  difficult  of  execution,  through  the  great  number  of  iiie 
Moors,  espedally  at  a  moment  when  Spain,  principidly  throueh  his  intei*- 
fereaee,  was  about  to  lose  several  hundred  thousand  of  her  imuibitants  of 
Jewish  origin. 

On  the  dOth  March,  1492,  a  royal  decree  was  made  known  in  Gra* 
nada,  by  which  all  Jews  were  ordered,  under  pain  of  death,  to  quit  Spain 
within  four  months.  In  accordance  with  the  decree,  they  would  be  per- 
mitted to  sell  their  land,  and  take  their  moveaUe  properly  with  them, 
ahrays  excepting  gold  and  silver;  but  the  advantages  derivable  from  this 
eofDcesdcm  were  so  restricted,  that  many  Jews  exchanged  their  house  for  % 
mule,  and  a  vineyard  for  a  few  yards  of  linen.  After  an  attempt  to  pmr- 
diase  permission  to  remun  in  &»ain,  by  offering  the  king  and  queen  a 
krge  sum  of  money,  had  been  ferustrated  by  Torquemada,  the  Jews  de- 
tenained  on  quitting  Spain  sooner  than  become  renegades  to  their  refi- 
gion.  Aecordinff  to  statements  which  have  every  appearance  of  accura^ 
in  their  favour,  the  number  of  those  who  went  into  banishment  amounted 
to  800,000.  Hie  caravans  of  the  emigrants  ofiered  such  pictures  of 
misery  and  wretchedness  that  the  hearts  of  even  the  most  bigoted  Chris- 
tifltas  were  moved  with  compassion.  This  emotion,  however,  did  not  pre- 
vent them  from  plundering  the  helpless  Jews  in  every  possible  way,  hot 
it  took  place  at  least  with  tears  in  their  ejes.  More  than  one  hundred 
thousand  of  the  banished  sought  and  found  a  refuge  in  Portugal.  Thou- 
sands bent  their  steps  to  Italy  and  the  Levant,  where  they  met  with  a 
poor  reception,  and  where  their  descendants  (as  in  Smyrna,  for  instance) 
nave  retamed  the  use  of  the  Spanish  language.  The  majoritv  of  the  rest 
vrent  to  Africa,  where,  however,  such  terrible  oppression  and  sanguinary 
persecution  awaited  them,  that  many  of  them  preferred  returning  to 
Spidn  and  being  baptised,  which,  at  a  later  day,  produced  countleM 
Tictims  for  the  Inquisition. 

The  oppression  to  which  the  Moors  were  subjected  in  Chranada  at 
length  roused  them  to  seek  help  for  themselves.  Many  of  the  most 
active  threw  themsdves  into  the  Sierra  Nevadas,  where  they  formed 
aarmed  bands  under  the  name  of  '^  Monfis,"  and  again  commenced  a  pre- 
datory war.  In  the  capital  itself  a  conspiracy  was  formed,  which,  how- 
ever, was  speedily  discovered  and  fiightfrdly  avenged.  This  consfHracy 
Skve  the  Spaniards  an  excuse  for  seizing  on  a  greater  portion  of  the 
oorish  quarter.  They  were  forced  to  quit  Granada  Proper,  and  retire 
into  the  suburbs,  Albaycin  and  Antequeruela. 

The  departure  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella  for  the  northern  portion  (^ 
their  territories  was  a  real  blessing  for  the  Moors  of  Granada ;  fcnr  the 
administration  of  the  civil  and  military  departments  was  entrusted  to  two 
excellent  men,  the  Captain-General  Count  de  Tendilla  and  the  Arch- 
bishop Don  Fernando  de  Talav^ra.  They  rivalled  one  anoth^  in  recon- 
ciling the  Moors  to  the  Spanish  government  by  toleration,  kindness,  and 
magnanmiity.     This  happy  state  of  things^  however,  did  not  endure 
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long.  The  queen,  on  her  retorn  to  Granada,  summoned  the  Ardilndiop 
of  Toledo,  Cisneros  de  Ximenes,  in  whom  she  had  recognised  a  willing 
tool  for  new  seyerity  and  faithlessness.  Her  intention  was. to  bring  back 
the  Elches,  or  Christians  who  had  embraced  Islamism,  into  the  bosom  of 
the  Church,  either  by  kindness  or  sternness.  Ximines  had  secretly 
obtained  full  powers  from  the  Grand  Inquisitor  Deza  to  practise  all  the 
seyerity  which  might  be  found  necessary  in  converting  the  Elches.  He 
set  about  his  task,  however,  with  great  circumspection.  He  spared  no 
money  to  buy  over  the  Mohammedan  priests  to  favour  his  plans  of  con- 
version. He  met  with  extraordinary  success.  Heaps  of  bribed  Moors 
presented  themselves  for  baptism,  and  bribed  Al^sdcis  openly  preached  to 
their  co-religionists  the  blessings  of  Christianity.  Ximenes  seemed  to 
effect  miracles,  and  was  lauded  to  the  sides. 

This  immoral  propaganda  could  not,  however,  subsist  long  vrithoot 
exciting  an  animated  counter-movement  among  the  real  confessors  of 
Islamism.  The  renegade  Alfakis  were  confuted  by  priests,  who  uiged 
the  Moors,  with  all  the  fire  of  their  oratory,  to  adhere  constantly  to  the 
faith  of  their  fathers. 

Aroused  by  this  opposition,  Ximenes  showed  his  talons.  The  obstinate 
Alfakis  and  Marabuts  were  loaded  with  chains  and  thrown  into  prison, 
the  doors  of  which  only  opened  for  them  again  when  they  were  r^idered 
malleable  by  ill-treatment,  and  expressed  their  willingness  to  be  baptised. 
From  this  time  Ximenes  proceeded  from  one  act  of  Wbarity  to  another. 
By  his  orders,  all  the  Arabic  books  were  delivered  up— more  than  s 
million  volumes — and  with  the  exception  of  a  few  hundred  medicinal 
writings,  burnt  on  the  square  Virarambla.  Thus  was  a  disgraceful  act^ 
which  a  calumnious  tradition  had  ascribed  to  a  Mohammedan  barbarian, 
Omar,  in  Alexandria,  really  carried  into  execution  a  thousand  years  lat^ 
by  a  Christian  prince  of  the  Church ;  thus  Ximenes  became  the  Heroa- 
tratus  of  the  whole  mental  treasure  of  a  nation  which  had  stood  for  ages 
at  the  head  of  European  cultivation.  After  thb  act,  Ximenes  went  actively 
to  work,  and  began  his  persecution  of  the  Elches.  At  length  his  severity 
caused  the  Moors  to  break  out  in  open  rebellion,  and  they  were  only  re- 
strained from  taking  a  terrible  requital  by  the  representations  of  the  Count 
di  Tendilla.  The  king  was  greatly  enraged  at  this  event,  and  summoned 
Ximenes  to  Sevilla  to  answer  for  his  conduct.  He  obeyed,  and  openly 
declared  that  he  had  purposely  driven  the  Moors  to  rise.  '^  I  have  suc- 
ceeded in  driving  the  Moors  to  rebel,  and  have  obtained  the  fEivourable 
opportunity  to  complete  their  conversion.  Now,  when  they  have  rendered 
themselves  guilty  of  high  treason,  they  may  choose  between  justice  and 
mercy,  between  death  and  baptism.'* 

Although  it  was  a  plenipotentiary  of  the  Inquisition  who  uttered  these 
words,  still  from  human  shame  we  should  be  inclined  to  doubt  their 
veracity,  were  they  not  reported  by  a  perfectly  credible  witness,  Alvaro 
Gomez  de  Castro,  who  was  commissioned  by  the  grateful  university  of 
Alcala  to  write  the  lustory  of  Ximenes  after  his  death.  Besides,  action 
followed  close  on  the  words.  Ferdinand  and  Isabella's  policy  proved 
itself  well  allied  to  the  morality  of  the  high  priest  of  Toledo.  The  king 
and  queen  decided  that  the  Moors  should  have  the  choice  presented  to 
them  between  death  and  the  sword,  and  a  special  plenipotentiary  was  sent 
for  the  purpose  to  Granada. 

When  the  news  arrived  in  the  city,  a  violent  movement  commenced 
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among  the  inhabitants  of  the  Alpuzarras^  which  was  fanned  by  fugitiyes 
from  the  Albaycin.  The  armed  bands  of  Monfis,  which  had  always 
maintained  their  gpround  in  the  mountains,  and  thence  plundered  the 
Christian  towns,  now  grew  into  powerful  bodies  of  men,  and  carried  on 
their  plundering  forays  even  under  the  walls  of  Granada.  This  evil  at 
leng^  became  serious,  and  it  must  necessarily  be  put  a  stop  to  before 
tbey  could  proceed  to  subject  the  inhabitants  of  the  Albaycin  to  the  arch- 
bishop's terrible  alternative.  The  captain-general,  therefore,  left  Granada, 
in  January,  1500,  at  the  head  of  a  small  body  of  vassals  and  adventurers, 
in  order  to  attack  the  little  town  of  Guejar,  at  the  foot  of  the  Sierra  Ne- 
vada, which  was  the  head-quarters  of  a  numerous  band  of  Monfis.  Afiter 
an  obstinate  engagement  the  town  was  taken,  and  murder  and  robbery 
ensued.  The  news  of  the  fate  of  Guejar,  however,  caused  the  Alpuzarras 
to  break  out  in  open  rebellion,  which  lasted  for  several  years,  and  gradu- 
ally drew  the  other  Moorish  tribes  in  Spain  to  take  up  arms. 

When  peace  was  at  length  restored,  more  througn  the  exhaustion  of 
the  Moors  than  through  willingness  to  yield  to  their  oppressora, 
Charles  V.,  who  had  in  the  meanwhile  inherited  the  throne  of  Spain, 
proceeded  in  the  footsteps  of  his  predecessor.  He  obtained  a  bull  from 
the  Pope^  by  authority  of  which  he  ordained  that  all  the  Moors  in  the 
kingdom  of  Valencia  should  be  bi^tised.  The  royal  £Etvour  and  protec- 
tion Were  promised  to  those  who  obeyed  :  the  disobedient  were,  however, 
threatened  with  the  severest  punishment,  though  of  what  nature  was 
not  expressly  stated.  Within  ten  days  firom  the  proclamation  of  the 
edict,  toe  Moors  were  bound  to  give  their  acquiescence.  No  result  fol- 
lowed, and  Charles  eventually  ordered  tiiat  all  the  unbaptised  Moors 
should  be  expelled.  By  the  3 1st  of  December  they  were  all  to  assemble 
at  the  village  of  Siete  Aguas,  and  thence  be  led  across  Spain  to  the  har- 
bours of  the  northern  coast,  Laredo,  Santander,  and  La  Coruna.  The 
execution  of  this  measure  would  have  been  equivalent  with  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  whole  Moorish  population,  for  very  few  would  have  been  able 
to  withstand  the  exertions  and  privations  of  a  winter  march  of  many  hun- 
dred leagues  through  a  hostile  and  fanatic  nation.  In  vain  did  the- 
Moors  b^  for  permission  to  take  shipping  in  some  port  of  the  Mediter-- 
ranean  sea.  In  their  despair,  they  at  length  bowed  their  head  to  the- 
will  of  the  despot 

To  escape  certain  destruction,  the  deputation  of  the  Moors  declared  their 
readiness  to  let  themselves  be  baptised,  and,  in  fact,  by  the  22nd  of  January,. 
1526,  the  greater  portion  of  the  Moorish  population  of  Valencia  was  re- 
ceived into  the  bosom  of  the  Church.  In  many  parts  of  the  kingdom,, 
however,  the  Moors  prepared  for  a  life-and-death  struggle.  Even  at  the 
gates  of  the  capital  the  emissaries  of  the  all-powerful  emperor  met  with 
determined  opposition.  The  inhabitants  of  the  village  of  Benalg^dl 
refused  them  mgress.  The  Viceroy  Don  Hieronimo  Cabanells  proclaimed 
war  of  extermination  against  them  (guerra  k  sangre  6  fuego)  in  the 
streets  of  Valencia,  and  marched  against  them  at  the  head  of  5000  men. 
The  villagers,  however,  defended  themselves  with  desperate  courage^ 
though  unsuccessfully.  The  population  of  the  village  was  baptised  in 
the  presence  of  the  victorious  army,  and  then  allowed  to  ransom  itself 
for  the  sum  of  12,000  ducats — not  from  humanity,  but  through  regard 
for  the  seigneur,  the  Duke  de  Segorbe. 

After  the  conversion  of  the  Moors  in  Valencia,  the  only  thing  left  to 
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be  dooe  wms  the  eradicatioii  of  IdinuMn  in  Catid<mm  sad  Amgoii.  In 
Catalonia,  where  the  Mohammedan  popolaUon  was  very  weak,  their  ooa- 
version,  with  the  appliances  Charles  V.  had  at  his  ooflunaBd,  was  not  difit- 
cnlt.  The  task,  however,  was  not  so  easy  in  Arragon,  whoae  coBstitotioii 
had  not  yet  been  fblly  weakened  l^  Charles's  despotism,  and  whose 
nobility  had  the  greatest  interest  in  giving  the  nmnerous  Moorish  inlui- 
l>itants  as  mudi  protection  as  possiUe.  The  Count  de  Rib•gom^  a  re- 
lation of  the  emperor,  undertook  the  task  of  explaining  to  him  the  injn*- 
tice,  as  well  as  inutility  of  the  measures  designed  against  the  rasai  popu- 
lation of  Arragon.  He  showed  that  the  Moors  <^  Arragon  had  never 
created  political  disturbances  ;  that  they  caused  no  religious  MmnA^X^  qot 
tried  to  make  proselytes ;  that  as  inhabitants  of  an  inland  prorinee,  thc^ 
could  not  be  dangerous  as  confederates  of  their  brediren  in  Africa  ;  that 
they  were  indnstrious,  clever,  and  trustworthy  persons,  whose  laboiin 
benefited  the  whole  state,  espeeiany  from  the  net  that  they  made  excel- 
lent arms. 

It  was  all  to  no  purpose.     Charles  adhered  to  his  det^minatioiiy  and 
the  Arragonese  Moors  were  also  baptised  in  the  eourse  <^  1626. 

Thus,  then,  was  the  work  of  conversion  comjdeted,  and  the  jurisdietioii 
of  the  Inquisition  extended  from  one  end  of  Spain  to  the  other.  Tke  re- 
gulations made  by  the  Holy  Office  to  watch  the  Moors,  or  Moriscos  as 
they  were  now  termed,  were  of  the  sharp  nature  that  nnght  be  ea^ieoted 
from  the  character  of  the  inq)ectoT8.  Eveiy  exercise  which  boi«  any  re- 
semblance to  the  Mohammedan  form  of  worship,  eve^  action  which 
could  be  interpreted  as  obedience  to  the  precepts  c£  the  Koran,  et^ren  the 
abstinence  from  those  articles  of  hod  forbidden  by  Islamism,  was  rigidly 
tabooed  among  the  new  Christians,  and  every  one  strictly  ordered  to  de 
nounce  his  neighbour's  acts  of  omission  or  commission. 

The  external  Christian  coating  which  it  obtained  by  sodi  measutea 
seemed  as  satisfi^ctorypto  the  Inquisition  as  it  was  to  the  empefor^  al- 
though both  were  perfectty  convinced  that  the  baptised  Moon  were  in 
their  hearts  as  good  Mussulmans  as  they  had  previously  been.     Had  any 
doubt  prevailed  in  this  respect,  it  would  have  been  dispdled  by  an  inqoizy 
made  at  Granada  in  1 526  by  the  emperor's  command.  Three  gentleaien  of 
Granada,  of  illustrious  Moorish  descent,  handed  in  a  petition,  in  which  they 
complained  of  the  oppression  and  tyranny  to  which  ^  Moriscoa  were 
exposed  both  frt>m  secular  and  ecclesiastical  authorities.     These  com- 
plaints were  the  cause  that  a  commission  was  appointed  to  examine  into 
the  position  of  the  new  Christians,  and  more  eq)eoially  their  religioos 
condition,  in  the  kingdom  of  Granada.     The  conunissiony  conaistii^  ex- 
clusively of  priests  and  monks,   after  traversing  die  whole  kii^pdom, 
reported  that  they  found  among  the  Moriscos  good  mocak,  ^[reat  hones^ 
in  their  dealings,  admirable  beneficence,  and  extraordinary  mdustry.    AU 
this,  however,  was  mere  deception,  for  they  wanted  the  true  fiuth;  and 
though  they  had  been  baptised  twenty-seven  years,  <'  it  would  be  impos- 
sible to  find  twenty-seven,  or  even  seven,  sincere  Chxistians  among  them^ 
Charles  V.,  durmg  the  later  years  of  his  life,  was  so  modi  occupied  by 
€rerman  and  Italian  affairs,  ana  through  his  wan  wi&  France,  that  he 
could  devote  but  little  time  and   attention  to  his  Spanidi  tenitmies. 
Thus  it  came  about  that  the  persecuting  policy  wmch  Isabella  had 
handed  down  to  her  sprandson  left  the  Moriscos  somewhat  at  peace  during 
the  second  half  of  the  emperor's  reign.     Charles  V.  had,  through  his 
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gntter  eares,  so  ivt  forgotten  the  Morisoos  that  he  did  not  appear  to 
femembw  their  negieoted  conversion  in  the  solitude  of  the  monasttty 
San  YiKte^  while  exposed  to  the  most  violent  stinffs  oi  consoieDce  because 
lie  had  the  sinful  weakness  of  keeping  his  word  towards  the  promoter 
cf  the  greftt  German  heresy  at  Worms— «  weakness  which  he  did  all  in 
his  power  to  expiate  by  causing  Don  Augustin  Caialla,  with  his  brothers 
and  many  other  oonfidssors  of  Luth^ranisin,  to  be  burned  at  VaUadoUd  in 
the  year  1557. 

Cfharies'  saeoessor^  at  the  commencement  of  his  reign»  revealed  more 
modevation  with  regard  to  the  Moriscos,  and  by  it  seemed  to  promise  an 
entire  change  from  the  policy  which  the  emperor  had  exercised  towards 
ibe  new  Christians.  *  Immediately  on  mounting  the  throne,  Philip  IL 
directed  the  inquisitors  to  ]}roceed  with  the  greatest  kindness  and 
indulgence  toward  the  Morisoos;  and  as  these  orders  were  doubtlessly 
ropeatedTy  transgressed,  during  the  same  year  he  obtwied  a  papal  bul^ 
which  limited  the  jurisdiction  of  the  Inquisition  in  an  extraordinary 
manner,  as  it  empowered  every  conjfessor  to  liberate  them  by  his  absolu* 
tion  from  all  the  ecdesiastioal  and  secular  punishments  to  which  they  were 
exposed  by  giving  up  their  new  belief. 

The  predatory  attacks  of  the  Barbary  corsairs  grew  to  such  a  pitch  of 
audacity,  however,  that  it  was  found  necessary  to  disarm  the  Moorish 
population  of  the  Littoral,  and  horn  this  date  rhilip's  antipathy  towards 
the  Moriseos  originated.  One  of  the  measures  he  passed  against  them 
was  to  forbid  them  having  any  negro  slaves  in  their  possession;  not 
through  feelings  of  humanity — for  the  Spanish  legislature  and  govern- 
ment raised  no  objection  to  slavery  or  the  trade  in  human  beings^— but 
through  regard  for  the  salvation  of  the  negroes,  who  might  be  converted 
to  lahunism  by  the  Moriseos.  Soon  after,  another  regulation  appeared 
which  specially  insulted  the  Moriseos  of  Granada.  From  the  commence- 
meat,  the  right  of  carrying  arms  had  been  in  Granada  the  object  of  very 
earnest  desire  and  of  repeated  annoyances.  This  right  was  hardly  pur- 
chased for  a  heaivy  sum  before  it  was  recalled  by  some  pretext  or  another, 
in  order  to  obtain  more  money  from  the  Moriseos.  In  May,  1663, 
Philip  II.  issued  a  decree  by  wmch  the  Captain-General  of  Granada  was 
empowered  to  subject  the  right  of  the  Moriseos  to  cany  arms  to  a  general 
inquiry,  a  step  which  produced  great  bitterness  and  heartburning  among 
ihe  Arab  population. 

Philip  U.  ¥^as  tmdedded  how  to  act.  A  celebrated  professor  of 
theolo^  at  AlcaU  wrote  to  him,  "  Mientras  mas  Moros  mas  ganaucia,'' 
and  "  De  los  enemigos  los  menos,"  two  Spanish  proverbs  irom  which 
he  inferred  "  that  the  more  Moors  we  Idll  the  greater  the  advantage 
to  us,  for  the  number  of  our  enemies  will  become  less."  The  king  was 
-not  so  short-sifted  in  his  policy  but  that  he  could  see  the  weakness  of 
ihe  arguments  of  this  bloodthirsty  fanaticism ;  and  although  he  eventually 
-yielded  to  the  arguments  of  the  priests,  it  only  occurred,  as  he  himself 
afterwards  said  in  a  repentant  tone,  merely  because  the  interest  of  his  soul 
was  imperilled. 

On  the  17th  November,  1566,  the  king  signed  the  decree  which  re- 
newed and  augmented  the  prohibitions  of  1 526.  The  Moors  were  for- 
bidden to  keep  negro  slaves,  the  use  of  the  AraUc  tongue  in  writing  and 
apeakii^,.of  Arabic  names,  Moorish  dress,  even  of  the  veil,  and  of  all 
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Moorish  customs  and  sports ;  even  the  use  of  baths  was  prohibited,  as  if 
uudeanliness  was  a  material  sign  of  good  Catholicism,  forbidden  not 
merely  in  the  public  bath-houses,  but  also  in  their  own  homes,  by  a 
heavy  fine  and  fifty  days'  imprisonment  in  chains,  which,  on  a  second  re- 
lapse, was  increased  to  five  years'  service  at  the  galleys.  The  Moon 
were  allowed  three  years  to  learn  the  Spanish  language. 

Of  much  greater  significance,  however,  than  these  measures  was  a  de- 
cree proclaimed  by  the  Grand  Inquisitor  Deza,  that  the  names  of  aU  the 
Moorish  children,  between  the  ages  of  five  and  fifteen,  should  be  inscribed 
in  a  book.  The  reason  of  this  arrangement  was,  that  the  children  should 
be  sent  to  school  and  learn  Spanish  ;  but  among  the  Morisoos  the  report 
spread  that  the  intention  was  to  deprive  them  of  tlfeir  children  and  haje 
them  educated  in  Castillo.  The  fear  of  such  tyranuy,  which,  in  tnidi, 
seemed  sufficiently  probable  after  all  the  oppression  they  had  aheadybeea 
exposed  to,  drove  the  Moriscos  to  defend  themselves  to  the  uttmnos^ 
and  a  terrible  rebellion  broke  out,  which  endured  with  few  intermisnoDi 
until  their  final  expulsion  firom  Spain. 

Our  space  will  not  permit  us  to  follow  our  author  through  all  the  vari- 
ous ramifications  of  this  civil  war,  in  which  Philip  II.  was  forced  to  em- 
ploy all  his  best  generals,  and  even  the  celebrated  Don  John  of  Austris, 
Ids  natural  brother. 

The  condition  of  European  politics  was  sufficiently  known  to  the  Mo- 
riscos to  induce  them  to  seek  assistance  in  France,  as  well  as  in  Toikej 
^r  Africa.     In  the  course  of  the  year  1602  they  placed  themselves  in 
communication  with  a  French  emissary  of  the  name  of  St.  Est^ve,  who 
had  been  sent  by  the  Duke  de  la  Force,  Viceroy  of  Navarre,  to  inqoiie 
into  the  purpose  of  the  Spanish  naval  preparations.     St.  £^t6ve  broogiit 
Henri  lY.  the  news  that  it  only  required  a  sign  from  the  French  court  to 
induce  the  Moriscos  to  revolt,  and  they  promised  to  collect  200,000  %li(- 
ing  men — a  number  which  would  not  appear  exaggerated,  if  all  the  Mooiish 
population  of  the  Spanish  provinces  was  comprehended.  Henri  IV.  sent  St 
Est^ve  back  to  Spain,  in  company  with  an  officer  of  the  name  of  Fanissmt^ 
to  examine  more  closely  into  the  matter.     A  dcHMtion  from  the  Mo- 
riscos returned  with  him  to  Paris.     The  king  receded  them  penouslly, 
expressed  his  sympathy  for  them,  and  finally  concluded  that,  as  he  was  at 
peace  with  Spain  at  present,  he  could  not  avail  himself  of  their  offers,  bat 
that,  in  case  of  a  renewal  of  hostilities,  he  would  put  an  end  to  their 
slavery.     The  deputies  of  the  Moriscos  returned  home  sorrowfully,  and 
then  turned  their  attention  to  an  English  agent,  Oliver  Bracfaan,  wlio 
immediately  went  to  London  to  impart  his  news  to  the  government  Tlie 
moment  was,  however,  as  unfavourable  in  England  as  it  had  been  in  France. 
Elizabeth  was  dead ;  her  successor  appeared  no  friend  of  great  designs  and 
daring  policy,  and  Cecil  paid  no  attention,  for  the  time,  to  Bradban's  com- 
munications.    Afterwards,  England  proposed  to  the  Moriscos  to  give  tlie 
Spanish  armies  in  the  Netherlands  employment  in  furtherance  of  their  de- 
signs, but  this  offer  was  declined  as  insufficient,  a  rejection  for  whidi 
James  I.  soon  took  a  revenge,  perfectly  agreeing  with  his  character. 

In  the  following  year  the  negotiations  were  again  commenced  on  tbe 
part  of  France.  The  Duke  de  la  Force  sent  for  an  Arab  chief  of  the 
name  of  Alamin,  to  Pau,  and  the  result  of  their  meeting  was  satisfiu)^^' 
Henri  IV.  then  commissioned  the  celebrated  fugitive,  Antqnio  Pei«s»  w^ 
the  management  of  the  terms  of  the  treaty;  and  after  Alamin  bad  bad  a 
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fleoond  interview  with  the  Duke  de  la  Force,  St  Esteve  was  commisrioned 
to  make  the  Morisoos  a  promise  of  French  assistance. 

All  arrangements  were  made  foi?  the  rebellion,  when  treacherjr  came  to 
tiie  assistance  of  the  threatened  Spaniards.  Tliey  received  the  first  infor- 
znation  of  the  conspiracy  from  a  Morisco,  who  had  been  cured  of  a  disease  by 
aome  Christian  miracle,  and  was  straightway  converted.  Soon  after,  Oliver 
£rachan  informed  the  Spanish  government,  by  authority  of  James  I.,  of 
mil  he  had  learned  of  this  matter,  either  as  witness  or  accomplice.  On 
die  2drd  of  April,  St.  £st6ve  and  several  chiefi  of  the  conspiracy  were 
acrrested  and  executed. 

Under  the  influence  of  these  occurrences,  the  Archbishop  of  Valeocia 
made  a  new  onslaught  on  the  Moriscos,  whose  annihilation  he  regarded  as 
the  most  important  task  of  his  life.  On  this  occasion  he  found  a  powerful 
supporter  in  the  Grand  Inquisitor  Sandoval,  who,  in  his  zeal  for  the  welfare 
of  the  Church,  and  his  Christian  love  of  his  neighbour,  went  so  far  that  he 
offered  the  government  the  alternative,  either  to  expel  the  Moors,  or  to  root 
diem  out  with  the  edge  of  the  sword,  without  delay  and  to  the  last  man. 

Philip  III.,  however,  felt  some  scruples  of  conscience,  and  the  grand 
inquisitor  took  a  journey  to  Rome,  in  order  to  obtain  a  bull  by  which  to 
remove  them.  Paul  V.  rejected  Sandoval's  propositions  with  some  harsh- 
ness, and  reconmiended  the  Archbishop  of  Valencia  to  apply  redoubled 
seal  in  converting  the  Moriscos. 

The  Moors,  however,  had  heard  of  the  attempts  to  compass  their  de- 
struction, and  traces  of  sedition  and  rebellion  were  again  visible  among 
them.  The  fanatic  priestiy  party  thence  obtained  fresh  weapons  against 
ihe  Moriscos.  The  inquisition  succeeded,  by  the  ud  of  its  instruments  of 
torture,  in  discovering  a  Mohammedan  pope. 

The  Roman  court  was  at  length  overpowered  by  the  fiery  eloquence  of 
the  Dominican  Bleda.  In  Madrid  the  priests  had  now  an  easy  task,  for 
tfae  Duke  of  Lerma  was  codsin  to  the  grand  inquisitor,  and  the  kin?  had 
long  had  no  other  will  but  that  of  his  minister.  The  decree  was  signed 
on  the  4th  of  August,  1^09,  which  banished  the  Valencian  Moriscos  from 
Spain. 

This  decree  caused  great  ex(;itement  both  among  the  Moriscos  and  the 
Spaniards.  The  Valencian  nobility  met  to  discuss  the  measures  by  which 
to  o^K>se  it.  The  clergy,  a  great  part  of  whom  lived  at  the  expense  of  the 
Moriscos,  were  equally  dissatisfied.  Even  the  archbishop,  who  had  now 
grained  ihe  end  for  which  he  had  passionately  striven  for  so  many  years, 
was  terrified  by  its  approach.  His  fanaticism  could  not  maintam  the 
ground  against  his  selfishness  ;  where  he  had  formerly  urged  he  now 
withdrew;  objected,  or  at  least  requested  delay.  But  it  was  too  late, 
and  the  archbishop  uttered  his  bitter  repentance  to  his  brother  in  £Etnati- 
dsm  in  these  eloquent  words :  "  We  shall  now  eat  dry  bread  to  our  pot- 
tage, and  wear  patched  shoes.^ 

All  representations  were  fruitless  ;  the  government  adhered  to  its  de- 
termination, and  set  armies  and  fleets  in  motion  to  ensure  its  execution 
without  hindrance. 

On  the  22nd  of  September  the  edict  was  proclaimed  in  Valencia  which 
sentenced  the  Moriscos  to  death,  as  heretics,  renegades,  traitors,  insulters 
of  divine  and  human  majesty,  but  royal  mercy  converted  their  punishment 
into  banishment.  Of  their  own  property  they  received  as  a  present  as 
much  as  the3r  could  carry,  and  besides,  so  mucl^  provision  as  they  required 
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for  the  jooniey  ;  aU  the  rest  wns  forfeited  to  ihe  owner  of  llie  foil,  ai 
they  were  prohibited  hj  threat  of  dealii  from  dettroyiB^  or  ooneM&^ 
any thmg.  Three  days  were  allowed  them  to  prepare  wr  tkskr  emigratioD, 
mer  the  expiration  of  which  time  eveiy  Morisoo  who  ifffnamrd  in  the 
country  was  declared  outlawed. 

The  Moridcofl  were  not  unprepared  ifor  Am  ediet,  and  yet  it  M  npoa 
them  like  a  thunderbolt.  They  offered  the  yiceroy  immenee  rami  of 
money,  to  avert  the  fate  that  impended  over  them,  but  in  Tain.  Nothing 
was  left  them  then  but  to  obey  ;  and  that  which  was  previously  r^arded 
as  a  terrible  necessity,  was  now  looked  upon  as  a  blesaed  moment.  No 
one  wished  to  remain*  Even  the  dying  summoned  up  aofficient  streogth 
to  seek,  at  least,  a  grave  without  the  land  of  their  bondage.  With  nNtiy 
music  the  Moriscos  quitted  tiieir  homes,  with  tears  of  joy  they  kissed  m 
sand  of  that  sea  which  was  to  bear  them  among  strangers — for  on  tbe 
other  coast  was  liberty.  For  the  first  time  during  100  years  the  dnl- 
dren  of  Mohammed  were  enabled  to  throw  away  the  mask  of  Chrisdanitj, 
and  thank  Allah  for  the  day  of  their  liberation  from  oompulsoiy  hypo- 
crisy. The  Alfakis  performed  their  duties  publicly,  and  the  Catholic 
Church  suffered  the  humiliation  of  hearing  the  confession  of  Isfaunian 
from  the  lips  of  a  whole  nation,  on  whidi  all  the  cruelty  and  all  the  re- 
finement of  Christian  conscience-tyranny  had  been  exhaasted  during 
three  generations.  The  teaching  of  the  Koran  never  odebimted  a  mors 
brilliant  triumph  over  the  dogmas  of  Catholidsm. 

The  government  had  collected  a  great  number  of  vessels  to  carry  v» 
Moriscos  to  Africa,  under  the  escort  of  royal  conmiiasicmers ;  but  ^ 
impatience  of  the  exiles  was  so  great,  that  many  hired  vessels  on  tbeir 
own  account,  to  get  away  more  speedily.  Several  of  the  Valsooan 
nobles — ^for  instance,  the  Dukes  of  Gandia  and  Maqueda — ^honoured  them- 
selves by  accompanying  their  banished  vassals  across  to  the  African  eoes^ 
to  protect  them  from  ill-treatment  on  the  passage,  and  secure  ihffa  a 
good  reception,  as  far  as  was  possible.  Many  of  the  seigneurs,  hwjw^ 
'had  too  much  shame  to  accept  the  property  the  Moiisoos  left  behind 
them,  and  which  the  royal  decree  gave  them,  bijit  even  assisted  the  emi- 
grants in  disposing  of  their  cattle,  com,  and  even  their  fields  and  ^^^''^ 

In  Murda  and  Andalusia,  a  ^>eGial  edict  of  banishment  was  pohfisM 
in  January,  1610,  which  in  several  points  was  even  harsher  than  the  Vi^ 
lencian.  It  prohibited  the  Moriscos  from  taking  gold,  silver,  or  bil»  <» 
exchange  with  them,  and  ordered  that  all  children  under  the  age  of  »ev«"» 
and  all  the  slaves,  should  be  left  behind.  The  Moriscos  of  these  ^ 
provinces,  to  whom  the  French  envoy  gave  letters  of  exchange  to  toe 
amount  of  several  millions  in  the  face  of  the  royal  decree,  took  fk^fP"^^ 
and  the  majority  went  to  Fez. 

The  Moors  of  Arragon  applied  to  their  former  ally  and  feUow-coDaf** 
rator,  Henri  IV.,  with  a  prayer  for  protection  and  permission  to  *^**fj 
the  desolate  plains  of  Gascony.  Kings,  however,  have  a  *^<'*°'*^s[j^ 
memory  for  former  connexions  of  this  nature,  and  Henri  IV.  ^^Pfv^ 
the  Moriscos  by  offering  them  impossible  conditions.  He  '®*r'"*\^2tf 
each  of  the  immimmts  a  bond,  by  which  he  bound  ^**"?*^^"^ 
punishment  of  deadi,  to  live  for  the  niture  in  the  Catholic  Wth.  ^\t 
Moriscos  refused  to  make  such  engagements,  the  governors  of  the  *«^|^ 
frontier  provinces  were  strictly  ordeied  not  to  allow  them  to  pass,  or 
march  through  the  country. 
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In  ^ite  of  this  prohibition  on  the  part  of  the  French  goyemment,  a 
royal  edict  was  proclaimed  at  2^ragossa  on  the  29  th  of  May,  which 
oraered  the  Arragonese  Moors  to  start  within  three  days,  and  leave  Spain 
lyy  the  road  through  Nararre.  All  their  entreaties  were  fruitless,  and 
tbe  population  of  130  Arragonese  towns  and  villages,  above  60,000, 
started  for  the  Pyrenees.  Fifty  royal  commissioners  accompanied  the 
tntn,  with  the  pretence  of  protecting  the  exiles,  but  in  reality  as  a  band 
of  sham^ess  plunderers.  Not  merely  did  the  commissioners  receive 
200  crowns  per  day  as  diet  money  from  the  Moriscos — not  merely  did 
they  sell  the  most  necessary  provisions  at  an  exorbitant  price — but  they 
enren  compelled  the  exiles  to  pay  a  heavy  price  for  the  water  of  the 
streams  they  drank,  and  for  the  shade  of  the  trees  beneath  which  they 
rested. 

When  the  Moriscos  arrived  at  the  frontier,  they  found  it  occupied  by  a 
strong  body  of  troops,  who  had  the  severest  order  not  to  suffer  any  of 
diem  to  enter  the  French  territory.  But  the  Moriscos,  exhausted,  plundered, 
and  desperate,  were  determined  to  let  themselves  be  cut  to  pieces  sooner 
than  turn  back,  and  after  a  series  of  terrible  scenes,  the  Duke  de  la  Force, 
goremcr  of  Beam  and  Navarre,  was  obliged  to  give  way.  .He  permitted 
the  Moriscos  to  pass — ^but  not  for  nothing,  but  in  consideration  of  a  capi- 
tation tax  of  ten  reals,  which  he  put  in  his  own  pocket.  Many  of  the 
exiles  had  not  the  money,  and  the  duke's  demand  could  only  be  satisfied 
by  the  few  rich  paying  for  the  poor.  The  expenses  of  the  passage 
through  France  could  only  be  paid  by  the  Moriscos  putting  all  their  funds 
together. 

The  Moriscos  of  Arragon  were  speedily  followed  by  those  of  Castillo 
and  Estremadura  on  the  same  road.  They  were  sent  in  divisions  of  1000 
to  the  ports  of  the  Mediterranean  sea.  The  treatment  they  experienced 
on  this  long  journey  differed  slightly  from  that  which  they  had  suffered 
on  the  other  side  of  the  I^^renees.  Many  of  them  were  killed  by  the 
French ;  the  parliament  of  Toulouse  forbade  them  to  enter  their  terri- 
tories ;  in  Marseilles  they  were  brutally  treated,  and  D'Aujur,  provost- 
general  of  Lang^edoc,  who  arranged  for  their  passage,  was  paid  so  well 
tor  his  trouble,  that  at  last  the  French  government  was  forced  to  get  rid 
of  several  thousand  at  the  public  expense. 

The  Catalonese  Moriscos,  more  fortunate  than  their  neighbours  in 
Arragoo,  were  allowed  to  take  the  nearest  road  to  Africa,  and  more  than 
40,000  of  them  sailed  during  the  summer  of  1610  from  the  harbours  of 
the  principality. 

The  number  of  Moriscos  who  left  Spain  during  the  years  1609-1613, 
is  calculated  by  some  authors  at  1,000,000  or  1,200,000.  The  lists  o£ 
emigrants  firom  the  various  provinces  furnish  the  result : — From  Valencia, 
156,000;  Castillo,  100,000;  Andalusia,  80,000 ;  Arragon,  64,000 ; 
Catak)nia,  44,000  ;  Murcia,  9000— 4n  all,  453,000 ;  a  number  which, 
however,  is  far  beneath  the  truth,  as  these  lists  must  necessarily  have  been 
very  imperfect  The  majority  of  the  exiles  went  to  Africa.  Those  who 
landed  in  Alters,  Oran,  Scherschel,  Tunis,  Salle,  and  other  towns,  found 
a  tolerably  favourable  reception,  which  they  were  forced  to  pay  for  dearly 
BOW  and  then.  Thousands  of  others,  however,  who  fell  into  the  hands  of 
the  Beduins,  were  plundered,  and  killed  without  mercy.  A  considerable 
number  never  reached  African  ground,  but  were  killed  on  the  voyage  by 
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the  stolon  for  the  sake  of  plunder.  But  even  those  Motiscos  who  had 
found  a  new  home  in  the  towns  of  Barbary  were  soon  exposed  to  fresh 
p^secution.  Thej  were  repugnant  to  tbeir  innate  feUow-helierefs 
through  the  European  tinge  ot  their  manners  ;  their  industrial  superiotity 
excitA  the  envy  and  displeasure  of  the  Moors  and  Jews ;  their  increasing 
prosperity  aroused  the  covetousness  of  the  Africans.  In  1612  the  3db>- 
riscos  were  again  expelled  from  Scherschel  and  Algiers,  and  deliyered  up 
to  the  fury  of  the  Beduins.  Similar  persecutions  awaited  thoee  who 
had  taken  refuge  in  Fez.  Of  all  the  cities  on  the  African  ooast^  Tunis 
was  the  only  one  where  the  Moriscos  found  a  kind  and  enduring  reo^ 
tion,  which  they  had  to  thank  the  circumstance  for  that  a  great  portion 
of  the  population  of  Tunis  had  come  from  Granada,  and  had  retained 
lively  reminiscences  of  the  Andalusian  home  of  their  forefiithers. 

A  considerable  number  of  Moriscos,  especially  from  Catalonia,  went  to 
Turkej,  where  they  settled  in  Constantinople  and  Salonichi,  and  chained 
zu;ht8  of  citizenship  among  their  new  countrymen  by  their  burning  hatred 
of  Christianity.  This  hatred  and  the  thirst  for  vengeance  made  corsairs 
and  even  admirals  out  of  former  shoemakers  and  charcoal-burners,  who 
sought  a  requital  for  the  terrible  sufferings  they  and  their  nation  had  en- 
dured in  Spain  by  frightfully  ravaging  the  Italian  and  Spanish  sea-boazd. 

Among  the  Moriscos  there  were,  however,  a  few  sincere  Christians, 
descendants  of  fiunilies  which  had  lived  for  centuries  isolated  among  the 
Spaniards,  or  persons  who  had  been  brought  up  from  youth  in  Spaniah 
houses.  These  doubly  unfortunate  beings  found  their  lot  insupportable, 
and  many  returned  to  Spain  through  some  irresistible  impulse.  Thdr 
adherence  to  the  Christian  f&ith  and  their  Eatherland  was  rewarded  by 
their  being  sent  to  the  ealleys  whenever  they  were  caught.  Other 
Christian  Moriscos  took  refuge  beneath  the  protection  of  the  Father  of 
the  Faithful,  but  a  papal  decree  of  1611  banished  them  mercilessly  from 
Rome,  and  drove  them  anew  to  Africa  or  Tuikey. 

The  effect  which  the  expulsion  of  the  Moriscos  had  upon  the  internal 
condition  of  Spain  showed  itself  most  immediately  and  clearly  in  Va- 
lencia. In  the  year  after  their  banishment  a  famine  broke  out  in  that 
province,  which  was  hardly  checked  by  importing  immense  supplies  of 
grain  horn  Sardinia.  Many  of  the  Valencian  nobles  lost  the  greater 
part  of  their  revenue,  and  eighteen  of  the  formerly  richest  families  were 
80  impoverished  that  they  required  pensions  to  support  life.  The  Ardi- 
bishop  of  Valencia  died  through  grief  at  the  measures  which  he  had 
mainly  carried;  but  the  Duke  of  Lerma  rewarded  himself  for  their  execu- 
tion bv  taking  the  sum  of  500,000  ducats  from  the  proceeds  of  the 
sale  of  the  exiles'  property. 

From  this  time  Spanish  history  lind  the  journals  of  the  Inqm^tion  are 
silent  about  the  Moriscos.  A  few  remnants  remtuned  in  the  most  remote 
valleys  of  the  Alpuxarras,  and  their  descendants  have  kept  themselves 
pure  till  the  present  day.  Thev  have  forgotten  the  language  of  their 
ancestors,  they  know  Mohammed  scarcely  by  name,  they  have  been  good 
Catholics  for  ages;  one  proselyte  among  a  thousand  infidels — such  is  the 
final  result  of  a  war  which,  after  the  political  power  of  Islamism  was 
broken  in  Spain,  the  Spanish  Church  carried  on  with  fire  and  sword,  with 
ra^ng  fanaticism  and  cold-blooded  tyranny,  through  four  generations, 
against  the  believers  in  Islamism. 
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THE  SELF-CONVICTED* 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF    "THE  UNHOLY  WISH." 


It  was  a  wild,  bobteroiu  evening  at  the  commencement  of  winter. 
The  wind,  howling  in  fearful  gusts,  swept  the  earth  as  with  a  whirlwind, 
booming  and  rushmfl^  with  a  force  seldom  met  with  in  an  inland  county. 
The  rain  descended  in  torrents,  pattering  against  the  window-panes, 
especially  against  those  of  a  solitary  farm-house,  situated  several  miles 
from  the  city  of  Worcester.  In  &ct,  it  seemed  a  battle  between  the 
wind  and  the  rain  which  should  treat  the  house  most  roughly,  but  the 
wind  was  the  worst.  It  roared  in  the  chimneys,  it  shook  the  old  gables 
on  the  roof,  burst  open  the  chamber  casements,  and  foirly  unseated  the 
weathercock  from  its  perch  on  the  bam.  The  appearance  of  the  dwell- 
ing would  seem  to  denote  that  it  belonged  to  one  of  the  middle  dass  of 
a^iculturists.  There  was  no  finery  about  it,  inside  or  out^  but  plenty  of 
substance.  A  large  room,  partaking  partly  of  the  parlour,  partly  of  the 
hall,  and  somewhat  of  the  kitchen,  was  the  general  sitting-room ;  and  in 
this  apartment,  on  this  same  turbulent  Friday  evening,  sat,  knitting  by 
fire-light,  a  middle-aged  lady,  homely,  but  very  neat,  in  her  dress. 

''Eugh!"  she  shuddered,  as  the  wind  roared  and  the  r^n  dashed 
against  the  windows,  which  were  only  protected  by  inside  shutters, 
"  what  a  night  it  is !     I  wish  to  goodness  Robert  would  come  home." 

Laying  down  her  knitting,  she  pushed  the  logs  together  on  the 
heartii,  and  was  resuming  her  employment,  when  a  quiet,  sensible- 
looking  girl,  apparently  about  one  or  two-and-twenty,  enteored.  Her 
features  were  not  beautiful,  but  there  was  an  air  of  truth  and  good- 
nature pervading  them  extremely  pleasing. 

"  "Well,  Jane,"  said  the  elder  lady,  looking  up,  "  how  does  she  seem 
now?" 

"  Her  ankle  is  in  less  pain,  mother,"  was  the  reply,  "  but  it  appears 
to  me  that  she  is  gettmg  feverish.     I  gave  her  the  draught" 

"  A  most  unfortunate  tlung !"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Armstrong.  "  Benjamin 
at  home  ill,  and  now  Susan  must  get  doing  some  of  his  work,  that  sne  has 
no  business  to  attempt,  and  Mb  down  the  loft,  poor  girl,  and  sprains 
her  ankle.  Why  could  she  not  have  trusted  to  Wilson  ?  I  do  believe," 
broke  off  Mrs.  Armstrong,  abruptly,  and  suspending  her  knitting  to 
listen,  '<  that  your  father  b  coming.  The  wind  howls  so  one  can  scarcely 
hear,  but  it  sounds  to  me  like  a  horse's  hoofs." 

"  I  do  not  think  it  is  a  horse,"  returned  Jane ;  ''  it  is  like  some  one 
walking  round  to  the  house-door." 

"  Well,  child,  your  ears  are  younger  than  mine ;  it  may  be  as  you 
say-" 

'*  I  hope  it  is  not  Damley !"  cried  Jane,  involuntarily. 

"  Jane,"  rebuked  her  mother,  "  you  are  very  obstinate  to  persist  in 
this  dislike  of  a  neighbour.     A  wealthy  young  man,  with  a  long  lease 

♦  The  occurrences  about  to  be  reUted  in  this  tale  of  the  "  Self-Convicted,"  took 
place  many  yean  ago  in  Worcestershire.  An  author's  license  has  been  taken 
with  the  details,  and  the  names  are  changed;  but  the  chief  facts  are  perftctly 
authentic. 
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of  one  of  the  best  fiirms  in  the  county  over  his  head,  is  not  to  be  sneeied 
at*     What  is  there  to  dislike  in  James  Damlej  T* 

"  I — I  don't  know  that  there  is  anything  particular  to  dislike  in  him," 
hesitated  Jane,  "  but  I  cannot  see  wliat  t^ere  is  to  like." 

^*  Don't  talk  foolishly,  but  go  and  open  the  door,"  interposed  Mis. 
Armstrong ;  "  you  hear  the  knoddng." 

Jane  made  her  way  to  the  hoose-door,  and,  withdrawing  the  duin  and 
bolt,  a  rush  of  wind,  a  shower  of  rain,  and  a  fine-looking  young  mm, 
sprang  in  together.  The  latter  clasped  Jane  round  the  waist,  and — if 
tne  truth  must  be  told — brought  his  hps  into  contact  with  hers. 

<<Hush,  hush,  Ronald,"  she  whispered;  ''my  mother  is  in  the  haH 
alone — what  if  she  should  hear!" 

<'  I  will  fasten  the  door,"  was  all  the  answer  she  got ;  and  Jane  disen- 
gaged herself,  and  walked  towards  the  halL 

''Who  is  it?"  asked  Mrs.  Armstrong,  as  her  daughter  rei^peared. 
"Mr.  Damleyr 

"  It  is  Ronald  Payne,"  answered  Jane,  in  a  timid  roioe. 

"Oh!"  said  Mrs.  Armstrong,  in  a  rery  short  tone.  "Get  tbote 
shirts  of  your  Cither's,  Jane,  and  look  to  the  buttons;  there  thej  lie, 
on  the  sideboard.  And  light  the  candles ;  you  cannot  see  to  wmc  by 
fire-%ht." 

"How  are  you,  Mrs.  Armstrong?'  inquired  the  young  man,  in  a 
cheerful  tone,  as  he  entered  and  seated  himself  on  the  oppodte  side  of 
the  lar^  fireplace.  "  What  an  awfiil  night !  I  am  not  deficient  in 
strengw,  but  it  was  as  much  as  I  could  do  to  keep  my  feet  coming 
across  the  land." 

"  Ah  I"  said  Mrs.  Armstrong,  plying  her  knitting-needles  with  g^reot 
c^^rgy*  "you  would  have  been  better  at  home." 

"  Home  is  dull  for  me  now,"  was  the  answering  remark  of  Ronald 
Payne.  "  Last  winter  my  poor  mother  was  aliYe  to  bear  me  company, 
but  this,  I  have  no  one  to  care  for." 

"  Go  up-stairs,  Jane,  and  see  if  Susan  has  dropped  asleep,"  interriyted 
Mrs.  Armstrong,  who  did  not  seem  to  be  in  the  most  pleasant  humour; 
"  and  as  you  vnll  have  the  beds  to  turn  down  to-night,  you  can  do  that" 

Jane  rose,  and  departed  on  her  errand. 

"  And  lonely  my  nome  is  likely  to  be,"  continued  Ronald,  "  until  I 
follow  good  example  and  many." 

'•It  would  be  tne  very  thing  for  you,  Mr.  Payne,"  replied  the  lady; 
"why  don't  you  set  about  it?" 

"  I  wish  I  dare.  But  I  fear  it  will  take  time  and  trouble  to  win  the 
wife  I  should  like  to  have." 

**  There's  a  deal  of  trouble  in  getting  a  wife — a  good  one ;  as  for  the 
bad  ones,  they  are  as  plentiful  as  blackberries.  There  have  been  two  or 
three  young  blades  lately  wanting  to  be  after  Jane,"  continued  the 
shrewd  Mrs.  Armstrong,  "  but  I  put  a  stop  to  them  at  once,  for  she  is 
promised  already." 

"  Ph>mised  !"  echoed  Ronald. 

"  Of  course  she  is.  Her  father  has  promised  her  to  Mr.  Damley ;  and 
a  good  match  it  will  be." 

'A  wretched  sacrifice,"  exclaimed  Payne,  indignantly.     "Jane  hates 
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^ Hbm  do  yoa  know  tliat?*'  demanded  Mn.  AniutFong,  sharply. 

**  I  hate  him  too,"  eontmtrad  the  excited  Bonald.  "  I  wish  he  was  a 
Aoasand  miles  away/ 

And  the  conyersation  continued  in  this  strain  mrtil  Jane  Tetnmed, 
wlien  another  load  knocking  at  the  hoasenlDCHr  was  heard  abbve  the 
wind. 

'<  Allow  me  to  open  it,"  cried  Mr.  Payne,  starting  np;  and  a  second 
stranger  entered  the  sittingp-room. 

^  How  are  ^ou,  Mr.  Dmiky  ?  I  am  Tery  glad  to  see  you,"  was  the 
cordial  salutation  of  Mrs.  Armstrong.  "  Come  to  the  fire ;  and,  Jane, 
go  and  draw  a  tankard  of  ale.  Snsan  has  managed  to  sprain  her  ankle 
to-night»  and  cannot  stir  a  step,**  she  explained.  *^  An  unlucky  time  for 
it  to  happen,  for  our  in-door  man  went  home  ill  three  days  ago,  and  is 
not  hack  yet     Did  you  erer  know  such  weather?" 

"  Scarcely,"  returned  the  new  ecmier.  '*  As  I  rode  home  from  the 
fair,  I  thought  the  wind  oonld  not  be  higher,  but  it  gets  worse  erery 
hoar." 

"  You  have  been  to  Uie  fair,  then  ?" 

*^  Yes.  I  had  a  heavy  lot  of  stock  to  selL  I  saw  Mr.  Armstrong 
there ;  he  was  baying,  I  think." 

^  I  wish  he  would  make  haste  home,"  was  Mrs.  Armstrong's  answer. 
^  It  is  not  a  desind>le  night  to  be  out  in." 

"A  pretty  prospect  for  going  to  Worcester  market  to-morrow!" 
(d)ser7ed  Daraley. 

''But  need  you  go?" 

^^  I  shall  go  if  it  rains  cats  and  dogs,"  was  the  gentleman's  reply.  ^^  My 
business  tonlay  was  to  sell  stock — to-morrow,  it  will  be  to  buy." 

Jane  enter^  with  the  silver  tankard,  its  contents  foaming  above  its 
brim  like  a  mountain  of  snow,  and  placed  it  on  a  small,  round  table 
between  the  two  young  men.  They  sat  there,  sipping  the  ale  ooca- 
skmally,  now  one,  now  the  other,  but  angry  words  paraed  continually 
between  them.  Damley  was  fuming  at  the  evident  preference  Jane 
accorded  to  his  rival,  and  Payne  fretted  and  chafed  at  Damley's  salt 
bdng  fiivoured  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Armstrong.  They  did  not  quite  come 
to  a  quarrel,  but  it  was  little  short  of  it,  and  when  they  left  the  boose 
together,  it  was  in  anything  hot  a  cordial  humour. 

**  Jane,  what  can  have  become  of  your  father  ?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Arm- 
strong, as  the  door  dosed  upon  the  two  young  men ;  ''  it  is  hard  upon 
ten  o'clock.  How  late  it  will  be  for  him  to  go  to  Wilson's :  he  will 
have,  as  it  is,  to  knock  him  up,  for  the  man  must  have  been  in  bed  an 
boar  ago." 

Now  it  is  universally  known  that  farmers  in  general,  even  the  most 
steady,  have  an  irresistible  propensity  to  yield  to  one  temptation — that 
of  taking  a  little  drop  too  much  on  a  fair  or  market  night.  Mr.  Arm- 
strong was  not  wholly  exempt  from  this  failing,  though  it  was  rare 
indeed  that  he  fell  into  the  snare.  For  a  twelvemonth,  at  the  least,  had 
his  £unily  not  seen  him  Uie  worse  for  liquor,  yet,  as  ill-luck  would  have 
it,  he  came  in  on  this  night  stumWng  and  staggering,  his  legs  reeling 
one  way,  and  his  head  flying  the  other.  How  he  got  home  was  a  mystery 
to  Bfrs.  Armstrong,  and  to  himself  also  when  he  came  to  his  senses.  As 
to  making  him  comprdiend  that  an  accident  had  befallen  Susan,  and 

• 
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that,  in  consequenee,  be  was  wanted  to  go  and  tell  one  of  tiie  oat-door 
men  to  be  at  tbe  bouse  early  in  the  morning,  it  was  i^ot  to  be  thooghtot  , 
All  that  could  be  done  with  him  was  to  get  him  up-stairs — ^a  (eat  diat 
was  at  length  accomplished. 

'^  Tbia  is  a  pretty  business,  Jane !"  cried  the  indignant  Mrs.  Ann* 
strong.     '^  You  will  be  obliged  to  milk  the  cows  in  the  morning  now.** 

*^  Milk  the  cows !"  returned  Jane,  aghast  at  tbe  suggestion. 

^'  What  else  can  be  done  ?  Neither  you  nor  I  can  go  to  tell  Wilson 
at  ibis  time  of  night,  and  in  such  a  storm :  and  the  cows  must  be  milked. 
You  can  millc,  I  suppose  ?* 

**'  Oh,  mother !"  was  Jane's  remonstrance. 

'^  I  ask  if  you  can  milk?"  repeated  Mrs.  Armstrong,  impatiently— she 
was  by  £Eur  too  much  put  out  to  speak  otherwise. 

^^  I  have  never  tried  since  I  was  a  child,"  was  Jane's  reply.  **  I  had 
sometimes  used  to  do  it  then,  for  pastime." 

"  Then,  my  dear,  you  must  do  it  once  for  use.  It  would  be  a  mercy,'* 
continued  the  excited  lady,  '<  if  all  the  public-houses  and  their  drinkables 
were  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

Jane  Armstrong  was  a  gidi  of  sound  sense  and  right  feeling.  Un- 
palatable as  the  employment  was,  she  nevertheless  saw  that  it  was  her 
duty,  under  the  present  circumstances,  to  perform  it,  so  she  quietly  made 
up  her  mind  to  tne  task,  and  requested  her  mother  to  call  her  at  the  ne- 
cessary hour  in  the  morning. 

They  were  highly  respectable  and  respected  people,  Robert  Armstrong 
and  his  wife,  though  not  moving  in  the  sphere  exclusive  to  gentlefc^ 
Jane  had  been  brought  up  well.  Perfectly  conversant  with  all  house- 
hold duties,  her  education  in  other  respects  would  scarcely  have  disgraced 
the  first  lady  in  the  county — ^for  it  must  be  remembered  that  education 
then  was  not  what  it  is  now — ^and  her  parents  could  a€brd  to  spend 
money  upon  their  only  child.  Amply  she  repaid  them  by  her  duty  and 
affection.  One  little  matter  only  did  they  disagree  upon,  and  that  not 
<^>enly.  Very  indignant  was  Mrs.  Armstrong  at  Ronald  Payne's  pre- 
suming to  look  up  to  her,  and  exceedingly  sore  did  she  feel  with  Jane  for 
not  checking  this  presumption.  But  she  could  urge  nothing  against 
Ronald,  excepting  that  he  was  a  poor,  rather  than  a  rich,  man,  and  that 
the  farm  he  rented  was  regarded  as  an  unproductive  one.  His  preten- 
sions created  a  very  ill-feeling  towards  him  in  Mrs.  Armstrong's  mind, 
for  she  believed  tKat,  but  for  him,  her  daughter  would  consent  to  many 
the  wealthy  James  Damley,  and  so  become  mistress  of  his  splendid  fieurffl. 

Before  it  was  light  the  next  morning,  Jane  left  the  house  with  her 
milk-pail :  only  the  faintest  glimmering  of  light  was  appearing  in  the  east 
There  was  no  rain,  and  the  wind  had  dropped  to  a  calm  ;  but  it  was  a 
cold,  raw  morning.  Jane  wrapped  her  woollen  shawl  closely  round  her, 
and  made  good  speed. 

The  field  in  which  the  cow-sheds  were  situated  was  bounded  on  the 
left  by  a  lonely  lane,  leading  firom  the  main  road.  It  branched  off  in 
various  directions,  passing  some  of  the  farm-houses.  Jane  had  reached 
the  field,  and  was  putting  down  her  milk-pail,  when  a  strange  noise  on 
the  other  side  of  the  hedge  caused  her  to  start,  and  listen. 

A  violent  struggle,  as  for  life  or  death,  was  taking  place.  A  rcke 
that  was  certainly  fiainiliar  to  her  twice  called  out  <^  Murder!"  with  a 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


The  Sdf' Convicted.  453 

ahnek  of  agonj,  but  heavy  blows,  seemiogly  from  a  club  or  other  for- 
mJAihle  weapou,  soon  silenced  it,  and  some  one  feU  to  the  earth  amidst 
moans  and  groans  of  angubh. 

"  lie  there,  and  be  still  P  burst  forth  another  voice,  rising  powerfully 
over  the  cries.  "  What !  you  are  not  finished  yet !  I  have  laid  in  wait 
for  ye  to  a  pretty  purpose  if  ye  be  to  escape  me  now.  One!  two! 
three  r  and  Jane  shuddered  and  turned  sick  as  she  listened,  for  each 
sentence  was  followed  by  a  blow  upon  the  prostrate  form.  The  voice 
w%s  totally  strange  to  Jane— one  that  she  baa  never  heard  in  her  life — 
and  shoclang  blasphemy  was  mingled  with  the  words. 

Ere  silence  supervened,  Jane,  half  stupified  with  horror  and  fear, 
silently  tore  her  uiick  shoes  off  her  feet,  leaving  them  where  they  were, 
ia  her  agitation,  and  stole  away  on  the  damp  path,  gathering  her  clothes 
about  her,  so  that  not  a  sound  should  betray  her  presence  to  those  on 
the  other  side.  As  she  widened  the  distance  between  herself  and  that 
fearful  scene,  her  speed  increased ;  she  flew,  rather  than  ran,  and  entered 
her  father  and  mother's  bedroom  to  fall  senseless  on  the  floor. 

Liater  in  the  morning,  when  broad  daylieht  had  come,  a  crowd  stood 
around  the  murdered  man.  The  fiioe  was  oruised  and  bloody,  and  the 
head  had  been  battered  to  death ;  but  there  was  no  difficulty  in  recog- 
nising the  features  of  James  Darnley.  His  pockets  were  turned  inside 
out ;  they  had  been  rifled  of  their  oontents,  and  a  thick,  knotted  stick, 
covered  with  brains  and  hair,  lay  by  his  side.  It  was  supposed  he  had  a 
heavy  sum  about  him  in  his  pockets,  but  all  had  been  abstracted. 

And  now  came  a  question,  first  whispered  amongst  the  multitude,  but 
indignant  voices  repeated  it  louder  and  louder— 

"  Who  is  the  murderer  ?" 

^^  Ronald  Payne,"  was  the  answer,  deliberately  uttered  by  a  bystander. 
''  I  have  just  heard  it  from  Mrs.  Armstrong's  own  lips.  They  were  at 
her  house  last  night  quarrelling  and  contending,  and  she  knows  he  is 
the  murderer." 

'<  Bonald  Payne  I"  echoed  the  crowd,  with  one  universal  accent  of 
surprise  and  incredulity. 

**  As  God  is  my  Judge,"  cried  the  unhappy  young  man,  for  he  was 
also  present,  "  I  am  innocent  of  this  deed  !" 

'^  You  have  long  been  upon  ill  terms,"  retorted  the  before-m^itioned 
bystander — and  it  may  be  remarked  that  he  was  an  acquaintance  of 
Payne's ;  had  never  borne  anything  but  kind  feeling  towards  him ;  yet 
now,  so  gratifying  is  it  to  the  vain  display  and  pride  of  human  nature 
to  be  mixed  up  with  one  of  these  public  tales  of  horror,  he  suddenly  be- 
came bis  vehement  accuser.  <*  Mrs.  Armstrong  says  that  you  left  her 
house  bickering  with  each  other,  and  she  heard  you  assert,  before  he  was 
present,  that  you  hated  him,  and  you  wished  he  was  a  thousand  miles 
away." 

^  That  is  all  true,"  answered  Ronald,  turning  his  dear  eye  to  the 
crowd,  who  now  began  to  regard  him  with  doubt  ^'  We  were  bickering 
one  with  the  other  at  Mrs.  Armstronfi^s  last  niffht ;  not  quarrelling,  but 
talking  at  each  other ;  but  no  ill  words  passed  between  us  after  we  left 
the  house.  We  walked  peaceably  together,  and  I  left  him  at  his  own 
door.     I  never  saw  him  afterwards  tm  I  saw  him  here  with  you,  lying 
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Wofdfl  of  doubt,  hints  of  fluspiekm*  nm  throagh  the  mnltttnde,  hetidad 
by  the  contuixMoious  bystander,  aad  Rontld  Payne's  dkaeks,  as  he 
listened,  burnt  like  fire. 

*'  How  ean  jou  think  I  wonld  have  a  hand  in  such  an  awfiil  deed!" 
he  indignantly  ezdaimed.  ^'  Can  vou  look  in  my  face  aad  heUeTe  me 
one  capable  of  committing  murder  ? 

''  Faces  don't  go  for  nothing,  sir,''  interposed  the  eonstable,  Samvel 
Dodd,  who  had  come  bustling  up  and  heard  the  aoeosation  made ;  ^*-  m 
don't  take  'em  into  account  in  these  matters.  I  am  afeexed,  sir,  it  is'  my 
duty  to  put  the  ancufiBi  cm  you." 

<*  Handcu£Bi  on  me !"  exclaimed  Ronald,  passionately. 

^^  You  may  be  wanted,  sir,  at  the  crowner's  quest,  and  perhaps  at 
another  tribune  after  that.  It  is  more  than  my  office  is  worth  to  let 
you  be  at  large." 

«  Do  you  fear  I  should  attempt  to  run  away  ?*'  retorted  Bonald. 

'^  Swii  steps  haye  been  heered  on,  sir,"  answered  the  e<MistaUe  ;  ^  and 
my  office  is  giye  me,  you  see,  to  penrent  sudk" 

The  idea  of  resistance  rose  irresistibly  to  the  mind  of  Ronald  Payne, 
but  his  better  judgment  came  to  his  aid,  and  he  yielded  to  the  constable, 
who  was  calling  on  diose  around  to  help  to  secure  him  in  the  king's 
name — g^ood  <dd  George  III. 

^'I  resign  myself  to  drcumstances,"  was  his  r^nark  to  the  offiooo^ 
<<and  will  not  oppose  your  performing  what  is  your  apparent  duty. 
Yet,  oh  !  bdieye  me,"  he  added,  earnesuy,  "  I  am  entirely  innocent  of 
this  foul  deed — ^as  innocent  as  you  can  t>e.  I  r^at,  that  I  neyer  saw 
James  Damley  after  I  left  him  at  his  own  house  last  night ;  and  £ir  ficom 
quarrelling  during  our  walk  home,  we  were  amicably  talking  oyer 
mrming  matters." 

When  ^e  constable  had  secured  his  prisoner  in  the  place  known  as 
the  '^  lock-up,"  he  made  his  way  to  Mr.  Armstrong'e^  intensely  delighted 
at  all  the  excitement  and  stir,  and  anxious  to  gather  eyery  poMible  gossip 
about  it,  true  or  untrue.  Such  an  eyent  had  never  happened  in  the  place 
since  he  was  sworn  in  constable.  In  Farmer  Armistronfi;'s  hall  wen 
gathered  seyeral  people,  Sir  John  Seabury,  the  landlord  of  that  and  the 
neighbouring  &rms,  standing  in  the  midst. 

Sir  John  was  an  affisiUe  man,  and,  as  times  went,  a  liberal  landlord. 
It  happened  that  he  was  then  just  appc»nted  hig^  sheriff  of  Wor^ 
oestershire  for  the  ensuing  year,  ms  name  having  bmn  the  one  pricked 
by  the  king. 

When  the  constable  entered,  all  {aces  were  turned  towards  him.  Seyeral 
Toices  spoke,  but  Sir  John's  rose  aboye  the  rest. 

**  Well,  constable,  what  news?" 

"He's  in  the  lock-up,  sir,"  was  Mr.  Sam  Dodd's  reply;  "and  tfaoe 
hell  be,  safe  and  sound,  till  the  crowner  holds  his  quest. 

"  Who  is  in  the  lock-up?"  asked  Sir  John,  for  the  parties  now  present 
were  not  those  who  had  been  at  the  taking  of  Payne :  tkejf  had  flocked, 
one  and  all,  to  the  "  lock-up,"  crowd-like,  at  the  heels  of  the  oonstaUe 
and  his  prisoner.  And  Sir  John  Seabury,  haying  but  just  entered,  had 
not  heara  of  Mrs.  Armstrong's  suspicion. 

"Him  what  did  the  murder,  sir,"  was  the  constable's  ezplanatoiy 
answer,  who  had  reasoned  himself  to  the  conclusion,  as  rural  oonstaUss 
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i^todoiDthoiedaTi^that,  beomge  eome  sHg^  roroieiopg  attached 
to  Pajney  fae  must  inevitabiy  lum  oommittod  it.  *'  And  he  nevwr  said 
a  woidy"  exulted  Mr.  Dodds,  '<  but  he  held  out  his  hands  for  the  ancuffii 
as  if  he  knowed  they'd  fit :  he  onlj  declared  he  wam't  guilty,  and  walked 
al«ng  with  his  head  up,  like  a  Icvd,  and  not  a  bit  o'  shame  about  him, 
saying  that  the  truth  would  come  out  sooner  or  later.  It's  a  sight  to  see, 
gentlemen,  the  brass  them  murderers  has,  and  many  on  'em  keeos  it  up 
tiU  tfae/s  a-ridm'  to  ihe  drcp." 

^'How  was  it  brought  home  to  him?— who  is  it?"  raterated  the 
baronet. 

**  It's  young  Mr.  Payne,"  answered  the  officer,  wiping  his  face,  and  then 
Hiiowing  the  handkerchief  into  his  hat,  which  stood  on  the  floor  beside 

^Jfr.  Payne !^  repeated  Sir  John  Seabury  in  astonishment^  whilst 
Jane,  never  for  a  moment  believing  the  words,  but  startled  into  angers 
stood  forward,  and  spoke  with  trembling  lips : 

"  What  are  you  talking  about,  constable?  what  do  you  mean?" 

*<  Mean,  miss !  Why  it  were  youig  Mr.  Payne  what  did  die  murder, 
and  I  have  took  him  into  custody.** 

*^  The  constable  says  right,"  added  Mrs.  Annstrong.  "  There  is  not  a 
doubt  about  it.  He  and  Damley  were  disputing  here  all  last  evening, 
and  they  left  widi  ill^feelinr  between  them :  who  else  can  have  done  itP' 

But  ^  was  interrupted  by  Miss  Armstrong;  and  it  should  be  ex- 
plained that  Jane,  having  just  risen  from  the  bed  where  they  had  placed 
her  in  the  morning,  had  not  until  this  moment  known  of  the  accusation 
agrast  Payne.  She  turned  to  Sir  John  Seabury,  she  appealed  to  her 
father,  she  essayed  to  remonstrate  with  her  mother,  her  anger  and  ^stress 
at  length  finding  vent  in  hysterical  words. 

^*  Father!  Sir  John!  there  is  some  terrible  mistake;  mother!  how  can 
yon  stand  by  and  listen?  I  told  you  the  murderer  was  a  stranger — I  iold 
yOa  so :  what  do  they  mean  by  accusing  Ronald  Payne  ?" 

Jane  might  have  held  her  tongue,  for  instilled  suspicion  is  a  serpent 
that  gains  quick  and  sure  ground,  and  perhaps  there  was  scarodiy  one 
around  her  who  did  not  think  it  probable  that  Payne  was  the  guilty  man. 
They  listened  to  Jane's  reiterated  account  of  the  morning's  scene  she  had 
been  an  ear-witness  to— to  bar  assertion  that  it  was  impossible  Ronald 
Payne  could  have  been  the  murderer ;  but  they  hinted  now  unlikely  it 
was  that,  in  her  terror,  she  was  capable  of  recogniong,  or  not  reoognismg, 
Toioes,  and  she  saw  she  was  not  fully  believed. 

She  found  herself  subsequently,  she  hardly  knew  how,  in  their  best 
parlour — a  handsome  room  and  handsomely  furnished — alone  with  Sir 
John  Seabtuy.  She  had  an  indefinite  idea  afterwards,  that  in  passing 
the  door  she  had  drawn  him  in.  He  stood  there  with  his  eyes  fixed  on 
Jane,  waiting  for  her  to  speak. 

<'Oh,  Sir  John!  Sir  John!"  Ae  replied,  dinging  to  his  arm  in  the 
ag^tion  of  the  moment  as  she  might  cHng  to  that  of  a  brother,  ^  I  see  I 
am  not  believed :  yet  inda^  Ihave  told  the  truth.  It  wasastranger  who 
murdered  Mr.  Damley.** 

^*  Certainly  the  voice  of  one  we  are  intimate  with  is  not  readily  mis- 
taken, even  in  moments  of  terror,"  was  Sir  John  Seabury's  reply. 

'^  It  was  an  ill  voice,  a  vncked  voice;  a  voice  that»  independently  of 
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any  accessory  ciroumstanoes,  one  could  only  suppose  belonged  to  a 
wicked  man.  But  the  language  it  used  was  awful :  such  tmit  I  had 
never  imagined  could  be  uttered." 

<<  And  it  was  a  voice  you  did  not  recognise  ?" 

*^  It  was  a  voice  I  could  not  recognise^'*  returned  Jane,  ''for  I  had 
never  until  then  heard  it'' 

Sir  John  looked  keenly  at  her.  ^^  Is  this  rumour  correct  thai  they 
have  been  now  hinting  at,"  he  whispered — *^  you  heard  it  as  well  as  I — 
that  there  was  an  attachment  between  you  and  Bonaki  Payne  ?  and  that 
there  was  ill-feeling  between  him  and  IHumley  in  consequence  ?" 

« I  see  even  you  do  not  believe  me,"  cried  Jane^  bursting  into  tears. 
''  There  is  an  attachment  between  us :  but  do  you  think  I  would  avow 
such  attachment  for  a  murderer  ?  The  man  whom  I  heard  commit  the 
deed  was  a  stranger,"  she  continued  earnestly,  '*  and  Ronald  Payne  was 
not  near  the  spot  at  the  hour." 

<<  There  is  truth  in  your  fiice,  IGss  Armstrong,"  obsorved  Sir  Johoy 
gazing  at  her. 

<<  ^d  truth  at  my  heart,"  she  added. 

And  before  he  could  prevent  her,  she  had  slipped  towards  the  gromidy 
and  was  kneeling  on  the  carpet  at  die  feet  of  Sir  Zckm. 

*'  As  truly  as  that  I  must  -one  day  answer  before  the  bar  of  God,"  she 
said,  daspin?  her  hands  together,  '<  so  have  I  spoken  now  :  and  according 
to  my  truth  m  this,  may  God  deal  then  with  me  !  Sir  John  Seabuiy,  do 
you  believe  me  ?" 

'<  I  do  believe  you,  my  dear  young  lady,"  he  answered,  the  conviction 
of  her  honest  truth  forcing  itself  upon  his  mind.  '^  And  however  this 
unfortunate  business  may  turn  out  for  Ronald  Payne,  in  my  mind  he  will 
be  from  henceforth  an  innocent  and  a  wronged  man." 

**  Can  your  influence  not  release  him  ?"  inqtured  Jane :  ^  you  are 
powerfuL" 

'^  Impossible.  I  could  do  no  more  than  yourself  He  is  in  the  hands  of 
the  law." 

''But  you  can  speak  to  his  character  at  the  coroner's  inquest  ?"  she  re- 
joined.    "  You  know  how  good  it  has  always  been." 

Sir  John  kindly  explained  to  her  that  all  testimonials  to  character 
must  be  offered  at  the  trial — should  it  be  Payne's  fate  to  be  committed 
for  one. 

When  furtiier  inquiries  came  to  be  instituted,  it  was  found  that  Damley 
had  been  roused  from  his  slumbers,  and  called  out  of  his  house,  about  half 
an  hour,  perhaps  less,  before  the  murder  was  committed.  The  only  person 
deposing  to  this  feet  was  his  housekeeper — a  most  respectable  woman, 
who  slept  in  the  room  over  her  master.  She  declared  that  she  had  been 
unable  to  sleep  in  the  early  part  of  the  night,  feeling  nervous  at  the  vio- 
lence of  the  wind ;  that  towards  morning  she  dropped  asleep,  and  was 
awakened  by  a  noise,  and  by  some  one  shouting  out  her  master*s  name. 
That  she  then  heard  her  master  open  his  window,  and  speak  with  the 
person  outside,  whoever  it  was ;  and  that  he  almost  immediately  after- 
wards went  down  stairs,  and  out  at  the  house-door. 

"Who  was  it?"  asked  all  the  curious  listeners,  ''and  what  did  he 
want  with  Damley  T* 

The  housekeeper  did  not  know.    She  tiiought  the  voice  was  that  of  a 
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stranger — at  any  rate  it  was  one  she  did  not  recognise.  And  she  could 
not  say  what  he  wanted,  for  she  had  not  heard  the  words  that  passed  :  in 
feuit,  sne  was  hut  half  awake  at  the  time,  and  had  thought  it  was  one  of 
the  farm  servants. 

The  coroner's  inquest  was  held,  and  the  several  facts  already  related 
were  deposed  to.  Mrs.  Armstrong's  evidence  told  against,  Jane's  for,  the 
prisoner.  No  article  hebn^ng  to  the  unfortunate  James  Damley  had 
been  found,  save  a  handkercnief,  and  that  was  found  in  t/ie  pocket  of 
Ronald  Payne.  He  accounted  for  it  in  this  way.  He  left  his  own 
pocket-handkerchief,  he  said,  a  red  silk  one,  by  accident  that  night  on 
the  table  at  Mrs.  Armstrong's — and  this  was  proved  to  be  correct; 
that  when  he  and  Damley  got  out,  the  wind  was  so  boisterous  they 
could  not  keep  their  hats  on.  Darnley  tied  his  handkerchief  over  his  ; 
Payne  would  have  done  the  same,  but  could  not  find  it,  so  he  had  to  hold 
his  hat  on  with  his  hand.  That  when  Damley  entered  his  house,  he 
threw  the  handkerchief  to  his  companion,  to  use  it  for  the  like  purpose 
the  remainder  of  his  way,  he  having  further  to  go  than  Damley.  And, 
finally,  Payne  asserted  that  he  had  put  the  handkerchief  in  his  pocket 
upon  getting  up  that  morning,  intending  to  return  it  to  Damley  as  soon 
as  he  saw  him. 

The  handkerchief  was  produced  in  court.  It  was  a  white  lawn,  large, 
and  of  fine  texture,  marked  in  full  ^*  James  Damley." 

"  He  was  always  a  bit  of  a  dandy,  poor  fellow,"  whispered  the  country 
rustics,  scanning  the  white  handkerchief,  "  especially  when  he  went  a- 
courting." 

Ronald  Payne,  as  one  proof  of  his  innocence,  stated  that  he  was  in  bed 
at  the  time  the  murder  was  committed.  A  man  servant  of  hb,  who  slept 
on  the  same  floor  as  himself,  also  deposed  to  this ;  and  said  that  a  labourer 
came  to  the  house  with  the  news  that  a  man  had  been  found  killed,  before 
his  master  came  down  stairs.  But  upon  being  asked  whether  his  master 
could  not  have  left  his  bedroom  and  the  house  in  the  night,  and  have 
subsequently  retumed  to  it,  without  his  knowledge,  he  admitted  such 
might  have  been  the  case,  though  it  was  next  to  a  "  moral  impossibility" 
— such  were  hi^  words — for  it  to  have  been  done  without  hb  hearing. 

But  what  was  the  verdict? — "  Wilful  Murder  against  some  person  or 
persons  unknoton ;"  for  the  jury  and  the  coroner  did  not  find  the  evi- 
dence sufficiently  strong  to  commit  Payne  for  trial.  So  he  left  the  court 
a  discharged  man,  but  not^  as  the  frequent  saying  runs,  without  a  stain 
upon  hb  character.  Although  the  verdict,  contrary  to  general  expecta- 
tion, was  in  hb  favoiur,  the  whole  neighbourhood  believed  him  guilty. 
And  from  that  moment,  so  violent  b  popular  opinion,  whether  for  good  or 
for  ill,  he  was  exposed  to  nearly  all  the  penalties  of  a  guilty  man.  A 
doff  could  scarcely  have  been  treated  worse  than  he  was,  and,  so  far  as 
talking  against  bun  went,  Mrs.  Armstrong  headed  the  malcontents. 

n. 

So  matters  went  on  till  the  month  of  February.  In  the  quiet  dusk 
of  one  of  its  evenings,  Jane  Armstrong  crept  away  from  her  house,  and, 
taking  a  direction  opposite  to  that  where  the  murder  was  committed, 
walked  quickly  along  till  her  father's  orchard  was  in  view.  Crossing  the 
stile  of  uiis,  she  tumed  to  the  right,  and  there  stood  Ronald  Payne. 

Aug. — ^voL.  xcym.  no.  cccxcn.  2  h 
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**l!i&i  IS  kiD^  of  joo,  Jan^*^  fte  Mid,  as  he  seated  W  vpaft  Ae 
stump  of  a  feled  tree^  and  plaeed  himself  be^de  her.  ^Goi  \mm  jma, 
for  this!" 

*'  It  is  but  a  little  matter,  RoDald,  to  be  thanked  fisr,'^  she  lepfied. 
^  Perhaps  it  is  not  exactly  what  I  ei^^  to  do,  eommg  secrellj  to  meet 
you  hers,  but ^ 

'<  It  is  a  great  matter,  Jane,"  he  inteirvpted,  bitterly.  **  I  am  now  a 
m)seribed  man ;  a  thing  for  boys  to  hoot  as.  It  requires  some  courage, 
Jane,  to  meet  a  murderer.'' 

*^  I  know  joMt  innocence,  Ronald,''  she  answered,  as,  in  aH  conMor 
afieetiof),  she  leaned  upon  his  bosom,  while  her  tears  foil  fost.  *^  Hsa 
you  been  tried-^eondemned— exeeuted,  I  would  still  haye  testi&d  un- 
ceasingly to  your  innocence." 

^  I  sent  m  you  bere^  Jane,"  he  resumed,  ^  to  teM  you  my  plans..  I 
am  about  to  kave  this  country  for  America ;  perhi^  I  may  thwe  walk 
about  without  the  brand  upon  my  brow." 

^  Oh,  Ronald !"  she  ejaculated,  ^  is  this  your  fortitude  I  Did  yoa  sot 
promise  me  to  bear  this  affliction  with  patience,  and  to  hope  tor  better 

"  Jane,  I  did  so  promise  you,"  replied  the  unhappy  young  man  ;  *  and 
if  it  were  not  for  idiat  promise,  I  should  have  gone  long  ago :  but  Mngs 
g^t  worse  every  day,  and  I  can  no  longer  bear  it.  I  beliere  if  I  re- 
mained here  I  should  go  mad.  See  what  a  lifo  mine  is !  I  am  buffeted 
— trampled  down — spit  upon — shunned — jeered — deserted  by  my  lellow- 
creatures ;  not  by  one,  but  by  all :  save  you,  Jane,  there  is  not  a  human 
being  who  will  spedc  with  me.  I  would  not  so  goad  another,  woe  he 
even  a  known  murderer,  whilst  I  am  but  a  suspected  one.  I  have  not 
deserved  this  treatsMnt,  God  knows  I  have  not !"  and,  suddenly  breaking 
off,  he  bent  down  his  head,  and,  giving  way  to  the  misery  that  oppressed 
him,  for  some  moments  sobbed  aloud  like  a  child. 

**  Ronald,  dearest  Ronidd,"  she  entreated,  **  think  better  of  this  for 
my  sake*     Trust  in ^" 

*^  It  is  us^ess,  Jane,  to  urge  me,"  he  inteimpted.  '<  I  cannot  reoMon 
m  Sngland. 

Again  she  tried  to  combat  his  resolution :  it  seemed  useless:  but,  un- 
willing to  give  up  the  point,  ^e  wrung  a  promise  from  him  that  he 
would  well  reconsider  the  matter  during  the  following  n^t  and  d^; 
and,  agreeing  to  meet  him  on  the  same  spot  the  next  evenii^,  die  parted 
firom  him  with  his  kisses  warm  upon  her  lips. 

^'  Where  can  Jane  be?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Armstrong,  calling  out^  and 
looking  1^  and  down  the  house  in  search  of  her.  ^  Rob«rt^  do  jou 
know?'* 

Mr.  Armstrong  knew  nothing  about  it 

The  lady  went  into  the  kitdien,  where  the  two  in-door  senanis  were 
seated  at  their  tea. 

"  Susan — Benjamin,  do  you  know  anything  of  Miss  Jane  ?" 

<<  She  is  up  there  in  the  orchard  with  young  Mr.  Payne,  ma'am,"  in- 
terposed Ned,  the  carter's  boy,  who  stood  by. 

"  How  do  vou  know  ?"  demanded  Mrs.  Armstrong,  wrathfoUy. 

^  Because  I  brought  her  a  message  from  him  to  go  there.     So  Tjust 
trudged  up  a  short  while  agone,  ana  there  I  see  'em.     He  was  a-F  * 
of  her,  or  something  o*  thaf 
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**Mj  ihtt^ter  with  hk»r  cried  Mrs.  Armsiarong,  W  fiuse  m  a  flamfi^ 
ifbikt  Sosara  overbakueed  hor  «lMur  ixt  her  haste  to  administer  a  little 
wholesome  correction  to  the  beid-speaking^  hoj — **  mj  daughter  with  a 
srardeperf* 

**  That*8  whj  I  went  «),**  chimed  in  the  kd,  dodg^inj^  out  of  Stisaa's 
way.  '*  I  feared  he  might  be  for  Idllin*  Miss  Jane  as  he  killed  t'other^ 
00  1  thought  rd  watch  em  a  bit.^ 

Away  flew  Mrs»  Armstrong  to  her  husband,  representing  t^ie  grievance 
wi^  all  the  exaggeration  of  an  angry  woman.  Loud,  sdngfing  denun- 
ciations from  both  greeted  Jane  upon  her  entrance,  and  she,  miserable 
and  heartbroken,  could  offer  no  resistance  to  the  ang^r  of  her  incensed 
parents.  It  was  Tery  seldom  Mr.  Armstrong  gave  way  to  passion,  never 
with  Jane,  but  he  did  that  night ;  and  she,  terrified  and  sick  at  hearty 
promised  compliance  with  his  commands  never  to  see  Ronald  Payne 
i^ain. 

Here  wae  another  blow  for  the  ill-fated  young  man.  Whether  he 
had  wavered  or  not,  after  his  previqus  interview  with  Jane^  must  remain 
unknown,  but  he  now  determined  to  leave  England,  and  without  loss  of 
time.  He  went  to  Sir  John  Seabury,  and  gave  up  the  lease  of  his  farm. 
It  was  said  that  Sir  John  urged  him  to  stop  and  battle  out  the  storm  ; 
but  in  vain.  He  disposed  privately  of  his  stock  and  furniture,  and  by 
the  first  week  in  March  he  was  on  his  way  to  Liverpool. 

It  was  on  the  following  Saturday  that  Jane  Armstrong  accompanied 
her  father  and  mother  to  Worcester.  She  seemed  as  much  like  a  person 
dead  aa  alive,  and  Susan  said,  in  confidence  to  a  gossip,  that  young  Mr. 
Payne's  untoward  fate  was  breaking  her  heart.  The  city,  in  the  after- 
noon, wore  an  aspect  of  gaiety  and  bustle  far  beyond  that  of  the  custo- 
mary market-day,  for  the  judges  were  expected  in  from  Oxford  to  hold 
the  assizes  :  a  grand  holiday  then,  and  stil!  a  g^nd  show  for  the  Wor- 
cester people.  Jane  and  her  mother  spent  die  day  with  some  friends, 
whose  residence  was  situated  in  the  London-road,  as  it  is  called,  the  way 
by  which  the  judges  entered  the  city.  It  has  been  mentioned  that  tlie 
high  sheriff  for  that  year  was  Sir  John  Seabury,  and,  about  three  o'clock, 
he  went  out  with  his  procession  to  meet  the  judges,  halting  at  the  litde 
village  of  Whittington  until  they  should  arrive. 

It  may  have  been  an  hour  or  more  after  its  departure  from  the  city 
that  the  sweet,  melodious  bells  of  the  cathedral  struck  out  upon  the  air, 

fiving  notice  that  the  cavalcade  had  turned  and  was  advancing  ;  and,  in 
ue  time,  a  flourish  of  trumpets  announced  its  approach.  The  heralds 
rode  first,  at  a  slow  and  stately  pace,  with  their  trumpets,  preceding  a 
double  line  of  javelin  men  in  the  sumptuous  liveries  of  the  Seabury 
£gimily,  their  javelins  in  rest,  and  their  horses,  handsomely  caparboned, 
pawing  the  ground.  A  chaise,  thrown  opefi,  followed,  containing  the 
governor  of  the  county  gaol,  his  white  wand  raised  in  the  air ;  and  then 
came  the  sheriflTs  carriage,  an  equipage  of  surpassing  elegance,  the  Sea- 
bury arms  shining  forth  on  the  panels,  and  its  four  stately  steeds  pran- 
cing and  chafing  at  the  deliberate  pace  to  which  they  were  restrained. 

It  contained  only  one  of  the  judges,  all-imposing  in  his  flowing  w^ 
and  scarlet  robes.  The  Oxford  assizes  not  having  terminated  when  he 
left,  he  had  hastened  on  to  open  court  at  Worcester,  leaving  his  learned 
brother  to  follow.     Opposite  to  him  sat  Sir  Jcdin  Seabury,  with  his 
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chaplain  in  his  gown  and  bands  :  and  as  Jtoe  stood  widi  her  motiier  and 
their  friends  at  the  open  window,  the  eye  of  their  a£Fable  young  landlord 
caught  hers,  and  he  leaned  forward  and  bowed :  but  ^e  smile  on  his 
face  was  checked,  for  he  too  surely  read  the  worn  and  breaking  spirit 
betrayed  by  Jane's.  Some  personal  friends  of  the  sheriff  followed  the 
carriage  on  horseback  ;  and^  closing  the  procession  rode  a  crowd  of  Sir 
John's  well-mounted  tenants,  the  portly  person  of  Mr.  Armstrong  con- 
spicuous in  the  midst.  But  when  Mrs.  Armstrong  turned  towards  her 
daughter  with  an  admiring  remark  on  the  pageantry,  Jane  was  sobbing 
bitterly. 

Mrs.  and  Miss  Armstrong  left  their  friends'  house  when  tea  was  over, 
on  their  way  to  the  inn  used  by  Mr.  Armstrong  at  the  opposite  end  of 
the  town.  They  were  in  Hi?h-street,  passing  the  Guildhall,  Jane  walk- 
ing dreamily  forwards,  and  her  mother  gazing  at  the  unusual  groups 
scattered  about  it,  though  all  signs  of  the  recent  cavalcade  had  faded 
away,  when  Master  Sam  Dodd,  the  constable,  met  them.  He  stood  still, 
and  addressed  Jane. 

<<  I  think  we  haye  got  the  right  man  at  last.  Miss  Armstrong.  I 
suppose  it  will  turn  out,  after  all,  that  you  were  right  about  young  Mr. 
Payne." 

**  What  has  happened  ?"  faltered  Jane. 

"  We  have  took  a  man,  miss,  on  strong  suspicions  that  he  is  the  one 
what  cooked  Mr.  Damley  •  We  have  been  upon  the  scent  this  week  past. 
You  must  be  in  readiness,  ladies,  for  you'll  be  wanted  on  the  trial,  and  it 
will  come  on  on  Tuesday  or  Wednesday.  You'll  get  your  summonses 
on  Monday  morning." 

**Good  heart  alive,  constable!"  cried  the  startled  Mrs.  Armstrong, 
"you  don't  mean  to  say  that  Ronald  Payne  was  innocent!** 

"  Why,  ma'am,  that  have  got  to  be  proved.  For  my  part,  I  think 
matters  would  be  best  left  as  they  is,  and  not  rake  'em  up  again:  he 
have  been  treated  so  very  shameful  if  it  should  turn  out  that  be  warn't 
guilty." 

It  was  even  as  the  constable  said.  A  man  had  been  arrested  and 
thrown  into  the  county  gaol  at  Worcester,  charged  mih  the  wilful 
murder  of  James  Damley. 

III. 

Late  on  Tuesday  evening  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Armstrong,  with  their 
daughter,  drove  into  Worcester,  to  be  in  readiness  for  the  next  day's 
trial.  It  was  a  dull,  rainy  evening,  and  Jane  leaned  bock  in  the  car- 
riage, almost  careless  as  to  what  the  following  day  would  bring  forth, 
Mnce  Ronald  Payne  had  gone  away  for  ever. 

At  about  five  minutes  past  nine  in  the  morning,  the  presiding  judge 
took  his  seat  on  the  bench.  The  crowded,  noisy  court  was  hushed  to 
silence,  the  prisoner  was  brought  in,  and  the  trial  began. 

The  chief  fact  against  the  accused  was,  that  the  pocket-book,  with  U> 
contents,  known  to  have  been  in  Damley's  possession  on  the  ill-fat^ 
morning,  had  been  traced  to  the  prisoner.  The  bank-notes  he  hd 
changed  away,  and  a  silver  pencil-case  that  was  in  it  he  had  pledge<<- 
All  this  he  did  not  deny ;  but  he  asserted  that  he  had  found  the  pocket- 
book  hid  in  the  hedge,  close  to  the  spot,  when  he  had  been  prowling 
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about  there  a  few  hours  subsequent  to  the  murder.  It  nught  be  as  he 
said,  and  the  counsel  chattered  wisely  to  each  other,  saying  there  was  no 
evidence  to  convict  lum. 

The  last  witness  called  was  Jane  Armstrong ;  and  her  sensible,  modesty 
and  ladylike  appearance  prepossessed  every  one  in  her  f&vour.  She  gave 
her  testmiony  clearly  and  distinctly.  The  deadly  struggle  she  had  heard ; 
the  groans  of  the  victim,  and  his  shrieks  of  murder ;  the  words  uttered 
bj  the  assailant ;  the  blows  which  had  been  dealt,  and  the  fall  of  the 
murdered  man — all  was  separately  deposed  to.  Still  the  crime  was  not 
brought  home  to  the  prisoner.  Jane  thought  her  testimony  was  over, 
and  was  waiting  for  her  dismissal  from  the  witness-box,  when  the  counsd 
for  the  prosecution  addressed  her. 

*^  Look  around  you,  young  lady ;  can  you  point  out  any  one  present 
as  the  murderer?" 

She  looked  attentively  round  the  court,  but  as  she  had  not  seen  the 
murderer  on  that  dark  morning,  the  effort  was  vain;  but,  though  she 
felt  it  was  fruitless,  she  once  more  gazed  minutely  and  carefully  at  the 
sea  of  faces  around  her — at  the  prisoner's  amongst  the  rest ;  and  turning 
again  to  the  judge,  she  shook  her  head. 

At  this  moment  a  voice  was  heard,  rising  harshly  above  all  the  murmur 
of  the  court.  Jane's  back  was  towards  the  speaker,  and  she  did  not  know 
from  whom  it  came,  but  the  tones  thrilled  upon  her  ear  with  horror,  for 
she  recognised  them  instantaneously.   They  were  addressed  to  the  judge. 

**  My  lord,  she's  going  to  swear  away  my  life." 

*'  That's  th£  man  !"  uttered  Jane,  with  the  startling  earnestness  of 
truth — "  I  know  him  by  his  voice." 

The  prisoner — ^for  he  had  been  the  speaker — (j^uailed  as  he  heard  her, 
and  an  ashy  paleness  overspread  his  face.  The  judge  gazed  sternly,  but 
somewhat  mournfully,  at  mm,  and  spoke  words  that  are  remembered  in 
Worcester  unto  this  day. 

"  Prisoner,  you  have  hung  yourself^ 

The  trial  proceeded  to  its  close.  A  verdict  of  Wilful  Murder  was 
returned  against  the  prisoner,  and  the  judge,  placing  on  his  head  the 
dread  black  cap,  pronounced  upon  him  the  extreme  sentence  of  the  law. 

Before  he  suffered  he  confessed  his  g^t,  with  the  full  particulars 
attending  it.  It  may  be  remembered,  that  on  the  stormy  evening  when 
the  chief  actors  in  this  history  were  introduced  to  the  reader,  the  unfor* 
tunate  James  Damley  spoke  of  having  just  returned  from  a  neighbouring 
fjEur.  At  this  fair,  it  seemed,  he  had  entered  a  public-house,  and  finding 
there  some  farmers  of  his  acquuntance,  he  sat  down  vnth  them  to  drink  a 
glass  of  ale.  In  the  course  of  conversation  he  spoke  of  the  stock,  cattle, 
&c.,  he  had  just  sold,  and  the  sum  he  had  received  for  it,  the  money 
being  then — he  himsdf  gratuitously  added — ^in  hb  breeches-pocket  He 
mentioned  also  his  intended  journey  to  Worcester  market  the  following 
day,  and  that  there  his  business  would  be  to  buy. 

The  wretched  man,  afterwards  his  murderer,  was  present  amongst 
various  other  strangers,  which  a  fair  is  apt  to  collect  together,  and  he 
formed  the  diaboli^  project  of  robbbg  him  that  night ;  but  by  some 
means  or  other  the  intention  was  frustrated.  How,  was  never  clearly 
ascertained,  but  it  was  supposed  through  Damley's  leaving  for  home  at 
an  unusually  early  hour,  that  he  might  be  in  time  to  pay  a  visit  to  the 
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hdose  of  Mifs  Armstrong.  Tlie  Tilkio,  however,  was  not  to  be  lo 
baulked.  Bighily  judging  Aat  Damley  would  not  remoire  bis  hknmjt 
from  his  breeches-pocket,  as  he  would  require  it  at  Woroester  market  tM 
following  day,  he  made  his  way  to  bb  yiettm's  house  in  the  eady  dack  of 
the  ensuing  winter^s  morning,  and  knocked  him  up.  Aetrange  proceed- 
ing, the  reader  will  say,  for  one  with  the  intentions  he  held.  Yes.  Then 
sftood  James  Damley  diivering  at  his  chamber  window,  auddenly  roosel 
otft  of  his  bed,  from  a  sound  d^eep,  by  the  knocking ;  and  there,  under- 
neath, stood  one  in  the  dark,  whose  form  he  was  unable  to  distrngmsk; 
bttt  it  seemed  a  friendly  voioe  that  spoke  to  him,  and  k  told  a  planoUe 
tale — that  Damley's  cows  had  broken  from  their  enciesure  and  woe 
strolling  away,  trespassing,  and  that  he  would  do  well  to  rise  and  haaUa 
to  them. 

With  a  few  cordial  thanks  to  the  unknown  wamer,  and  a  piAy 
aoBthema  on  his  cows,  Damley  thrust  on  his  knee-breeches— 1^  breedies, 
aa  his  destroyer  had  foreseen — and  his  farm-jacket,  went  down  jtaio, 
aod  departed  hastily  on  his  errand.     The  reader  need  he  told*  no  more. 

This  was  the  sul)stanoe  of  his  confessioo ;  and  on  the  app<Mnted  day  be 
was  placed  in  the  cart  to  be  drawn  to  execution.  At  that  period,  the 
gallows  consecrated  to  Worcester  criminals  was  erected  on  Ked-hill,  a 
pwt  of  the  Loodon-road,  situated  about  mkiway  between  Woroester  sod 
Whitting^n,  and  here  he  was  ^^ecuted.  An  exhibitioo  of  the  sort  gena- 
rally  attracts  its  spectators,  but  soch  an  immense  assemUage  has  rsrety 
been  collected  in  Worcester,  whether  before  or  since,  ms  was  gatbeied 
together  to  witness  the  show  on  the  day  of  his  execution. 

In  proportion  as  the  tide  had  turned  against  Ronald  Payne,  so  did  it 
now  set  in  for  him.  The  neighbourhood,  one  and  all,  took  shame  to 
tl^mselyes  for  their  conduct  to  an  innocent  roan,  and  it  was  astonishiog 
to  observe  how  quick  they  were  in  declaring  that  they  must  have  beea 
fools  to  suspect  a  kind-nearted,  honourable  roan  could  be  gailtjr  of 
murder.  Mrs.  Armstrong's  self-reproaches  were  keen  :  she  was  a  jost 
woman,  and  she  knew  that  she  had  treated  him  with  hitter  harshDSSS. 
I%r  John  Seabury,  however,  did  not  waste  words  in  condolence  and  re- 
proaches, as  the  others  did :  he  despatched  a  trusty  messenger  to  liver- 
d,  in  the  hope  of  catdiing  Payne  befcnre  he  embarked  ist  a  fae^ 
,  and,  as  vessels  in  those  times  did  not  start  every  day  as  steaaMS 
do  in  these,  he  was  sucoessfuL 

IV. 

It  was  a  beautiful  afternoon  in  the  middle  of  March :  the  viDagen 
were  decked  out  as  £or  a  hcdiday;  garlands  and  festoons  denoted  that 
there  was  aome  unusual  cause  for  rejoicing,  and  the  higher  dass  of  fiurmen 
and  their  wives  were  grouped  together,  conversing  cheerfully,  i^^ 
Armstrong  stood  hy  her  mother,  a  happy  flush  upon  her  pleasmg  oooa- 
tenance.  It  was  the  hour  of  the  ezpeeted  return  of  Ronald  Payne,  and 
a  rastic  band  of  music  had  gone  forth  to  meet  the  stage-coach. 

Everybody  was  talking,  nobody  listening,  the  buzz  of  ezpeetatioa 
roae  louder  and  louder,  and  soon  the  band  was  heard  returning,  half  of -i^ 
blowing  away  at "  See  the  Conquering  Hero  comes,''  the  other  half  (not 
having  been  able  to  aeree  mmongst  themselves)  drumming  and  whistfim: 
'<€>od  save  the  King.'^  Befote  the  andienee  had  time  to  commeston 
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the  novd  effect  of  this  new  moocy  hones'  heads  were  seen  in  the  distance, 
and  not  the  heavy  coach,  as  had  been  expected,  bat  the  open  barouche  o£ 
Sir  John  Seaboij  caoM  in  mght,  eootainiag  himself  and  Ronald  Pajne. 

Ronald  was  nearlj  hugged  to  death.  Words  of  apology  and  congra- 
tnladon,  oi  excuse  and  good-wil^  of  r^otance  and  joj,  were  poured 
into  his  ear  by  all,  save  Jane ;  and  she  stood  away,  the  uncontrollable 
tears  coorsing  down  her  &ce.  It  was  plain,  in  a  moment^  that  he  bore 
no  malice  to  any  of  them  :  his  brow  was  as  frank  as  ever,  his  eye  as 
meny,  lus  hands  as  open  to  clasp  theirs — he  was  the  same  old  Ronald 
Payne  of  months  ago. 

**  Ronald  Payne  !*  exclaimed  Mrs.  Armstrong,  standing  a  little  before 
iihe  rest,  **  I  was  the  first  to  accuse  you,  I  was  the  foremost  to  rail  at 
and  shon  you ;  let  me  be  the  most  esger  to  express  my  painful  regre^ 
and  so  &r-- whidi  is  all  I  can  do— make  reparation.  For  the  fbtore^  you 
AaJl  not  have  a  more  nncere  friend  than  myself." 

**  And  allow  me,  Mr.  Payne,  to  be  the  second  to  qpeak,"  added  Sir 
John,  *'  althowh  I  have  no  apology  to  make,  for  I  never  believed  you 
gailty,  as  you  know ;  but  all  these  good  people  did,  and  it  is  of  no  nse^ 
yon  are  aware,  to  run  against  a  stream.  As  some  recomp^ise  for  what 
yoa  have  suffered,  I  hereby  offer  you  a  lease  of  the  farm  and  lands 
rented  by  the  unfortunate  James  Darnley.  It  b  the  best  vacant  farm  on 
my  estate.  And — a  word  yet :  should  you  not  have  sufficient  ready 
money  to  stock  it,  I  will  be  your  banker. 

Bonald  Payne  graqied  in  silence  the  offered  hand  of  his  landlord.  His 
heart  was  too  full  to  speak,  but  a  hum  of  gratification  from  those  around 
told  that  the  generosity  was  appreciated. 

^  But,  Mrs.  Armstrong^''  continued  Sir  John,  a  merry  smile  upon  his 
oeontenance,  **  is  there  no  other  recompense  you  can  offer  him  ?*^ 

Jane  was  now  standing  amongst  them,  by  RonaId*s  side,  though  not  a 
word  had  yet  passed  between  them.  His  eyes  fondly  sought  hers  at  the 
last  words,  but  her  glowing  countenance  was  alike  turned  from  him  and 
from  Sir  John  Seabuiy. 

**  Ay,  by  all  that's  right  and  just,  there  is,  Sir  John  T  burst  forth 
good  Farmer  Armstrong.  ''  He  deserves  her,  and  he  shall  have  her;  and 
i  my  wife  still  says  no,  why  I  dont  think  she  is  any  wife  of  mine." 

Sir  John  glanced  at  Mrs.  Armstrong,  waiting  no  doubt  for  her  lipe  to 
form  themselves  into  the  negative;  but  they  formed  themselves  into 
nothing,  save  an  approving  smile  cast  towards  Ronald  Payne. 

*'  And  with  many  thanks,  grateful  thanks — which  I  am  sure  he  fioels— 
for  your  generous  offer  of  bnbing  his  banker,  Sir  John,"  continued  Mr. 
Armstrong,  "  you  must  give  me  leave  to  say  that  it  will  not  now  be 
needed.     My  oaughter  does  not  go  to  her  husband  portionless." 

**  Tou  must  let  me  have  notice  of  the  time,  Miss  Armstrong,"  whis- 
pered Sir  John,  as  he  leaned  forward  and  took  her  hand,  *'  for  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  to  dance  at  your  wedding." 

But  the  secret  was  not  confined  to  Sir  John  Seaboiy.  The  crowd 
had  comprehended  it  now ;  and  suddenly,  as  with  one  universal  voice, 
^  air  was  rent  with  shouts.  "  Long  live  Ronald  Payne  and  his  fair 
wife  when  he  shall  win  her!  Long  life  and  happiness  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Bonald  PayneT 
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HUNTING  IN  THE  FAR  WEST* 

The  Prairie !  What  a  world  of  heart-stirring  ideas  are  associated 
with  that  name.  Boundless  expanses  of  verdure,  now  level,  now  undu- 
lating, always  picturesque,  watered  by  magnificent  rivers,  up  whose 
rocky  shores  civilisation  is  advancing,  slowly  and  step  by  step,  into  the 
heart  of  the  wilderness.  Wary  red  skins  at  war  witn  nature  and  with 
one  another.  Immense  herds  of  bisons  or  buffaloes,  with  deer-like  legs ; 
and  troops  of  wapiti  or  elk  stags,  hunted  by  man,  bears,  and  wolves,  of 
which  latter  there  are  no  less  than  three  descriptions.  Then,  agai% 
more  humble  grouse  or  prairie  hens  and  rabbits,  beaver  and  fish  in  the 
rivers,  big-horns  or  wild  sheep  on  the  rocks  ;  the  whole  scene  varied  by 
occasional  thunder-storms  and  almost  equally  terrific  prairie  fires.  Here 
and  there,  but  still  at  intervals  of  many  hundred  miles,  a  hunting,  or 
rather  bartering,  fort,  with  a  Scotch  or  American  captain  and  a  group  of 
French  employes,  some  of  Creole,  some  of  Canadian  orig^ ;  whilst  in 
the  remote  background  is  the  most  interesting  feature  in  the  whole 
picture — the  enduring,  the  daring,  the  clever  trapper-veteran  of  the 
prairie,  living  in  constant  vicissitudes  of  wealth  and  poverty,  starvation 
and  plenty,  adventures  and  danger — a  race  now  rapidly  becoming 
extinct. 

In  their  place  we  have  the  amateur  sportsman — young  gentlemen, 
who,  weary  of  the  monotony  of  stalking  in  Caledonian  preserves,  take 
themselves  off  to  the  deer  plains  of  South  Africa,  or  the  elk  woods  of  the 
Missouri,  with  almost  the  same  facilities  that  our  forefathers  got  to  the 
fastnesses  of  Dunkeld.  These  adventurous  youths  pen  narratives  on 
their  return,  which,  if  not  so  full  of  trials  and  sufferings  and  hair-breadth 
escapes  as  those  of  the  hardy  trappers  as  given  to  us  by  Mr.  Ruxton, 
still  contain  quite  enough  to  amuse  the  most  exacting  reader ;  and  as 
the  amateur  sportsman  does  not  remain  long  enough  in  the  country  to 
blunt  first  impressions  and  dim  the  enjoyment  of  novelty,  nothing  comes 
to  tarnish  the  freshness  of  the  picture ;  it  is  all  enthusiasm  from  be- 
ginning to  end,  a  constant  succession  of  striking  scenes  and  interesting 
adventures,  with  an  unavoidable  recurrence  to  the  destruction  of  animal 
life,  so  frequently  obtruded,  that  at  last  the  reader  finds  himself  insen- 
sibly entertaining  a  half  latent  hope  that  the  terrible  destroyer  of  life 
will  himself  not  get  off  without  a  good  hugging  by  some  resolute  old 
grisly  bear. 

Mr.  Palliser — the  amateur  sportsman  with  whom  we  liave  now  to  do- 
will  excuse  us  following  him  in  his  transatlantic  journey  to  Boston; 
his  journey  thence  to  Wheeling  on  the  Ohio,  and  his  navigation  of  that 
river ;  and  the  Mississippi  to  New  Orleans.  We  will  pass  on  to  his 
debut  in  the  hunting-grounds  east  of  the  great  rivers,  and  where  he  first 
tried  his  hand  at  deer  shooting  and  deer  skinning,  not  far  from  Mr. 
Keat's  cotton  plantation  on  the  Arkansa  River.  At  these  mere  back- 
woods or  frontier  stations  they  still  adhere  to  the  absurd  practice  of  pan- 
hunting,  that  is,  shooting  at  night  at  any  two-pair  of  eyes  that  come  to 

*  Solitary  Kambles  and  Adventures  of  a  Hunter  in  the  Prairies.  By  John 
Palliser,  Esq.    With  Hiustrations.    John  Murray. 
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stare  at  a  pan  of  bnmiDfi^  pine  knots ;  and  Mr.  Palliser  relates  a  storj, 
that  has  the  ran  of  the  whole  length  of  the  backwoods  from  Illinois  to 
New  Orleans,  of  a  man  shooting  ms  brood  mare  and  foal  under  such  cir- 
cumstances, as  having  occurred  to  a  *' major"  who  break£uted  with  him 
that  morning. 

We  can  excuse  this  imposition  of  an  old  story  upon  a  new  comer,  as 
we  can  a  first  fidlure  in  roasting  venison  by  a  bivouac  fire  the  first  time 
he  camped  out  solus  in  a  very  fever-and-aguish  sort  of  place  by  the 
banks  of  Lake  Jefferson.  Both  are  compensated  for  by  a  clever  shot  at 
a  pair  of  eyes  which,  as  he  sat  smoking  and  musing,  were  observed  to 
shine  very  brightly  in  the  fire-light.  The  owner  of  the  bright  eyes 
turned  out  to  be  a  splendid  panther,  whose  skin  our  sportsman  added  to 
his  kit  with  infinite  satisfaction. 

After  a  short  excursion  to  Louisville  and  the  Mammoth  Caves  of 
Kentucky,  Mr.  Palliser  joined  an  expedition  then  preparing  to  start  from 
Independence,  on  the  Missouri,  for  the  Western  territory  and  the  RocW 
Mountains.  It  must  be  premised  that  the  manner  in  which  communi- 
cation is  kept  up  with  the  hunting  forts  or  stations  in  the  Indian  terri- 
tory is  twofold :  first,  by  a  steamer,  which  ascends  the  Missouri  with 
goods  for  barter  at  the  time  of  the  rise  of  the  waters  in  May,  and  is  thus 
enabled  to  go  as  fiir  as  Fort  Union,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Yellow  Stone 
River,  where  that  stream  falls  into  the  Great  Missouri ;  and  secondly,  by 
an  overland  expedition  of  traders,  hunters,  and  workmen,  who  go  up 
together  to  their  forts  and  trading  posts,  starting  from  Independence 
every  year  at  the  beginning  of  September.  This  was  the  caravan  which 
Mr.  Palliser  joined,  and  which  was  on  this  occasion  composed  of  some 
seventeen  and  eighteen  individuals,  among  whom  the  most  prominent 
persons  were  Mr.  Ripp,  a  hardy  old  veteran  leader,  and  Mr.  Murray,  in 
charge  of  Fort  Alexander,  on  the  Yellow  Stone ;  Uie  rest  being  French, 
or  hfidf-caste  employes,  a  docile,  patient,  enduring  set  of  travellers,  with 
constitutions  of  iron,  and  well  practised  in  travel.  The  last  white  faces 
they  saw  were  those  of  the  Mormons,  the  pioneers  of  civilisation  in  the 
Far  West  "  The  day,**  says  Mr.  Palliser,  "  is  not  far  distant  when,  by 
their  means,  the  red  man  and  the  buffalo  will  be  swept  off  the  face  of  the 
earth."  We  sincerely  hope  not.  There  is  room  on  the  pnuries  for  both, 
without  interfering  with  Anglo-American  progress;  on  the  contrary, 
rather  aiding  and  abetting  it.  As  to  the  extinction  of  the  aborigines,  if 
such  is  meant  in  the  hidden  ways  of  Providence,  we  should  grieve,  but 
dare  not  demur;  we  hope,  however,  for  better  thines;  what  usefrd 
huntsmen  and  herdsmen  tne  domesticated  red  man  womd  make.  As  to 
the  bisons,  with  such  a  girth  of  natural  pastures,  what  good  could  come  of 
their  extermination  ?  Their  fiesh  and  fat  is  acknowledgedly  infinitely 
superior  to  that  of  our  races  of  domestic  cows ;  they  are  naturally  of  a 
timid  and  docile  disposition,  feeding,  as  Mr.  Palliser  has  pleasantly  re- 
corded in  both  pen  and  pencil  illustrations,  in  the  company  of  domestic 
calves.  Is  there  no  future  in  reserve,  then,  for  the  poor  persecuted  bison  ? 
May  not  herds  less  numerous  than  those  which  the  hunter  now  so 
wantonly  assails,  slaughtering  whole  hosts  often  for  the  sake  of  a  few 
marrow-bones,  be  some  future  day  quietiy  feeding  on  the  same  prairies, 
tended  by  the  red  man,  to  the  mutual  benefit  of  both  races,  and 
certainly  to  the  advantage  of  a  general  civilisation  ? 
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Eui  to  torn  to  oar  tcaveUer:  «  deiei^tioa^  «Be  ai^t's bivofoac  vift 
suffice  fer  ail,  as  -eooh  B^t*s  work  was  litde  moie  thaa  a  rqpttitimi  of 
the  saoM  opezatioBft: 

A  little  before  sKoset  we  unsaddled  aad  uppaeJMd  onr  tfia,.placiag  iktt 
packs  and  saddje  of  each  rider  in  a  separate  pile  at  equal  distances  so  as  40 
fonn  a  circular  enclosuie,  about  tea  pacet.  ia  duuneter,  and  after  watering  and 
'^bobling^  the  horses,  i.  e,  attacbine  the  fore  and  liind  legs  on  one  side  together 
by  means  of  an  iron  chain,  with  a  leathern  strap  round  the  fetlock,  to  prevent 
toeir  straying,  we  turned  them  loose  to  graze ;  not  till  then  considering  our- 
sehres  at  liberty  to  attend  to  our  own  comforts.  Ottr  first  business  was, 
then,  to  cut  and  gatlier  wood  and  to  lisfat  a  fire  in  Che  oentre  of  the  circle, 
fetching  some  water  in  the  kettles,  and  ptitthig  the  meat  oa  So  cook,  aad 
makine  onr  beds  of  saddle-doUis,  bbmkets,  and  buwdo  robes :  this  done*  we 
roasted  our  coffee-berries,  and  haying  wrapt  them  in  a  piece  of  deer  or  bof^ 
fak)  skin  and  pounded  them  on  the  stomp  of  a  tree  with  the  back  of  a  hatchet, 
put  them  in  our  coffee-pot  and  boih^d  them  ;  and  the  meat  being  cooked  by  the 
time  this  process  was  oyer,  and  the  coffee  made,  we  fell  to  with  great  appetite. 
After  supper  we  liehted  our  pipes,  and  then  each  turned  in  when  he  fell  hi- 
dmed,  and,  with  his  feet  to  tlie  fire,  slept  as  only  trayellers  in  the  pndrie  caa 
sleep.  Before  day,  we  were  up  again,  oahoUed  and  watered  oiur  horses^ 
loaied  the  packs,  and  were  all  in  the  saddle  by  auarise.  We  rode  on  till  about 
deyen  o'clock,  when  we  camped  again  lor  bmkfiist,  kstiog  the  hones  graae 
for  a  oouple  of  bourse  at  one,  starting  off*  again  to  pursue  our  march  till  near 
dark. 

The  vegetation  ia  some  parts  of  the  |marie  was  gigautiey  tbe  graas 
ffrowing  from  fiye  to  eight  feet  high.  SometifBeB  they  would  travel 
throagh  this  £or  days  without  intermissioay  oocasioually  naeeting  witk 
wallows  and  small  spots  of  timber.  '*  Everything  aroond,"  writes  Mr. 
EidHsei; — "  the  huge  ooarse  grass — ^weeds  that  I  aeyer  saw  before,  rai^ 
and  tangled  in  their  unchecked  growth — ^and  the  eternal,  iHiositaUe 
sweep  of  the  undolating  prairie^  impressed  on  me  a  sense  of  vastness  ^uite 
oyerwhelming." 

At  Fort  Vermilion  they  joined  a  band  of  600  Sioux,  just  retamed 
from  a  foray  agaiast  the  Ottoe  Indians,  and  Mr.  Palliaer's  further  hunting 
eimlcnts  were  nearly  put  an  end  to  by  an  Indian  taking  a  deliberate  shot 
at  nitti — the  ballet  whiasing  dose  past  his  ear.  Here  ke  also  first  tasted 
baffido.  **  To  say  what  I  think,^  be  duly  plaoes  on  reoord,  **  of  its  flavour 
aad  its  excellence,  would  be  but  to  repeat  all  the  eaoomiums  ^pon  it  that 
I  have  ever  heard  or  read.  It  is  decidedly  the  best  meat  I  ever  tasted, 
and  I  have  eaten  as  great  a  variety  as  most  people.  The  £it  is  pecofiarly 
dsliaous,  and  mose  like  that  of  turtle  than  beef,  over  whidi  it  baa  a 
deeided  superiority  in  delicacy  of  flavour^  and  in  not  surfeiting  those  who 
even  foast  immoderately  upon  it." 

At  Fort  Pierre,  the  largest  station  of  the  American  Fur  Con^Msy  oa 
the  Missouri,  tliey  stayed  two  days.  Near  this  station  is  an  island,  upm 
whwh  it  was  once  attempted  to  establish  a  fam^  but  the  red  skins  killed 
the  eattle,  burned  the  hay,  and  stole  the  com,  seKiag  it  back  to  the  Fur 
Company.  Beyond  Fort  Pierre  they  eotM^d  the  high  prairies,  the 
atmosphere  oi  which  is  remarkably  dear  and  wholesome.  They  general^ 
found  timber  to  camp  in  for  breakfast,  and  also  for  supper  and  sleeping 
at  niffht,  but  they  were  mueh  inoouvenienced  by  want  of  fresh  water. 
The  buffsk)  abounds  la  these  elevated  uj^ands.  From  Fort  Union,  near 
the  junction  of  the  Missoujd  and  Yellow  Stone  Riven^  Mr.  Palliaer enjoyed 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


OaHmg  m  the  Far  WluL  467 

many  a  day's  bofihlo  faimtiiig,  which  he  luitiiraUj  desoribea  as  a  noMa 

rt,  and  which  was  only  inteiniptad  hy  stam  wioter,  which  Tmypnd 
vast  pnurie  in  a  shioud  of  snow  and  loa.  Mr.  PaUisar  deserihes  tha 
English  or  Canadian  half-breds  on  the  Bed  Bivar  hom  Lord  Seikirk'a 
settlements  as  the  beat  hunters  of  boffido;  they  will,  in  passing  a  bofialo 
at  full  speed,  hit  him  moitaDy  behind  the  shoulder  at  Ahy  yards,  five 
times  o^  of  six.  A  strange  epidemic  broke  out  in  the  £)rt  with  the 
aniral  of  winter,  and  spread  Uke  wildfire :  it  was  a  sort  of  cold  that 
affected  the  throat,  like  mumps,  internally  and  externally.  Still  winter 
£d  not  put  a  stop  to  Mr.  Palliser's  sport  There  were  plenty  of  rabbits 
and  prairie  hens,  and  he  could  stalk  buffalo  and  e^c.  Disguised  by  a 
Uanket,  he  would  get  into  a  herd  of  die  former,  and  keep  singling  out 
and  shootiog  the  best  and  fattest  of  the  cows  for  upwaros  of  an  hour 
before  he  was  found  out.  The  troops  of  elk,  sometimes  a  hundred  strooff 
upon  the  Yellow  Stone,  are  described  as  presenting  a  truly  grand  and 
inaposing  sight.  Wolves  of  ihree  descriptions — ^the  large  wmte  wolf,  or 
hnffido  wol^  Ae  grey  wolf,  and  the  kit  wolf<— also  abomded,  bowline 
naoat  dismaUy  as  the  cold  increased ;  and  they  afforded  not  only  camtoL 
aport,  but  profitable  employment,  as  Mr.  Palliser  was  allowed  two  dollars 
a-pieoe  for  white  wolf  skins,  one  and  a  half  dollars  for  the  grey,  and 
seventy -five  cents  for  the  kit  wolf  skins. 

Buffalo  shooting  was  not  always  unaccompamed  by  danger,  as  the 
following  instance  will  show.     Mr.  PalHser  was  in  porsoit  of  a  sturdy 

He  was  standing  a  little  way  off  on  the  open  plain,  but  the  skirting  wIIIowb 
and  bnishwood  afforded  roe  cover  within  eiglity  yards  of  him,  profiting  by 
which  I  crept  up,  and  taking  a  deliberate  aim,  fired.  The  bull  gave  a  convul- 
sive start,  moved  off  a  little  way,  and  turned  his  broadside  again  to  me.  I 
fired  again,  over  a  hundred  yards  this  time ;  he  did  not  stir.  I  loaded  and 
fired  the  third  time,  whereupon  he  turned  and  faced  me,  as  if  about  to  show 
fight.  As  I  was  loading  for  a  fourtli  shot  he  tottered  forward  a  step  or  two, 
and  I  thouglit  he  was  about  to  fall,  so  I  waited  for  a  little  while»  but  as  he  did 
not  come  down  I  determined  to  go  up  and  finish  him.  Walking  up,  there- 
fore, to  wtthtn  tliirty  paces  of  hta^  till  I  could  actually  see  his  eyes  rolling,  I 
fired  for  the  fourth  time  directly  at  the  region  of  tlie  beart,  as  I  thought,  but 
to  my  utter  amazement  up  went  liis  tail  and  down  went  his  bead,  and  with  a 
speed  that  I  thought  him  little  capable  of,  he  was  upon  me  in  a  twinkling.  I 
ran  liard  for  it,  but  he  rapidly  overhauled  roe,  and  roy  situation  was  becoming 
ao3rthing  but  pleasant.  Tliinking  he  might,  like  our  own  bulls,  shut  the  eyes 
in  makti^  a  cliai^,  I  swerved  suddenly  to  one'  side  to  escape  the  stiock,  but, 
to  my  horror,  I  failed  iu  dodging  him,  tor  he  bohed  round  quicker  than  I  did, 
and  affording  me  barely  time  to  protect  my  stomach  with  the  stock  of  my  rifle, 
and  to  turn  myself  sideways  as  1  sustained  the  charge,  in  the  hopes  of  getting 
between  his  horns,  he  came  plump  upon  me  with  a  shock  like  an  earthquake. 
My  rrfle  stock  was  shivered  to  pieces  by  one  horn,  my  clothes  torn  by  the 
other ;  I  flew  into  mtd-air,  scattering  my  prairie  hens  and  rabbits,  which  bad 
hitherto  bnog  dangling  by  leathern  thongs  from  my  belt,  in  all  directions,  till 
landing  at  last,  I  fell  unlmrt  in  the  snow,  and  almost  over  me — fortunately  not 
quite— ^rolled  my  infuriated  antagonist,  and  subsided  in  a  snow  driftu  1  was 
hickily  not  the  least  injured,  the  force  of  the  Mow  having  been  perfectly 
deadened  by  the  enormous  mass  of  fur,  wool,  and  hair  that  clothed  his  shaggy 
haad  piice. 

Mr.  Palliser  purdiased  a  Tmy  fine  dog— a  mongrel  between  a  whita 
hnffido  wolf  and  a  oonunon  Indian  bitch — wAiom  he  das^gnatad  aa 
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Ishmah)  and  who,  at  first  averse  to  white  men,  almost  to  horror,  after- 
wardsJjQpk  a  great  liking  to  his  master,  and  became  the  inseparable  oom* 
panion  of  all  his  adventures  and  joumejings,  and  even  the  sharer  of  bis 
bed.  Ishmah*s  chief  duty  was,  however,  to  drag  the  sleigh  or  travaii, 
as  the  hunters  call  it,  upon  short  shooting  excursions,  when  a  dressed 
leather  elk  skin,  a  buffalo  robe,  two  blankets,  three  or  four  pair  of 
mocassins,  a  large  and  a  small  tin  mug,  and  a  proper  supply  of  tammu- 
nition  were  indispensable.  It  was  in  company  with  this  dog  that  Mr. 
Palliser  performed  his  really  solitary  rambles  ;  and  this  was  the  way  thej 
travelled  together : 

The  woods  along  tl^  banks  of  the  river  afforded  me  timber,  already  fallen 
and  in  every  stage  of  decomposition,  wherewith  to  light  a  fire  at  night ;  and 
when  I  stood  and  looked  about  me  to  choose  a  convenieot  spot  near  an  ice- 
hole,  Ishmah  used  to  gaze  into  my  face  as  if  he  could  read  my  thoughts,  and 
whine  as  much  as  to  say, "  I  am  tired  too."  When  I  trampled  down  the 
snow,  cut  and  strewed  the  willows,  and  proceeded  to  collect  the  wood,  he  used 
to  watch  me  eagerly,  and  prick  up  his  ears  when  he  saw  me  take  the  flint  and 
steel  from  my  pouch  and  the  dry  inner  bark  of  the  cotton-wood-tree  from  my 
chest  in  which  to  kindle  the  spark.  The  fire  secure  and  burning  well,  I  turned 
my  attention  to  him,  unharnessed  him,  unpacked  his  travail,  and  placed  it  aloft 
against  the  side  of  a  tree  to  protect  the  leather  straps  from  the  voracity  of  the 
wolves.  Tins  done,  I  spread  my  bed  and  filled  the  kettles  with  water,  took  a 
handful  of  coflee-berries  from  my  bag,  which  I  roasted  in  the  cover  of  the 
kettle,  then  wrapping  them  up  in  a  piece  of  leather  I  pounded  them  on  a 
stump,  and  put  them  in  the  smaller  kettle  to  boil,  reserving  the  large  one  for 
the  meat.  These  culinary  proceedings  Ishmah  used  to  regard  with  the  most 
intense  interest,  turning  back  from  time  to  time  as  the  eddies  of  pungent 
smoke  from  the  damp  fuel  compelled  him  to  avert  his  eyes.  When  supper 
was  at  last  cooked  and  despatched  (quickly  enough  on  his  part,  poor  fellow* 
for  his  share  was  sometimes  very  scanty),  he  sat  up  close  beside  me  as  I  smoked 
my  pipe  and  sipped  my  coffee ;  and  when  at  last  I  got  into  bed  he  used  to  lie 
down  at  the  edge  of  the  robe  witli  his  back  close  up  against  my  shoulders,  and 
so  we  slept  till  morning.  As  soon  as  it  was  daylight  we  rose>  Ishmah  sub- 
mitted patiently  to  be  harnessed,  and  we  resumed  our  march. 

Ishmah's  relationship  to  the  Lupus  family  was,  however,  productive  at 
times  of  no  small  inconvenience,  as  he  would  frequently  run  off  and 
engage  in  play  with  the  yotmg  wolves,  chased  and  being  chased  by 
them  in  turn : 

At  first  I  was  amused  at  this  indication  of  his  wild  origin,  but  became  sub- 
sequently much  annoyed,  and  on  one  occasion  seriously  alarmed  at  the  result 
of  these  gambols.  One  day,  after  a  long  march,  I  was  looking  out  for  a  con- 
venient camping-place,  when  a  she-wolf  crossed  the  ice  at  some  distance  from 
where  I  was  standing.  In  spite  of  all  my  exertions  and  threats,  Ishmah  im- 
mediately gave  chase,  and  they  continued  their  gambols  until  I  attempted  to 
approach  them,  when,  of  course,  the  wolf  made  off*  at  full  speed,  followed  by 
my  dog  with  his  travail  behind  him,  loaded  with  everything  I  then  possessed 
in  the  world.  I  followed,  shoutiEic  af^er  him  in  vain  until  he  entirely  disap* 
peared  from  my  view,  after  which  I  continued  running  on  the* tracks,  till  dark- 
ness obliged  m*e  to  abandon  the  pursuit,  and  I  found  myself  a  long  way  from 
timber,  out  on  the  broad  prairie,  alone  on  a  vast  barren  waste  of  snow  stretch* 
ing  around  me  on  every  side. 

My  sensations  were  anything  but  enviable,  on  reflecting  that  I  was  about  one 
hundred  miles  from  any  known  habitation,  and  nearly  one  hundred  and  flf^y 
from  my  destination,  destitute  of  robe  and  blankets,  with  but  very  little 
powder  m  my  horn  and  only  two  bullets  in  my  pouch.    In  short,  I  was  in  a 
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pretty  considerable  sort  of  a  '^  fix^"  and  had  nothing  for  it  bat  to  make  tracks 
again  with  all  speed  for  the  timber.  Fortunately  1  found  my  way  back  to  the 
nver  without  much  difficulty.  It  was  a  beautiful  moonlieht  night,  which 
enabled  me  to  collect  some  fallen  wood,  and  havins  lighted  a  fire,  I  seated 
myself  beside  it,  and  began  to  consider  the  probabilities  of  my  ever  reaching  a 
trading  post  alive,  in  the  event  of  Ishmah  not  returning,  and  how  I  should 
economise  my  ammunition  and  increase  my  rate  of  travelling,  so  as  to  effect 
this  object.  My  prospects  were  dismal  enough,  nor  did  I  feel  cheered  as  the 
cold  north  breeze  froze  the  perspiration  which  had  run  down  4ny  forehead  and 
face,  and  formed  icicles  in  my  beard  and  whiskers,  that  jingled  like  bells  as  I 
shook  my  head  in  dismissing  from  my  mind  one  project  after  another.  At  last, 
resigning  m}'self  to  my  fate,  I  took  out  my  pipe,  determined  to  console  my- 
self with  a  smoke,  when,  alas  I  on  feeling  for  tobacco  I  folind  that  was  gone  too. 
This  was  the  climax  of  my  misfortunes !  I  looked  to  the  north  star  and  cal- 
culated by  the  position  of  the  Ploush  that  it  must  have  been  about  ten  o^clock, 
the  time  at  which  in  England  we  nave  our  knees  under  the  mahogany,  sur- 
rounded by  friends,  discussing  a  bottle  of  the  best,  and  awaiting  the  summons 
to  tea  in  the  drawing-room.  I  tried  to  see  a  faint  similarity  to  the  steam  of 
the  tea-urn  in  the  smoke  from  the  snow-covered  wood  on  my  dreary  fire,  and 
endeavoured  to  trace  the  forms  of  sweet  familiar  faces  in  the  embers,  till  I 
almost  heard  the  rustling  of  fresh  white  cr^pe  dresses  round  me,  when,  hark!  I 
did  hear  a  rustle — it  approaches  nearer,  nearer,  and  I  recognise  the  scraping  of 
Ishmah*^  travail  on  the  snow ;  another  moment  and  the  panting  rascal  was  by 
my  side !  I  never  felt  so  relieved,  and  laughed  out  loud  from  sheer  joy,  as  I 
noticed  the  consciousness  he  showed  by  his  various  cringing  movements  of 
having  behaved  very  badly.  I  was  too  well  pleased,  however,  at  his  reappear- 
ance to  beat  him,  particularly  when  I  found  nothinff^of  his  harness  and  load 
either  missing  or  injured  in  the  slightest  degree.  Even  the  portion  of  meat 
which  I  had  secured  from  the  last  deer  I  shot  was  untouched ;  so  that  I  had 
nothing  to  do  but  to  unpack  the  travail,  make  my  bed,  and  cook  our  supper. 

Thus  he  arrived  at  White  Riyer  post,  where  he  was  entertained  hos- 
pitably, and  hunted,  in  company  with  the  Indians,  a  new  description  of 
ganae — the  black- tail  deer — which  abound  in  that  vicinity.  Thence  he 
proceeded  to  Fort  Berthold,  in  the  Minitaree  country,  and  being  cau&^ht 
in  a  snow-storm  at  the  Grand  Detour,  he  says  he  found  his  faithful  dog 
an  invaluable  Mend,  and  he  really  believes  he  was  the  means  of  saving 
his  life,  for  he  seemed  to  feel  the  caloric,  as  it  issued  from  him,  preserve 
his  body  from  being  turned  into  stone.  The  party  on  this  occasion  con- 
sisted of  Mr.  Palliser ;  Frederick,  a  trader ;  Peekay,  an  Indian,  and  his 
squaw,  with  their  dogs  and  travails ;  and  a  man  m  charge  of  two  mi- 
serable pack-horses.     They  came  to  be  in  great  want  of  food. 

As  I  was  adjusting  my  snow  shoes  and  girding  up  my  loins,  old  Peekay 
lighted  his  long  Indian  pipe,  and  waved  it  towards  the  four  points  of  the  com- 
pass, making  medicine ;  he  then  threw  himself  down  on  the  cround,  and 
uttered  aloud  the  following  words,  as  near  as  I  can  recollect  Frederick's  repe- 
tition of  them  to  me  ;  for  by  the  time  he  had  smoked  hb  pipe,  or  commenced 
addressing  the  Great  Spirit,  I  was  already  a  good  step  on  my  way.  "  O  Great 
Spirit,  you  see  the  state  we  are  now  in,  we  have  no  meat  neither  myself  nor 
my  squaw,  and  our  dogs  are  sinking  for  want ;  we  shall  lose  all  our  propert}', 
for  the  dogs  are  too  tired  to  drag  it  any  longer  I  O  Great  Spirit,  help  us 
therefore,  and  bring  us  some  meat.*'  His  prayer  ended,  the  old  fellow  went 
along  the  edge  of  the  timber  skirting  the  river,  while  I  was  far  ahead  trying  to 
stalk  up  the  bull,  which  I  had  hopes  of  succeeding  in  doine,  on  account  of  the 
inequalities  of  the  ground  where  he  was  lying.  The  walk,  or  run,  was  very 
severe;  but  afler  taking  a  great  round  to  avoid  giving  the  animal  my  wind,  I 
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tmcaeded  in  |;eMifig  widiio  900  yards  of  him  perinpt,  li^ben,  mifbTtniiatdf,  m 
one  of  ttiose  fitful  gtialB  of  wind,  which  broken  billy  ground  akrajs  rendefs  id 
traaehtrMM  and  uocertiiB,  the  bull  seented  me^  nerer  stopped  for  a  moooitS 
look,  but  wheeled  rownd  and  dashed  off  as  terriHed  as  if  I  had  been  cl(«e  to 
him.  1  could  not  blame  myself  for  the  condngency,  and  consoled  mvself  widi 
the  refltctien  of  there  betng  fortune  in  hunting-  ai^  well  as  a  fortune  of  war.  I 
bad  watched  the  bull's  moiremencs  for  nearly  a  mile  as  he  ran  beadfong  fron 
me,  when  what  was  mj  astonishment  at  beholding  a  faint  puflT  of  smoke  issue 
from  a  litrie  thiekec  of  willows  in  die  liorison.  I  beard  no  report,  but  a  eare- 
ful  eager  look  satisfied  me  that  t^\e  bull  had  fallen.  I  hurried  oflTto  the  place 
as  fast  as  I  could,  and  found  that  old  Peekay,  who  had  not  fired  a  gan  or  killed 
game  for  many  years,  imd  who  was,  in  fact,  an  infirm  old  man,  had  been  walk- 
ing dirotigh  those  fAy  willowa  alongside  of  which  the  bull  had  sliaped  Im 
course,  when  the  animal  passed  the  old  man  so  close,  as  to  enable  liim  to  send 
his  bell  through  the  heart  at  a  distance  of  not  more  than  ten  or  twelve  paces. 
This  was  a  most  extraordinary  combination  of  chances— if  chances  tbey  naj 
have  been  called — as  the  buAuo  had  a  whole  hemisphere  of  prairie  over  which 
to  escape  fW>m  me,  and  nodiing  at  all  caleufci^  to  induce  him  to  make  for  the 
only  point  where  destruction  awaited  him.  It  seemed  as  if  the  poor  old  man^ 
prayer  had  been  heard,  and  meat  had  been  sent  him  at  his  utmost  need. 

The  snow  now  began  to  pass  away,  the  smaller  riyers  and  springs  wove 
qpen,  and  ducks,  geese,  bustards,  and  swans,  afforded  plenty  of  sport  sad 
food  at  the  aame  time.  On  one  occamon,  Mr.  Falltaer  killed  six  geese 
at  eoe  shot  On  iA»  17tk  of  April,  die  ioe  broke  op  on  the  Great  Mk- 
acmri  with  an  ezploeion  like  thunder.  After  that  it  continued  to  roll  bj 
for  thirty  hours,  keeping  up  a  continuous  roar.  Mr.  FalHser  engaged 
three  men — one  Boucharville,  a  good  trapper;  Perey,  a  stout  active 
French  Canadian  ;  and  a  poor  timid  French  half-bree^  named  PsqoSi' 
node,  to  accompany  him  on  his  journey  to  Fort  Union.  Their  stock  of 
provisions  was  strengthened  at  this  season  of  the  year  by  eggs  procured 
firom  nests  of  the  water-fowL  Antelopes  were  also  met  witii  aJong  the 
banks  of  the  river. 

Fort  Union  was  too  low  in  its  supplies  to  afford  the  party  more  tbaa 
a  day's  hospitality,  so  they  were  ob%ed  to  take  again  to  the  hunting 
country  on  the  Banks  of  the  Missouri.  Here  they  soon  found  elk  io  the 
woods  intersperaed  with  lovely  glades  and  beautiful  feeding  grass. 

I  chose  a  fine  old  stag,  while  Boucharville,  with  an  eye  to  superior  mci^ 
singled  out  a  doe.  We  drew  up  our  rifles  slowly,  and  both  shots  went  off 
togettier.  TTie  smoke  hung  heavily  for  a  second  or  two ;  when  it  clearpd 
away  we  espied  one  of  the  wapiti  King  down.  The  next  instant  down  rolw 
the  stag  also.  We  agreed  to  advance  at  the  same  momeat  lert  one  or  other  of 
the  animals  should  be  able  to  gtt  up  and  esMipe.  On  coming  near  my  slaf,  be 
strugsled  to  rise,  but  unable  to  gaia  his  feet  rolled  back  again.  I  looked  to^j^ 
the  other»  when  what  was  my  surprise  at  witnessing  a  regular  coaabat  bfi"«« 
Boucharville  and  bis  wounded  elk,  now  tmnslbrmed  into  a  vcfy  foroiidiole 

a  fWriouslv  at  hiai  WW 


antaaonist.  Springingoo  her  haunches,  she  was  striking  fwriouslv  ^ 
her  fore-feet;  one  hoof  missed  him,  but  the  other  fell  en  his  nfle^  which  he 
held  up  for  his  pmiection,  aod  smashing  both  his  mmiod  and  his  loadiopst>cl^ 
beat  him  down  on  his  knees.  Risifig  a  second  time,  she  was  aboat  to  repest 
the  attack,  when  my  bullet  caught  her  in  the  side  of  the  bead  behind  die  ey^ 
and  with  a  splendid  bound  she  fell  lifeless  on  the  broad  of  her  back.  1  w* 
made  a  auick  and  necessarily  a  rather  dangefoiw  shot,  but  I  was  ia  ludt  tw 
day.  "  Sacr^  enfant  cUi  diable  I*  eaclaimed  Boaeharville,  as  lie  baa  <«|| 
from  the  ground,  hut  boking  at  notfahag  till  he  had  satisfied  biiaself  thst  «* 
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lift  was  nntnjiiTe^; ''iBaisqm  FaiiTaTtcnif    Ma  ft>i  T  eontiniiecl  be,  laagh- 
in^  *^fai  bies  ^cfaapp^  uae  bicbe  a  un  o5l6  et  une  baHe  k  Paatre  P 

Thaj  wcia  so  sucoesfU  oq  tbe  Miasouri,  ihat  thej  were  soon  enabled 
to  take  tk«ir  sorj^  meat  to  tbe  Forti  and  exchange  the  same  &c  diven 
tJuof^  wanted  to  eoaaplcta  tiieir  equipment.  Thia  aooMapliahed,  Amy 
started  en  a  Imntiag  eaeursion  up  the  Yellew  Stone  Biver,  a  new  and  veiy 
interesting  comtry,  abonndmg  m  the  meadows  with  deer,  antelopes,  and 
dk,  and  in  the  rocky  parts  widi  big-horns  or  wild  sheep.  Of  the  latter 
Bfr.  Palliser  says : 

We  foiindl  them  very  waiy  game^  aad  aloraet  impomible  to  approadi ;  eoee 
I  dambered  to  within  fair  sbootingrdistance  of  a  ram,  coooeakd  from  his  Tiew 
by  a  shelttringcnig,  but  tftie  moment  my  head  and  rifle  were  raised  for  aimiqg^ 
over  tb»  ledge  of  rock,  he  was  off  with  one  botiod,  disappearing  down  a  fissure 
in  the  rocks,  where  I  thought  tbe  aniaial  wonld  have  been  dashed  to  pieces. 
Unlike  the  deer,  who  wiU  genendly  stand  and  gaze  a  moment,  as  if  trying  to 
BUike  you  out— the  wild  sheep  is  se  shy  and  wary  as  well  as  qui<^-sigbted, 
that  the  moment  he  sees  tbe  slightest  strange  ofaiect  above  a  bank  or  roek,  ke 
ia  iwtaotly  effL 

I  got,  ahm  modi  toil  and  difficnky,  a  ttdembly  (air  shot  at  a  ewe,  but  missed 
her,  Deine  blown  by  the  constant  dimbtns;.  These  volcanic  rocks  and  biUs 
are  very  deceptive  in  their  appearance,  and  their  similarity  causes  much  diffi- 
cnity  in  obtmning  an  approach  to  any  spot  from  a  direction  different  to  that 
lh»m  which  you  ^^taiaed  the  first  view ;  A>r  on  descending  and  creeping  rouad 
tbrir  bases,  the  rnfged  cliiT)  assume  appearances  differing  widely  from  those 
which  presented  tbemsdves  from  the  preceding  summits.  At  last,  however,  I 
succeeded  in  circumventing  a  fine  old  ram  ;  and  carefully  and  noiselessly  we 
ascended  the  cliff  commanding  a  view  of  our  game  unconsciously  standing 
about  sixty  yards  below  us,  close  to  some  stunted  cedars.  I  pointed  my  rifle 
downward^,  and  as  the  edtoand  smoke  of  the  shot  rolled  away,  1  saw  that  my 
bullet  bad  broken  his  bock,  and  sent  him  floundering  befow.  At  tlie  report  of 
the  shot,  twokmbs  bounded  ofl^,  and  Boocharviite  instantly  started  in  pursnit 
of  them,  answering  my  remonstrances  by  declaring  them  to  be  such  exeeUeot 
eatini?. 

The  seenery  was  spIencEd :  the  river  being  very  circmtous  and  hea»- 
tfuUy  woodea — rose-trees^  willows,  and  numerous  and  beautiful  rhodo- 
dendm  were  strewn  over  the  plain  in  advance  of  the  heavy  ttanber.  It 
was  the  same  thing  on  the  Big  Horn  River,  whither  their  pursuits  next 
carried  them:  green  brushwood  luxuriated  all  around,  the  grass  was  not 
rank,  and  the  woods  were  thickly  stocked  with  flowering  evergreens  and 
^rubsy  presenting  a  very  different  scene  from  the  vast  wastes  on  the 
Great  Missouri's  banks.  The  industrious  Gttle  beaver  still  haunts  the 
Big  Honk  The  river  also  abounds  in  fish,  called  by  the  Yankees  Cat 
Fisii,  but  meee  emrectly  by  the  French,  Barbue^  for  il  appears  to  bo  a 
species  of  Barbel,  havmg  long  beard-like  exeresoenees  eaeh  ride  of  the 
month.  WMle  in  this  wild  yet  interesting  eonntry,  Mr.  Palliser  was  re- 
duced to  the  necessity  of  manufacturing  fbr  himself  a  hunting  shirt  ont 
of  an  elk's  skin,  and  a  pair  of  nether  garments  out  of  the  skin  of  black- 
tailed  deec  <<  The  celebrated  Bout,  of  Portsmouth,"  he  relates,  ''  who 
vras  ooee  known  to  affirm  that  he  passed  sleepless  nights  over  the  cut- 
ting ooi  of  tios<Bia»  could  not  have  taken  greater  pains  than  I  did  with 
mine ;  still  I  wasted  the  cabbage  to  sudi  an  «tteat,  diat  before  the  compb' 
tion  of  mr  worit,  I  had  to  saoifiee  another  deer  at  tbe  dirine  of  the  Sar- 
torian  goo." 
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In  this  life,  I  believe,  it  is  impossible  to  realise  half  our  wishes  and  expec- 
tations ;  one  cause  of  disappointment  always  remained  to  render  incomplete 
the  enjoyment  of  the  splendid  sport  I  revelled  in  every  day.  If  I  widhra  to 
shoot  from  horseback,  a  ride  of  a  few  miles  afibrded  me  most  splendid  runs ; 
if  I  wished  to  bunt  wapiti,  the  points  on  the  river  contained  them  in  just 
sufficient  abundance  to  afford  that  amount  of  toil  and  labour,  without  which 
nothing  that  is  obtained  is  duly  appreciated;  of  deer  I  had  a  considerable 
number  ;  black-tailed  deer  I  could  always  obtain  by  going  a  few  miles  dis- 
tance to  look  for  them  ;  the  grosses  comes  I  could  sometimes  see  swinging,  as 
it  were,  and  balancing  themselves  on  tops  of  the  cliffs  as  I  sat  in  raj  own 
camp  ;  antelopes,  too,  were  constantly  to  be  seen,  and  many  a  prowling  wolf 
I  nailed  by  disposing  offal  in  places  easily  approachable  ;  or,  should  I  feel  lazy 
and  merely  inclined  to  practise  my  rifle-shooting,  in  order,  as  they  say  in  Ire- 
land, '*  to  keep  my  hand  in,"  I  could  always  find  lots  of  pheasants  and  one  or 
two  rabbits.  Notwithstanding  all  this,  one  species  of  sport  yet  lacked  me — 
I  could  find  no  grisly  bear.  I  hunted  long  and  carefully  for  them  i  but, 
strange  to  say,  the  whole  time  I  was  on  the  Yellow  Stone,  I  did  not  meet 
with  a  single  one.  I  had,  it  is  true,  fSsdIen  in  with  their  tracks,  which  were 
(^uite  unmistakable,  and  these  too  frequently  quite  fresh;  and  had  often 
ndden  or  walked  tracking  them  for  long  distances,  but  always  to  some  water- 
course where  I  lost  the  foot-prints  among  the  shingles,  or  on  some  substance 
too  hard  for  me  to  trace  them  any  further. 

In  order  to  gratify  this  last  whim,  Mr.  Palliser  returned  down  the 
Yellow  Stone,  not,  however,  without  meeting  the  red  skins,  to  F^t 
Union,  and  thence  down  the  Missouri,  being  joined  on  the  way  by  two 
ron-away  employes,  Dauphin  and  Gard6p^,  to  the  Knife  River,  where 
they  killed  their  first  bear— a  young  one — and  thence  to  the  Turtle 
Mountains,  where,  from  the  abundance  of  fruit-trees,  the  gnsly  bears 
congregate  at  certain  seasons  in  such  numbers  as  to  prevent  any  one  &om 
hunting  through  them  except  on  horseback,  and  at  great  risk  even  then. 
Here  he  was  not  long  in  meeting  with  an  antagonist.  They  had  just 
shot  a  wapiti. 

Boucharville,  who  had  not  loaded,  went  at  that  moment  to  a  stream  about 
thirty  paces  from  where  the  wapiti  lay,  saying,  **  Ja  vais  laver  ma  carabine  ;* 
and  I  leaving  my  horse  to  graze,  having  taken  off  his  bridle  and  unrolled  his 
halter,  was  busy,  knife  in  hand,  removing  the  elk's  skin,  when  Boucharville, 
who  by  this  time  had  his  rifle  barrel  in  the  stream,  and  was  sponging  away 
very  diligently,  suddenly  shouted,  **  Un  ours !  un  ours  !**  and  at  the  same 
instant  a  she  grisly  bear  emerged  from  a  cherry  thicket  charging  right  at  him. 
Boucharville,  dropping  his  rifle  barrel,  sprans  back  into  a  clump  of  rose-bushes, 
when  the  bear,  losing  sight  of  him,  stooa  on  her  hind  legs,  and  I  then  saw  she 
had  a  cub  of  a  good  size  with  her.  I  at  first  ran  to  assist  my  companion,  but 
seeing  him  safe  and  the  bear  at  fault,  I  rushed  back  to  the  horse  to  secure  him, 
fearing  that  were  he  to  smell  the  bear,  he  would  soon  speed  his  way  over  the 
prairie,  and  be  lost  to  me  for  ever.  Seeing  me  run,  the  bear  instantly  charged 
after  me  ;  and  when  having  reached  the  horse,  and  rolled  the  halter  a  couple 
of  times  round  my  arm,  I  turned  about  to  face  her,  she  rose  on  her  hind  Ic^. 
I  did  not  like,  however,  to  venture  so  long  a  shot,  as  I  had  only  a  single- 
barreUed  rifle  in  my  hand,  and  paused  a  moment ;  when  she  altered  her  in- 
tention, turned  aside,  and  followed  the  direction  taken  by  her  cub.  I  then 
caught  a  glimpse  of  her  as  she  ran  to  the  left,  and  fired  through  the  bushes, 
but  only  hit  her  hr  back  in  the  flank,  on  which  she  immediately  checked  her 
onward  course,  and  wheeling  round  and  round,  snapped  at  her  side,  tearing  at 
the  wound  with  her  teeth  and  claws,  and,  fortunately  for  me,  afforded  me 
sufficient  time  to  enable  me  to  load  again ;  my  ball  was  hardly  down,  when  a 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Hunting  in  the  Far  West,  473 

shout  from  Boucharville  warned  me  that  the  fight  was  only  commencing, 
^  Gardez-vous,  gardez-vous,  monsieur ;  elle  fonce  encore»*'  and  on  she  furiousfy 
riished  at  me.  I  had  barefy  time  to  put  on  my  copper  cap,  and  as  she  rose  on 
her  hind  legs,  I  fired,  and  sent  my  bullet  through  her  heart.  She  doubled 
up,  and  rolled  from  the  top  to  the  bottom  of  the  slope,  where  she  expired  with 
a  choking  growl.  Boucharville  now  joined  me,  but  we  did  not  venture  to 
approach  the  enemy  until  I  had  loaded,  and^we  ascertained  that  she  was  safe 
dead  by  pelting  sticks  and  stumps  at  the  carcase.  All  this  time  my  noble 
horse  stood  as  firm  as  a  rock  ;  had  he  reared  or  shied,  I  should  have  been  in  a 
serious  scrape. 

I  was  greatly  rejoiced  at  my  ^ood  fortune.  She  proved  a  fine  old  bear, 
ineasurine  seven  and  a  half  feet  m  length,  with  claws  four  and  a  half  inches 
long.  We  immediately  set  to  and  skinned  her,  preserving  the  claws.  I  then 
brought  up  the  horse,  and  laid  the  skin  upon  his  back ;  he,  strange  to  say, 
offering  no  resistance,  nor  evincing  the  slightest  fear  or  objection  to  carry  it— 
a  most  unusual  thing,  for  horses  in  general  are  terrified  at  the  smell  of  a  bear, 
and  I  never  saw  one  since  that  would  allow  me  to  throw  a  bearskin  across  his 
back. 

Dauphin  shot  another  little  bear  on  the  same  occasion,  and  attacked  a 
cab  with  a  stick  with  a  view  to  capturing  him  alive,  but  after  a  prolonged 
fight  he  was  glad  to  give  in,  and  leave  l£e  cub  master  of  the  field.  The 
French  hunters  persuaded  Mr.  Palliser  not  to  remain  long  in  so  danger- 
ous a  region  as  the  Turtle  Mountains,  but  he  met  with  *'  Bar"  again  on 
the  Great  Missouri. 

On  reaching  the  little  Missouri  the  weather  looked  sloomy  and  threatened 
rain,  so  Bouc^rville  engaged  to  build  a  very  comfortable  "  cabane.*'  This  ex- 
perienced rover  of  mountains,  woods,  and  prairies,  was  up  to  a  thousand 
little  expedients  to  obviate  difficulties  and  alleviate  inconveniences,  and  was 
doubly  anxious  to  render  me  comfortable  now  that  I  had  acceded  to  his  wishes, 
and  abandoned  my  hunting  elysium,  the  "  Montague  de  Tortue.**  Leaving 
Dauphin  to  assist  him  and  look  after  the  horses,  I  went  up  the  river  with  my 
double-barrelled  gun  to  look  for  ducks  ;  but  they  were  very  wild,  and  I  bagged 
none.  At  length  I  came  to  the  putrid  carcase  of  a  bull,  and  on  the  mud  all 
around  saw  the  tracks  of  a  large  old  bear,  some  of  which  led  from  Uhe  carrion 
along  a  dry  watercourse,  and  looked  very  fresh.  I  drew  my  shot  charges, 
rammed  down  a  couple  of  bullets,  and  followed  the  tracks  over  an  undulating 
prairie,  till  at  a  distance  I  descried  a  very  large  bear  walking  leisurely  along. 
I  approached  as  near  as  I  could  without  his  perceiving  me,  and  lying  down, 
tried  Dauphin*s  plan  of  imitating  the  lowing  of  a  buffalo  calf.  On  hearing  the 
sounds,  he  rose  up,  displaying  such  gigantic  proportions  as  almost  made  my 
heart  fail  me ;  I  croaked  again,  when,  perceiving  me,  he  came  cantering  slowly 
up.  I  felt  that  I  was  in  for  it,  and  that  escape  was  impossible,  even  had  I 
declined  the  combat,  so  cocking  both  barrels  of  my  Trulock,  I  remained 
kneeling  until  he  approached  very  near,  when  I  suddenly  stood  up,  upon 
which  the  bear,  with  an  indolent  roaring  grunt,  raised  himself  once  more  upon 
his  hind  legs,  and  just  at  the  moment  when  he  was  balancing  himself  previously 
to  springing  on  me,  I  fired,  aiming  close  under  his  chin  :  the  ball  passing 
through  his  throat,  broke  the  vertebra?  of  the  neck,  and  down  he  tumbled, 
floundering  like  a  great  fish  out  of  water,  till  at  length  he  reluctantly  expired. 
I  drew  a  long  breath  as  I  uncocked  my  left  barrel,  feeling  right  eiad  at  the 
successful  issue  of  the  combat.  I  walked  round  and  round  my  huge  prize, 
surveying  his  proportions  with  great  delight ;  but  as  it  came  on  to  rain,  I  was 
obliged  to  lose  no  time  in  skinning  him.  I  got  soaked  through  before  I  suc- 
ceeded in  removing  his  tremendous  hide,  and  Uien  found  it  too  heavy  for 
me  to  take  away  ;  so  I  was  obliged  to  return  to  camp  without  the  trophy  of 
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laj  conquest  It  was  dark  when  I  arrived.  BouehanriUe  umI  Danphio  bftd 
built  a  roost  comfortable  litde  hut  of  lop  and  bark,  and  bttring  laid  down  the 
sklos  and  spread  our  beds  inside,  with  toe  saddles  at  our  beads  for  piUowa,  and 
a  good  roarine  fire  outride  at  our  feet,  we  fell  heartily  to  our  supper  of  elk 
meat  and  coflee. 

A  fifth  and  last  mAy  bear  was  shot  at  the  mouth  of  the  little  Bfis- 
aonri.  After  which,  the  time  having  arrived  when  the  annual  steamer 
eame  up  the  river,  Mr.  Paliiser  packed  up  his  kettles,  arms,  and  trophies 
of  chase,  and  sailed  away  from  the  wild  regions  of  the  Far  West,  wiUi  aU 
those  feelings  of  regret  which  are  invariably  experienced  when  the  sim- 
plicity of  nature  is  exchanged  for  the  artifices  of  society. 


THE  SONG  OP  THE  EVICTED. 

BY  CTBUS  RBDDING. 

GoiTE,  gone,  torn  out  and  gone. 

Window  and  door-post,  the  very  hearth-etone— 

Want  too  long  my  neighbour, 

I  toird  after  labour. 
From  farm  to  village,  and  village  to  town. 
Cold  and  hungry  I'd  oftentimes  gladly  die. 
If  I  were  but  alone  in  my  misery  ; 
Fever  behind,  famine  before. 
No  Christian  opening  to  me  a  door ! 

Gone,  gone,  unroofd  and  gone, 

The  cottage  walls  stand  tottering  and  lone ; 

I  have  left  my  children,  and  hopeless  go 

Where  cold  insult  no  feeling  spares. 
Just  heaven,  one  bosom,  my  own,  is  enough 

To  meet  what  the  shrinking  heart  bears — 
They  need  not,  poor  souls,  be  wounded  so — 
I  would  my  heart  were  of  sterner  stuff, 
I  might  turn  to  evil  for  help ! — no,  no. 
Demon  dreams  will  flit  when  beyond  control 
Temptations  seize  the  despairing  soul. 
Suffering  ill-fraught  deeds  to  lighten  sorrow. 
When  hope  is  hopeless  of  to-morrow ! 

Gone,  gone,  sold  up  and  gone. 

My  little  ones  play  at  the  quarry  stone ; 

By  the  greenwood  side  the  brook  they  quaff, 

That  runs  by  our  ruined  door. 
Dear  fools,  they  prattle,  play,  and  laugh. 

Nor  think  they'll  have  bresui  no  more. 
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They  little  heed  having  no  home  to  bless  them, 

Nor  father,  nor  mother  at  hand  to  caress  them, 

But  the  insolent,  soul-less,  workhouse  nurse. 

To  teach  young  spirits  their  doom  to  curse — 

One  sings  in  his  glee,  on  the  gate  swings  another, 

It  leads  to  tlie  churchyard  where  resteth  his  mother — 

She  cannot  grieve  now ;  feast  and  famine  to  her 
Are  the  same  in  her  holy  sleep ; 

She  dwells  with  poverty's  sanctifier. 
Who  chose  from  the  poor  his  sheep — 

She  is  blessed,  for  none  of  our  ills  she  shares- 
One  of  us  is  happy  yet. 

And  can  he  who  will  dry  up  all  human  tears, 
Our  daily  bread  forget  I 

I  strive,  and  strive  against  despair. 
And  wander,  days  and  days ; 

The  beasts  are  fed,  the  fowls  of  the  air- 
But  we  are  castaways ! 

Gone,  gone,  sold  up  and  gone— 

I  will  turn  the  villain's  hanger-on, 

And  be  greatly  fed— the  poor  man  is  nought, 

He  never  starves  who  in  crime  is  caught. 

And  they  on  crime's  verge  whom  the  laws  neglect. 

How  they  batten  and  fatten  with  the  world's  respect 

Great  God  that  I  thus  repine,  forgive ! 

It  is  hard  for  want  to  be  just  and  live 

Day  after  day  in  a  cold  world's  blight, 

With  a  withering  heart,  yet  a  conscience  light. 

While  luxury's  minions  pampered,  and  rude. 

Curl  the  lip  in  supercilious  mood 

At  their  clay  brother's  crushing  woe. 

And  bid  him  toil  as  he'd  gladly  do — 

Then  twirl  on  the  heel ;  and  I  turn  away. 

With  a  bursting  heart  to  fast  and  pray— 

Such  is  my  tale  from  day  to  day. 

But  none  can  tell,  though  many  know 

What  the  sinking  hearty  and  the  burning  brow. 

Makes  the  spirit  speak— it  may  not  be  said — 

When  houseless  I  search  in  vain  for  bread ; 

Fever  behind,  famine  before. 

No  Christian  opening  to  me  a  door! 
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AMERICAN    AUTHORSHIP. 

BY  Sm  NATHANIEL. 

No.  V. — Geoboe  William  Curtis. 

Nothing  had  we  heard  of  "  Nile  Notes"  or  its  author,  when  our  eye 
was  "  fixed"  by  a  coUection  of  mottoes  imprinted  on  the  fly-leat  Anon 
we  were  fedn  to  construe  '*  Nile  Notes"  as  signifying  promissory  notes, 
issued  by  a  capitalist  of  substance,  and  paying  something  more  than 
simple  interest.  The  traveller  who  had  chosen  epigraphs  of  such  a  kind, 
was  himself  likely,  we  inferred,  to  indite  a  noticeable  autograph.  The 
bush  he  had  hung  out  was  so  unlike  the  dry  scrubby  stump  commonly  in 
use,  that,  in  spite  of  the  adage,  we  drew  up  at  his  door,  in  the  assurance 
of  finding  good  wine  within.  Indeed,  so  fond  is  our  admiration  of  Sir 
Thomas  Browne,  and  so  susceptible  our  ear  to  the  musical  pomp  of  his 
rhetoric,  that  we  should  probably  have  been  won  to  read  '^  Nile  Notes'' 
had  its  title-page  glistened  with  none  other  motto  than  the  old  knight's 
stately,  sonorous,  mystically  solemn  sentence  :  "  Canopus  is  afiir  off ; 
Memnon  resoundeth  not  to  the  sun  ;  and  Nilus  heareth  strangle  voices* 
— a  sentence,  by  the  way,  which  reminds  us  of  the  assurance  of  a  lady- 
friend,  that  she  has  often,  in  reading  Sir  Thomas,  "feU  a  sense*  from 
the  organ-like  grandeur  of  his  style,  before  she  fully  comprehended  it.'' 
Then  agidn,  there  are  mottoes  from  the  Arabian  lights,  and  from 
Death's  Jest  Book,  and  the  Sphinx  Unriddled,  and  Browning's  Para- 
celsus, and  Weme's  White  Nile,  and — not  unaptly,  for  Mr.  Curtis  some- 
times mouths  it  in  almost  imitative  parade — firom  Ancient  Pistol  himself 
who 

Sings  of  Africa  and  golden  joys. 

Nor  did  a  perusal  of  "  Nile  Notes  "  break  its  word  of  promise  to  the  hope. 
It  made  us  acquainted  with  a  writer  sometimes  laboured  and  whimsical^ 
but  on  the  whole,  rich  in  fancy,  and  lavish  of  his  riches^ — master  of  a 
style  glowing  with  the  brilliancy  of  the  region  he  depicts,  and  attuned 
to  Memnonian  resonances  and  the  "strange  voices"  of  Nilus.  The 
stars  of  midnight  are  dear  to  him  ;  to  his  spirit  there  is  matter  in  the 
'*  silence  and  the  calm  of  mute  insensate  things  ;"  his  ear  loves  to  lean 
"  in  many  a  secret  place ;"  and  albeit  a  humorist  and  a  **  quii,"  with 
the  sha^  speech  at  times  of  a  man  of  the  world,  and  a  dash  of  the  cynic 
in  his  composition,  he  is  no  stranger  to  that  vacant  and  pensive  mood 
when  past  impressions,  greater  and  deeper  than  he  knew,  "  flash  upon 
that  inward  eye  which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude." 

Sarcasm  and  rhapsody  are  so  interfused  in  "  Nile  Notes,"  that  one 
division  of  readers  admires  or  abhors  just  those  particular  chapters  or 
pages  which  another  division  abhors  or  admires.  Lydia  Languish  is  in 
ecstasies  with  the  sentimental  paragraphs,  "  love-laden  with  most  subtle 
sweetness,"  or  "  fringed  with  brilliant  and  fragrant  flowers,"  and  breath- 

*  As  in  Wordsworth's  sublime  dream  of  the  Arab— in  whose  shell  the  poet 

" Heard  that  instant  in  an  unknown  tongue, 

Which  yet  he  understood,  articulate  sounds, 

A  loud  prophetic  blast  of  harmony.'* — Prdude,    Book  V. 
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ing  an  atmos[>h6re  of  *^  silent,  yoluptuous  sadness."  Major  Pendennis 
reads  the  satirical  expositions  of  Icnavish  dragomen  and  trayelling 
Cockugne,  and  swears  the  Howadji  is  a  fellow  after  his  own  (Major  P/s) 
heart  (jui  ytvoiro !),  and  that  there  s  no  nonsense  about  the  man,  no  bosh 
in  him,  sir. 

Knavish  dragomen  and  their  knight-errant  victims  are  sketched 
amusingly  enough  among  these  Nile  Notables.  So  are  the  crew  of  the 
Jbis;  its  old  grey  £g3rptian  captain,  who  crouched  all  day  long  over  the 
tiller  with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and  looked  like  a  heap  of  blankets, 
smouldering  away  internally,  and  emitting  smelto  at  a  chance  orifice ; 
brawny,  one-eyed  Seyd,  a  clumsy  being  in  the  ape  stage  of  development 
— slightly  sensual,  and  with  ulterior  views  upon  the  kitchen  drippings — 
and  alas,  developing  backwards,  becoming  more  baboonish  and  less 
human  every  day  ;  Saleh  or  Satan,  a  cross  between  the  porcupine  and 
the  wild  cat ;  together  with  a  little  old-maidish  Bedouin,  "  who  told 
wonderful  stories  to  the  crew,  and  prayed  endlessly,"  and  other  grisly 
mariners,  all  bad  workers,  and  lazy  exceedingly — fsimiliarity  with  whom 
bred  decided  contempt,  and  convinced  the  Howadji,  in  spite  of  his  pre- 
nossessions  to  the  contrary,  that  there  is  fallacy  in  the  fashion  which 
laads  the  Orient,  and  prophesies  a  renewed  grandeur  (*^  as  if  the  East 
could  ever  again  be  as  bright  ,as  at  sunrise") — and  that  if  you  would 
enjoy  £g3rpt,  you  must  be  a  pbet,  not  a  philosopher  (the  Howadji  is  a 
cross  of  both) — must  be  a  pilgrim  of  beauty,  not  of  morals  or  politics,  if 
ou  would  realise  your  dream.  "  The  spent  summer  re-blooms  no  more,*' 
le  says ;  "  the  Indian  summer  is  but  a  memory  and  a  delusion.  The  sole 
hope  of  the  East  is  Western  inoculation.  The  child  must  suckle  the  aee 
of  the  parent,  and  even  '  Medea*s  wondrous  alchemy'  will  not  restore  its 
peculiar  prime.  If  the  East  awakens,  it  will  be  no  longer  in  the  turban 
and  red  slippers,  but  in  hat  and  boots.  The  West  is  the  sea  that  ad- 
vances for  ever  upon  the  shore — the  shore  cannot  stay  it,  but  becomes 
the  bottom  of  the  ocean.  .  .  .  Cairo  is  an  English  station  to  India,  and 
the  Howadii  does  not  drink  sherbet  upon  the  Pyramids,  but  champagne." 
And  thus  he  anticipates  a  speedy  advent  of  the  day  when,  under  the 
sway  of  England  or  of  Russia  (after  the  lion  and  the  polar  bear  have 
*<  shivered  the  desert  silence  with  the  roar  of  tbeir  struggle"),  Father 
Ishmael  shall  be  a  sheikh  of  honour,  but  of  dominion  no  longer,  and  sit 
turbaned  in  the  chimney  comer,  while  his  hatted*  heirs  rule  the  house — 
and  the  children  cluster  around  him,  fascinated  with  his  beautiful  tradi. 

*  Lamentable  wiU  it  be  if  the  Hat  lasts  a  paramount  fashion  until  that  time  of 
day — and  a  shame  it  will  be  to  the  arbiters  of  taste,  to  every  living  "  Glass  of 
Fashion  and  Mould  of  Form,**  if  that  monstrous  device  of  ugliness  and  discomfort 
be  allowed  to  displace  the  Turban.  It  will  seem,  if  Turban  be  rcuected  for  Hat, 
that  the  heads  of  men  are  thickened,  rather  than  their  thoughts  widened,  by  the 
process  of  the  suns.  For  we  hold  with  the  lively  author  of  '*  jEsthetics  of  Dress," 
that  the  Hat  is  one  of  the  strangest  vestimental  anomalies  of  the  nmeteenth  cen- 
tury :~"  What  a  covering!  what  a  termination  to  the  capital  of  that  pillar  of  the 
creation,  Man  I  what  an  ungracefVil,  mis-shapen,  useless,  and  uncomfortable 
appendage  to  the  seat  of  reason — the  brain-box!  Does  it  protect  the  head  from 
either  heat,  cold,  or  wet  ?  Does  it  set  off  any  natural  beauty  of  the  human 
cranium?  Are  its  lines  in  harmony  with,  or  in  becoming  contrast  to,  the  ex- 
pressive features  of  the  face?  Is  it,"  &c.,  &c.  In  the  single  article  of  head-gear 
we  should  have  hotly  sympathised  with  that  Disraelitish  youth,  of  whom  Charles 
Lamb  asked,  iiyfhe  parting  scramble  for  hats,  what  he  had  done  with  his  turban? 
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tioni,  and  curiously  comparing  their  little  black  shoes  with  his  nd 
sfippers. 

What  an  open  eye,  nevertheless,  our  tourist  has  fbr  the  suMime  ami 
beautiful  in  Egyptian  life,  or  li^  in  death,  may  be  seen  in  ereiy  aee- 
tion  of  his  sketch-book.  Witness  his  description  of  the  temples  at  Aboo 
Simbel,  and  the  solemn  session  there  of  kingly  colossi — fignres  of 
Rameses  the  Great,  *^  breathing  grandeur  and  g^ly  grace*' — &e  stiU- 
ness  of  their  beauty  *'  steeped  in  a  placid  passion,  that  seems  passionlefls* 
ness" — the  beautiM  balance  of  serene  wisdom,  and  the  beautiful  bkNMn 
of  eternal  youth  in  their  faces,  with  no  trace  there  of  the  poasibifitj  of 
human  emotion* — a  type  of  beauty  alone  in  sculpture,  serene  and  god* 
like.  Witness,  too,  his  pictiu^  of  Uie  tombs  of  the  kings  at  Thebes — 
of  the  Memnonium — of  Kamak,  "  older  than  history,  yet  fresh,  aa  if 
just  ruined  for  the  romantic,''  as  though  Cambyses  and  his  Persians  had 
marched  upon  Memphis  only  last  week — and  of  the  Sphinx,  grotesque 
darling  of  the  desert,  *'  its  bland  gaze  serious  and  sweet,"  a  voice  inaudible 
eeeming  to  trail  from  its  '^  thinned  and  thinning  lips,"  declaring  its  riddle 
still  unread,  while  its  eyes  are  expectantly  settled  toward  the  East,  wheoce 
they  dropped  not  "  when  Cambyses  or  Nftpoleon  came.*' 

Young  America  is  much  given  to  Carlylish  phraseology,  and  Mr. 
Curtis  deals  largely  on  his  own  account  in  this  questionable  line.  This 
is  one  of  the  ^'conceits"  which  prejudice  many  against  him.  He  lores 
to  repeat,  in  the  Latter-day  Pamphleteer's  fashion,  certain  compound 
epithets,  indifferently  felicitous  at  times,  of  his  own  coinage — aa  '*Bmi- 
yan  Pilots,"  "  Poet  Harriet"  (sciL  Miss  Martineau),  "  beaming  elderly 
John  Bull,"  "Rev.  Dr.  Duck,'^  "Mutton  Suet,"  aijd  "Wmd  and  Raua.*^ 
This  habit  of  "  calling  names"  has  set  many  a  matter-of-iact  reader 
against  him.  More,  however,  have  taken  exception  to  his  pn^onged 
description  of  the  dancing-girls  of  Esue — a  voluptuous  theme,  on  wmek 
'tis  pity  that  chapter  after  chapter  should  find  him  "  still  harping,*  whii 
voluntary  and  variations  not  attuned  to  healthy  English  taste.  But  it  is 
a  mistake  to  pronounce  him  all  levity  and  quicksilver— to  deny  him  a 
heart  that  can  ache  with  deep  feeling,  or  a  brain  that  can  throb  with 
generous  and  elevated  thought.  Capricious  he  is,  and  eeoentrie,  way- 
wardly   independent   in    outspoken  habits — da^ngly  reckless  in  ms 

*  Mr.  Cartis's  impressions  of  Egyptian  sculpture  remind  us  of  a  passage  in  the 
English  Opium-eater's  writings,  in  reference  to  the  Memnon's  head,  which,  then 
recently  brought  from  Egypt,  struck  him  as  '*  simply  the  sublimest  sight  which 
in  this  sight-seeing  world  he  had  seen."  Regarding  it  as  not  a  human  but  as  a 
symbolic  head,  he  read  there,  he  tells  us,  **  First:  the  peace  which  passeth  all 
understanding.  Secondly:  the  eternity  which  baffles  and  confounds  all  fiicultj 
of  computation;  the  eternity  which  had  been,  the  eternity  idiich  wot  to  be. 
Hiirdly:  the  diffUsive  love,  not  such  as  rises  and  falls  upon  waves  of  life  aikl 
mortality,  not  such  as  sinks  and  swells  by  undulations  of  time,  but  a  prooessioB 
— an  emanation  IVom  some  mystery  of  endless  dawn.  You  durst  not  call  it  a 
smile  that  radiated  from  the  lips,  the  radiation  was  too  awful  to  clothe  itself  m 
adnmbrations  or  memorials  of  flesh  ....  The  atmosphere  .  .  was  the  breath- 
lessness  which  belongs  to  a  saintly  trance  ;  the  holy  thing  seemed  to  live  by 
silence."  Surely  the  Memnon's  head  must  have  been  a  sublime  and  oft-recurrhig 
presence  in  the  Opium-eater's  dreams-— and  a  national  set-oflT,  we  would  hope^ 
against  the  horrors  of  being  kissed,  with  cancerous  kisses,  by  crocodfles  (see 
"Confessions"),  and  lost  with  unutterable  slimy  things,  amongst  reeds  and 
Nilotic  mud. 
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* 
tti^^btB  of  fimcy,  and  quaintly  exaggerated  in  his  parts  of  speech ;  but 
itmj  most  have  read  him  very  superficially,  or  in  some  translation  o£ 
Amp  own,  who  o?erhear  not,  amid  his  fantasies,  a  still  sad  music  of 
hmanity,  an  earnestness,  a  sober  sadness,  a  yearning  sympathy  with 
Biditer's  trinity,  the  Good,  the  Beautiful,  and  the  True. 

The  Howadji  of  the  Nile  Notes  appeared  next,  and  in  continuation,  as 
tlia  '^  Wanderer  in  Syria."  He  tells  us  that,  of  the  Eastern  tours  with- 
oot  nomber,  of  learned  and  poetic  men,  with  which  he  is  acquainted,  the 
nost^  dther  despairing  of  imparting  the  true  Oriental  flavour  to  their 
works  (thinking,  perhaps,  that  Eastern  enthusiasm  must  needs  exhale  in 
the  record,  as  the  Neapolitans  declare  that  the  Lachrymm  Christi  can  have 
tile  genuine  flalrour  only  in  the  very  Vesuvian  vineyard  where  it  ffrows) 
-^-or  hugging  some  forlorn  hope  that  the  reader's  imagination  will  warm 
the  dry  bones  of  detail  into  life— do  in  effect  write  their  books  as  bailiffs 
take  an  inventory  of  attached  furniture : — *'  Item.  One  great  pyramid, 
four  hundred  and  ninety-eight  feet  high. — Item.  One  tomb  in  a  rock^ 
with  two  bushels  of  mummy  dust — Item.  Two  hundred  and  fifty  miles 
over  a  desert. — Item.  One  grotto  at  Bethlehem,  and  contents, — to  wit : 
ten  golden  lamps,  twelve  silver  ditto,  twenty  yards  of  tapestry,  and  a 
maarUe  pavement."  Let  no  student  of  statistics,  ther^ore, — let  no 
auctioneer's  catalogue-loving  soul, — let  no  consulting  actuary,  addicted 
to  tables  and  figures, — let  no  political  economist,  no  census-taking 
eensor,  no  sturdy  prosaist,  look  for  a  kindred  spirit  in  this  Howadji, 
Gt  for  memmres  pour  servir,  serviceable  memorabilia,  in  his  picturesque 
pages.  His  avowed  object  is,  not  to  state  a  fact,  but  to  impart  an  im« 
pression.  His  creed  is  that  the  Arabian  Nights  and  Hanz  are  more 
valuable  for  their  pralctical  communication  of  the  spirit  and  splendour  of 
Oriental  life,  than  all  the  books  of  Eastern  travel  ever  written.*  And  he 
affirms  the  existence  of  an  abiding  charm  in  those  books  of  travel  only, 
which  axe  futhful  records  of  individual  experience,  under  the  condition, 
always^  that  the  individual  has  something  characteristic  and  dramatic  in 
his  organisation — heroic  in  adventure,  or  of  graceful  and  accurate  culti- 
vation—with a  nature  en  rapport  with  the  nature  of  the  land  he  visits* 

From  Cairo  to  Jerusalem,  and  from  Jerusalem  to  Damascus,  the 
Wanderer  meanders  (not  maunders)  on,  in  his  '*  brilliant,  picturesque, 
humorous,  and  poetic"  manner.  The  people  he  discusses  are,  some  of 
tbem,  the  same  as  those  known  in  ^*  Nile  Notes" — though  they  "  come 
out"  with  less  power,  and  with  fewer  salient  points.  A  new,  and  marii- 
worthy,  acquaintance  we  form  in  the  instance  of  MacWhirter.  And  who 
is  MacWhirter  ?  A  bailie  from  the  Salt-market  ?  or  a  bagman  from  a 
Paasley  house  ?  or  a  writer  from  Charlotte-square  ?  or  a  laird  from  the 
wilds  of  Ross  ?  or  a  red- whiskered  half-pay  of  the  Scots'  Greys  ?  Nay; 
MaeWhirter  is  our  Howadji's  *^  ship  of  the  desert,*'  poetically  speaking ; 
or,  in  plain  prose,  his  camel ; — ^the  great,  scrawny,  sandy,  bald  back  of 
whose  head,  and  his  general  rusty  toughness  and  dumsiness,  insensibly 
begot  for  him  in  his  rider  s  mind  this  Carlylish  appellative.  An  immense 
and  formidable  brute  was  MacWhirter — held  in  semi-contempt,  semi* 

*  Of  which  books  he  prononDces  Eothm  certainly  the  best,  as  being  briliiant, 
itotuiesque,  humorous,  and  poetic  Yet  he  complains  of  even  Eotkm  that  its 
sntlior  is  a  cockney,  who  never  puts  off  the  Eoglishman,  and  is  suspicions  of  his 
own  enthusiasm,  which,  therefiyro,  sounds  a  MvSb  exaggerated. 
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abhorrence  by  the  Howadji,  as  indeed  the  camel  species  at  laige  seems  io 
be  ;  for  he  regards  them  as  ''  strange  demoniac  animals,"  and  descnbes, 
apparently  with  a  shndder,  their  amorphons  and  withered  £rame,  and  their 
level-lidded,  unhuman,  and  repulsive  eyes.  The  name,  "  ship  of  the  de* 
sert,"  he  accepts,  however,  and  dilates  upon,  as  suggestively  true.  The 
strings  of  camels  perpetually  passing  through  the  streets  of  Cairo,  thread- 
ing the  murmurous  city  life  with  the  desert  silence,  he  likens  to  marinexs 
in  tarpaulins  and  pea-jackets,  who  roll  through  the  streets  of  seaports  and 
assert  the  sea.  And  in  the  desert  itself,  not  only  is  the  camel  the  means 
of  navigation,  but  his  roll  is  like  that  of  a  vessel,  and  his  long,  flexible 
neck  like  a  pliant  bowsprit.* 

The  Howadji  found  MacWhirter's  neck  too  long  and  flexible  by  half, 
when,  in  his  first  desert  days,  he  thought  to  alter  the  direction  of  the 
beast  by  pulling  the  halter  (instead  of  touching  the  side  of  his  neck  with 
a  stick),  and  found,  to  his  consternation,  that  he  only  drew  the  long  nedc 
quite  round,  so  that  the  "  great  stupid  head  was  almost  between  his  knees, 
and  the  hateful  eyes  stared  mockingly  at  his  own.'*  The  weaiiness  and 
tedium  of  this  kind  of  locomotion  are  vividly  described — its  continuous 
rock,  rock — jerk,  jerk — till  you  are  sick  of  the  thin,  withered  slip  of  a  tail 
in  front,  and  the  gaunt,  stiff  movement  of  the  shapeless,  tawny  1^  before 
you — while  the  sluggish  path  trails  through  a  defile  of  glaring  sand, 
whose  sides  just  contemptuously  obstruct  your  view,  and  exa^)erate  yoa 
because  they  are  low  ana  of  no  fine  outline.  Weaned  and  fevered  in  the 
desert  of  Arabia,  the  sun  becomes  Mandragora,  and  you  sleep.  And  lo ! 
the  pomp  of  a  wintry  landscape  dazzles  your  awaking  :  the  sweeps  and 
drifts  of  the  sand-mUs  among  which  you  are  winding,  have  the  sculp- 
turesque g^ce  of  snow.  TJp  rises  a  seeming  lake,  circled  with  low,  melan- 
choly hills,  bare,  like  the  rock^setting  of  mountain  tarns ;  and  over  the 
whole  broods  the  death  of  wintry  silence.  The  Howadji's  picture  of  Jeru- 
salem, the  "  Joy  of  the  whole  Earth,"  is  comparatively  tame.  The  Beth- 
lehem grotto  forms  a  high-coloured  piece — "  gorgeous  with  silver  and 
5 olden  lamps,  with  vases  and  heavy  tapestries,  with  marbles  and  ivories— - 
im  with  the  smoke  of  incense,  and  thick  with  its  breath.  In  the  hush 
of  sudden  splendour  it  is  the  secret  cave  of  Ala-ed-deen,  and  you  have 
rubbed  the  precious  lamp."  The  Jordan  winds  imposing  through  these 
pages — the  "  beautiful,  bowery  Jordan" — its  swift,  turbid  stream  eddying 
through  its  valley  course,  defying  its  death  with  eager  motion,  and  wiw 
the  low  gurgling  songof  Uving  water :  fringed  by  balsam  poplars,  willows, 
and  oleanders,  that  shrink  from  the  inexorable  plain  behind  it,  and  dust^ 
into  it  with  trembling  foliage,  and  arch  it  with  green,  as  if  tree  and  river 
had  sworn  forlorn  fSendship  in  that  extremity  of  solitude.  The  Dead 
Sea  lies  before  us  like  molten  lead  ;  lying  under  the  spell,  not  of  Death, 
but  of  Insanity — ^for  its  desolation  is  not  that  of  pure  desert,  and  that  is 
its  awfulness.  The  Vale  of  Zabulon  comes  in  triumphant  rdief :  flowers 
set,  like -stars,  against  the  solemn  night  of  foliage  ;  the  broad  plain  flash- 
ing with  green  and  gold,  state-livery  of  the  royal  year ;  the  long  grasses 
languidly  overleaning  winding  watercourses,  indicated  only  by  a  mote 

*  The  marine  analogy  in  question  was  strengthened  and  fixed  for  ever  t^  one 
of  Mr.  Curtis's  fellow-pilgrims,  a  German,  who,  he  tells  us,*  '*  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  had  not  slept,  and  to  whom  the  West-Oestlicher  Divan  was  of  small  account, 
went  off  in  the  grey  dawn,  sea-side  upon  his  camel.'' 
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luxuriant  line  of  richness ;  the  blooming  surfaces  of  nearer  hills,  and  the 
distant  blue  mistiness  of  mountains,  .walls,  and  bulwarks  of  the  year's 
garden,  melting  in  the  haze,  sculptured  in  the  moonlight,  firm  as  relics 
of  a  fore-world  m  the  celestial  amber  of  clear  afternoons.  We  coast  the 
Sea  of  Galilee— -embosomed  in  profound  solitude  and  mountainous  stern- 
ness ;  and  scrutinise  its  population — the  men  in  sordid  rags,  with  long 
elfish  earlocks,  a  wan  and  puny  aspect,  and  a  kind  of  drivelling  leer  and 
cunning  in  the  eye — '^  a  singiuar  combination  of  Boz's  Fa^  and  Car- 
hrle's  Apes  of  the  Dead  Sea  ;*' — the  women,  however,  even  comely,  with 
&ir  round  faces  of  Teutonic  type,  and  clad  in  the  "  coarse  substantiality 
of  the  German  female  costume."  Longingly  and  ling^eringly  we  gaze  on 
Damascus,  the  ^*  Eye  of  the  East" — whose  clustering  minarets  and  spires, 
as  of  frosted  flame,  glitter  above  the  ambrosial  darkness  of  endless  groves 
and  gardens ;  the  metropolis  of  Romance,  and  the  well-assured  capital  of 
Oriental  hope ;  on  the  way  to  no  Christian  province,  and  therefore  un- 
purged,  of  virgin  picturesqueness  by  Western  trade.  Each  Damascus 
house  is  a  Paradise — each  interior  a  poem  set  to  music,  a  dream  palace, 
such  a  pavilion  as  Tennyson  has  buHt  in  melody  for  Haroun  El  Raschid. 
In  this  way  doth  the  Howadji  etch  his  Wanderings  in  Syria. 

His  characteristic  enthusiasm,  scepticism,  sentiment,  and  satire  might 
be  illustrated  from  many  a  passage.  Thus,  in  Craza,  city  which  he  had 
vaguely  figured  to  himself  when,  a  child,  he  listened  wondering  to  the 
story  of  Samson,  Sunday  came  to  him  ''with  the  old  Sabbath  feeling, 
with  that  spirit  of  devotional  stillness  in  the  air  which  broods  over  our 
home  Sundays,  irksome  by  their  sombre  gravity  to  the  boy,  but  remem- 
bered by  the  man  with  sweet  sadness."  Thus  he  pleads  for  youth's  pri- 
vilege to  love  the  lotus,  and  thrive  upon  it ;  saying,  ''  Let  Zeno  frown. 
Philosophy,  common  sense,  and  resigpaation,  are  but  synonyms  of  submis- 
sion to  the  inevitable.  I  dream  my  dream.  Men  whose  hearts  are 
broken,  and  whose  faith  fidters,  discover  that  life  is  a  warfare,  and  chide 
the  boy  for  loitering  along  the  sea-shore,  and  loving  the  stars.  But 
leave  him,  inexorable  elders,  in  the  sweet  entanglement  of  the  *  trailing 
clouds  of  glory'  with  which  he  comes  into  the  world.  Have  no  fear  that 
they  will  remain  and  dim  his  sight.  Those  morning  vapours  fade  away — 
you  have  learned  it  And  they  will  leave  him  chilled,  philosophical,  and 
resigned,  in  *  the  light  of  common  day' — you  have  proved  it.  But  do 
not  starve  him  to-day,  because  he  will  have  no  dinner  to-morrow."  A|id 
these  eldem  sages  are  reminded,  that  the  profoundest  thinkers  of  them 
all  have  discovered  an  inscrutable  sadness  to  be  the  widest  horizon  of 
life,  and  that  the  longing  eye  is  more  sympathetic  vrith  Nature,  than  the 
shallow  stare  of  practiced  scepticism  of  truth  and  beauty.  The  ''mixed 
mood"  of  our  Wanderer — at  once  pointedly  indicative,  tenderly  optative, 
vaguely  infinitive — passes  through  a  strange  conjugation :  sometimes  he 
sneers,  sometimes  is  almost  caught  suppressing  a  sob,  often  a  sigh.  He 
is  sarcastic  upon  tourist  Anglo-Catholics  at  the  Calvary  Chiqpel,  ^'holding 
candles,  and  weeping  profusely" — and  upon  the  Mount  Zion  Protestant 
mission,  by  which  "  the  tribes  of  Israel  are  gathered  into  the  fold  at  the 
rate  of  six,  and  in  favourable  years,  eight  converts  per  annum."  He  is 
pathetic  on  the  solicitude  of  Mary,  at  the  fountun  of  El  Bir,  when  she 
discovered,  on  her  "homeward  route,  that  the  child  Jesus  had  tarried  in 
Jerusalem — and  it  is  her  mournful  figure  that  there  haunts  his  imagina- 
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tbn — Madonn^eleetodof  theLnid  tobe  A^motfierof  the  S«vionr,tidl 
j^  blessed  abore  wocnexiy  to  taste  fittk  nutternal  joy,  to  feel  that  H« 
wodd  iiev«r  be  a  boy,  and,  with  iueh  sorrow  as  no  painter  has  pamtedy 
and  no  poet  song,  to  know  that  erea  already  He  most  be  abeat 
Hii  Father's  business.  He  is  serious  on  the  sanctity  of  Jemsalem— in 
whose  preoiocts  the  image  of  its  Great  King  in  the  mind  penetnalljp 
rebakes  whatever  is  not  lofty  and  smoere  in  yonr  thoughts,  and  stenlj 
requires  reality  of  all  feeling  exhibited  there;  for,  though  in  Rome  yoa 
ean  tolemte  tinsel,  beeause  the  history  of  the  Faith  there,  and  its  ritual, 
are  a  kind  of  romance,  it  is  intolerable  in  Jerusalem,  where,  in  the  pi»- 
senee  of  liie  same  landscape,  and  within  the  same  walls,  you  hare  a  pio- 
found  personal  feeling  and  reverence  for  the  Man  of  Sorrows. 

Ana  closely  in  keeping  with  his  tone  of  thought  is  the  finale— tbe 
Ifuno  DimitHs  he  calls  it — of  his  Wanderings,  when  he  pictures  himself 
homeward  bound,  receding  over  the  summer  sea,  and  watching  the  miyes^ 
of  Lebanon  robine  itself  in  purple  darkness,  and  lapsing  into  memory, 
until  Night  and  tne^Past  have  gently  withdrawn  Syria  nom  his  view — 
then  sighing  that  the  East  can  be  no  longer  a  dream,  but  a  memory^- 
feeling  that  the  rarest  romance  of  travel  is  now  ended — grieving  that  no 
wealth  of  experience  equals  the  dower  of  hope,  beeause 

What's  won  is  done,  Joy's  soal  lifs  in  the  doiDg— 
and,  as  a  snow-peak  of  Lebanon  glances  through  the  moonlight  like  a 
star,  fearing  lest  the  poet  sang  more  truly  than  he  knew,  and  in  another 
sense. 

The  youth  who  farther  from  the  East 

Must  travel,  still  is  Natnre*s  priest, 
And  by  the  vision  solendid 
Is  on  his  way  attenaed, 

Until  the  man  perceives  it  die  away, 

And  fade  into  the  light  of  common  day. 

And  so  the  Howadji  leaves  us.  Is  not  his  leave-taking  sorrowfully  ^^ 
nificant  ?  Continually — whether  truly  or  not— he  reasons  thus  with  Kfe. 
Who  would  not  have  predicated  an  Eastern  fentasy — Eastern  in  sr^ 
ject  and  in  tone — of  his  ^  Lotos-eating :  a  Summer  Book  ?"  All  hii 
Known  antecedents  warranted  the  expectation  of  something  far  removed 
firom  that  great  New  Worid  that  **  spins  for  ever  down  the  ringing 
grooves  of  change,**  and  of  which  all  true  Lotos-eaters  woukl  teMify, 
saying, 

We  have  had  enough  of  action,  and  of  motion  we, 
Roird  to  starboard,  roU'd  to  hirboard,  while  tlie  surge  is  seething  free, 

in  our  go-ahead  career,  and  therefore 

Give  us  long  rest  or  death,  dark  death,  or  dreamful  ease. 
But  ihb  <<  Summer  Book"  is,  in  fact,  a  record  of  Mr.  Curtb*s  sumoMr 
to«r  among  the  hills  and  lakes  of  his  native  land.  The  Lotos-eater  ia 
a  shrewd  and  satirical,  as  well  as  poetical  observer,  who  steams  it  up 
the  Hudson,  and  ridicules  the  outer  womanhood  of  the  chambemiaid  ait 
Catskill,  and  reveals  how  the  Catskill  Fall  is  turned  on  to  accommodate 
partiea  of  pleasure,  and  criticises  dress  and  manner  and  dinner  at  Sara- 
toga, and  is  sceptical  where  others  are  enthusiastic  at*  Lake  George,  and 
impatiently  notes  the  polka-daneing  and  day-long  dawdling  oi  Newpv^ 
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iridi  iti  fitti  liorsM,  fint  meiiy  and  hat  woinen^^tt  whirl  of  fasliioiMlik 
•qttipages,  its  oonfosed  din  of  **  hop"  nrasie,  scandal,  flirtation,  serenadaa, 
and  sopreme  yoioe  of  the  sea  breaking  through  the  fog  and  dust.  Not 
duit  the  prendlin?  tone,  howerer,  is  ironicaL  On  the  oontniry,  his  own 
poeiieal  habit  of  thonght  and  feeling  eolours  and  warms  etrery  page,  and 
flostains  its  predominance  by  frequent  citations  from  his  fayourite  min« 
streb.  Thus  we  find  him  asain  and  again  quoting  whole  pieces  from 
Herrick,  'and  introducing  Uhland's  Rhine  ballad,  **Take,  O  boatmao, 
Ikrice  thy  fee" — and  Heine's  tenderly-phrased  legend  of  Lorelei— and 
tid*bitB  from  Wordsworth's  Yarrow,  and  Tennyson  s  Princess,  and  Long^ 
fellow's  Waif,  and  Keats'  Nightingale,  and  Waller's  <<  Go,  lovely  Rose!" 
and  Charles  Lamb's  "Gipsy's  Malison,"  and  Creorge  Herbert,  asid 
Shelley,  and  Browning,  and  Charles  Kingsley,*  and  (for  is  not  he  also 
among  the  poets  ?)  Thomas  de  Quincey.  Being  no  longer  on  Eastern 
ground,  the  author's  style  is,  appropriat^y  enough,  far  more  subdued  and 
prosaic  than  when  it  was  the  exponent  oi  a  Howadji ;  yet  of  brilliani 
mod  rhapsodical  passages  there  is  no  lack.  His  characteristic  vein  of  re-- 
flection,  too,  pursues  its  course  as  of  old — and  the  blood  thereof,  which  is 
the  life  thereof,  will  repay  extraotton.')'  American  as  he  is,  to  the  core, 
he  by  no  means  contends  that  the  home-soenery  he  depicts  is  entitled  to 
'*  whip  creation."  Indeed,  bodi  implicitly  and  explicitly  his  creed  in  this 
respect  is  a  little  independent  <^  the  stars  and  stripes.  He  has  been  in 
Italy  and  Switzerland,  and  has  not  forgotten  either.  The  Hudson  is  dear 
to  mm,  but  so  is  the  ^hine.  *'The  moment  you  trarel  in  America,"  he  says^ 
^  the  victory  <^  Europe  is  sure" — and  he  thinks  it  ill-advised  to  exhort  a 
European  to  visit  America  for  other  reasons  than  social  and  political  observa- 
tion, or  buffalo  hunting — affirming  the  idea  of  the  great  American  lakes, 
or  of  her  magnificent  monotony  of  grass  and  forest,  to  be  as  impressive  and 
much  less  wearisome  than  the  actual  sight  of  them.     In  presence  of 

*  Hie  lines,  namely,  in  **  Alton  Locke,''  beginnlDg 

«<  O  Mary,  go  and  call  the  cattle  home," 
which  certainly  have  a  pictorial  power  and  a  wild  suggestive  music,  all  thefar  own 
— and  of  which  Mr.  Curtis  justly  says:  *'  Who  that  feels  the  penetrating  pathes 
of  the  song  but  sees  the  rain-Bhroud,  the  straggling  nets,  and  the  loneliness  of  Una 
beach  ?    There  is  no  modem  verse  of  more  tragic  reality." 

t  We  are  here  too  stinted  ibr  room  to  apply  the  lancet  with  effect.  But  in 
illnstratlon  of  the  aphoristic  potentiality  C^os  Wof  'ccfrtcyj  of  the  Lotos-eater,  we 
may  refer  to  his  wise  contempt  for  an  indiscriminate  eulogy  of  travelling,  as 
tiiong^  it  involved  an  opus  aperatum  grace  and  merit  of  its  own—saying,  "  A  mile 
horizontally  on  the  surface  of  the  earth  does  not  carry  you  one  inch  towards  its 
centre,  and  yet  it  is  in  the  centre  that  the  gold  mines  are.  A  roan  who  truly 
knows  8hakspeare  only,  is  the  master  of  a  tlrausand  who  have  squeezed  the  dp* 
eidating  libraries  dry." 

The  following,  again,  has  the  true  Emerson  stamp  :  **  Any  great  natural  object 
■"-a  cataract,  an  alp,  a  storm  at  sea — are  seed  too  vast  for  any  sn^en  flowering* 
They  lie  in  experience  moulding  life.  At  length  the  pure  peaks  of  noble  aims  and 
the  broad  flow  of  a  generous  manhood  betray  that  in  some  happy  hoor  of  youth 
you  have  seen  the  Alps  and  Niagara." 

One  more^  and  a  note-worthy  excerpt:  **He  is  a  tyro  in  the  observation  of 
nature  who  does  not  know  that,  by  the  sea,  it  is  the  sky-cape,  and  not  the  land^ 
scape,  in  which  enjoyment  lies.  If  a  man  dwelt  in  the  vicinity  of  beautiful  inhud 
scenery,  yet  near  the  sea,  his  horse's  head  would  be  turned  daiiy  to  the  ocean,  ibr 
tile  sea  and  sky  are  exhanstless  in  interest  as  in  beautv,  while,  in  the  oomparisen, 
you  soon  drink  up  the  little  drop  of  satisfaction  in  fields  and  trees." 
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Trenton  Falls  and  Niagara,  he  cannot  restrain  longing  allariona  to  the 
thoosand  Alpine  cascades  of  Switzerland  that  flicker  through  his  memory, 
'^  slight  ayalanches  of  snow-dost  shimmering  into  rainbow-dost^ — and 
to  the  Alpine  peaks  themselves,  those  '^  ragged  edges  of  creation,  half 
blent  with  chaos,"  npon  which,  ^'  inaccessible  for  ever,  in  the  midst  of 
the  endless  murmur  of  the  world,  antemundane  silence  lies  stranded,  like 
the  corse  of  an  antediluvian  on  a  solitary  rock-point  in  the  sea**— :tho9e 
solemn  heights,  towards  which  painfully  climbing,  you  may  feel,  "  widi 
the  fascination*  of  wonder  and  awe,  that  you  lool^  as  the  Chinese  say, 
behind  the  beginning."  Why  does  not  Mr.  Curtis  give  us  his  travda 
in  Switzerland  ?  All  his  Alpine  references  have  an  Alpine  inspiration 
that  makes  us  wish  for  more.f  And  albeit  his  temptation  may  be  to 
indulge  in  a  little  rhajpsody,  and  to  dazzle  with  diamond-dust,  yet  has 
he  too  keen  a  sense  of  the  ludicrous,  and  too  confirmed  a  tendency  to 
sarcasm,  to  lose  himself  in  mystic  rapture.  Even  at  sunrise  on  the 
Bighi,  he  has  more  than  '*  half-an-eye*'  for  the  cloaked  and  blanketed 


[leys  beside  him — '^  as  if  each  had  arisen,  bed  and  all,  and  had  so 
stepped  out  to  enjoy  the  spectacle" — and  finds  the  exceeding  absurdity 
of  the  crowd  interfere  with  the  grandeur  of  the  moment. 

The  chapters  devoted  to  Saratoga  and  Newport,  remind  us  in  many  a 
paragraph  of  both  Hawthorne  and  Thackeray.  The  watering-places' 
talk  is  of  blooming  belles,  who  are  grandmothers  now,  and  of  brilliant 
beaux,  bald  now  and  gouty :  moumfiil  midnig^ht  gossips !  that  will  not 
let  you  leave  those  whose  farewells  yet  thrill  m  your  heart,  in  the  eter- 
nal morning  of  youth,  but  compel  you  to  forecast  their  doom,  to  draw 
sad  and  strange  outlines  upon  the  future — to  paint  pictures  of  age, 
wrinkles,  ochre-veined  hands,  and  mob-caps  —  until  your  Saratoga 
episode  of  pleasure  has  sombred  into  an  Egyptian  banquet,  with  your 
old,  silently-smoking,  and  meditative  habitue  for  the  death's-head. 
Savours  this  not  of  "  Edward  Fane's  Rosebud"  and  of  "  Vanity  Fwr?" 

A  history  of  that  community  whereby  hangs  a  tale  of  ^'  Blithedale 
Romance,"  has  been  sug^sted  to  Mr.  Curtis  by  Nathaniel  EEawthome, 
who  says,  ^*  Even  the  brilliant  Howadji  might  find  as  rich  a  theme  iu 
his  youthful  reminiscences  of  Brook  Farm,  and  a  more  novel  one, — 
close  at  hand  as  it  lies, — ^than  those  which  he  has  since  made  so  distant 
a  pilgrimage  to  seek,  in  Syria,  and  along  the  current  of  the  Nile." 
Such  a  history,  by  such  a  historian,  might  be  a  curious  parallel,  or 
pendant,  to  the  record  of  Miles  Coverdale. 

♦  Akin,  perhaps,  to  that  of  Wordsworth's  "  Steppmg  Westwards." 
t  Elsewhere  he  sketches  the  view  of  the  lUghi— celestial  snow-fields,  smooth 
and  glittering  as  the  sky — rogged  glaciers  sloping  into  unknown  abysses, 
Kiagaran  cataracts  frozen  into  foam  for  ever— the  range  of  the  Jura,  dusky  and 
ftr,  and  the  faint  flash  of  the  Aar  in  the  morning  mist— while  over  the  hushed 
tumult  of  peaks  thronging  iito  the  utmost  east,  came  the  sun,  sowing  those  sub- 
lime snow-flelds  with  glorious  day.  And  again,  of  his  impressions  from  the 
Panlhom,  the  highest  inhabited  point  in  Europe,  he  says :  *<  And  as  I  looked 
across  the  valley  of  Grindelwald,  and  saw  the  snow-fields  and  ioe-predpioes  of 
all  the  ^oni5,— never  trodden  and  never  to  be  trodden  by  man, — dunin«r  cold  in 
the  moonlight,  my  heart  stood  still  as  I  felt  that  those  awfiil  peaks  and  I  woe 
alone  in  the  solemn  solitude.  Then  I  felt  the  significance  of  Switzerland,  and 
knew  the  suUimity  of  mountiuns.''  This  **  significance*'  is  noted  ^mopos  of  the 
Catskill  view,  where  he  feels  the  want  of  that  true  mountain  subluni^,  the 
presence  of  lonely  snow-peaks. 
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BOSTON— LOWELL-NEW    LONDON— LONG   ISLAND. 
CLIPPER  LINER  HOME. 

BY    J.    W.    HEKQISTON,    ESQ. 

Sailing  amoDg  these  islands  in  smooth  water,  after  the  kicking  about 
we  have  had  for  twenty  days,  is  very  delightful.  This  is  in  the  imme* 
diate  neighbourhood,  I  think,  of  that  little  gem  belonging  to  Mr.  Daniel 
Webster  Lady  EmmeliDe  Stuart  mentions  as  so  picturesque  and  charm- 
ing ;  but  we  could  only  see  them  at  a  distance  as  we  threaded  our  way 
through  shoals  and  rocky  passages  ;  their  villages  and  harbours  looking 
very  inviting,  with  their  numerous  coasting  craft  at  anchor  or  under  sai^ 
others  busy  fishing,  while  scattered  farms,  and  their  cattle  grazing,  en* 
livened  the  scene ;  all  the  more  pleasing  on  a  fur  sunny  day,  as  the 
night  before  we  were  threatened  with  a  gale  from  the  east. 

Passing  the  island  of  Nantucket,  we  fly  along  the  low  sandy  shores 
which  form  Cape  Cod ;  and  our  old  weather-beaten  farmer-looking  pilot 
for  this  inner  passage  is  superseded  off  the  lighthouse  by  a  smart  young 
fellow  of  the  bay,  much  against  his  vrili  (as  he  had  some  faint  hopes  of 
evading  him  and  taking  us  on);  but  these  beauteous  white- winged  sea^ 
gulls  of  pilot-boats  are  too  numerous  and  sharp-dghted  to  leave  a  chance; 
she  pounced  on  us  like  a  hawk,  and  we  beat  in  through  the  numerous 
rocky  islands  and  shoals  of  this  vast  bay  in  the  teeth  of  half  a  gale  of 
wind,  with  royals  set  and  colours  flying. 

The  passage  to  the  yiner  harbour,  guarded  by  Fort  Independence  to 
the  left  on  Castle  Island,  and  a  battery  on  Thompson's  Island  to  the 
right ;  where  tiiere  is  a  very  large  general  hospital,  to  which  young  medi- 
cal students  repair  for  practice,  as  ours  do  to  Guy's  or  St  George's— 
gettitag  in  against  the  wind  through  so  narrow  a  passage  is  a  ticklish 
affair,  tack  and  half  tack — ^but  our  barque  can  go  about  in  her  own 
length,  and  towards  night  we  are  anchored,  previous  to  being  warped  in, 
for  the  night — for  the  whole  line  of  wharves  are  so  crammed  witn  ships 
in  double  and  treble  tiers,  that  it  has  to  be  carefully  ascertained  where 
room  for  us  can  be  found,  not  too  far  from  the  cotton  marts,  which  lie  at 
the  north  end  of  Commercial-street,  the  leading  thoroughfare  in  the 
lower  part  of  the  town.  We  find  it  now,  the  last  of  April,  very  cold,  and 
not  a  leaf  out  on  the  trees :  ten  degrees  south  of  the  Isle  of  Wight  I  I 
would  fain  say  more  of  these  islands — a  most  interesting  group — full  of 
villages  and  harbours,  with  hundreds  of  coasting  schooners,  sloops,  and 
fishing-smacks,  darting  about  with  their  white  sails — or  at  anchor  by 
dozens  in  various  nooks  and  coves.  Coming  up  the  coast  to  the  north, 
to  Boston,  this  is  called  the  inner  passage — it  is  intricate,  full  of  shoals^ 
and  full  of  pilots,  which  make,  indeed,  the  American  waters,  in  spite  c^ 
their  nmnerous  and  fine  harbours,  very  expensive  to  their  merchantmen. 
The  Mara  paid  about  fifty  dollars  to  her  two  pilots— two  and  a  half  to 
three  dollars  a  foot — she  drew  only  ten  feet. 

Our  first  old  fellow  (pilot),  who  had  been  a  man-of-war's  man,  £Eunner, 
captain,  storekeeper,  and  fisherman,  having  left  his  schooner  among  die 
islands  outside,  rejoins  her  by  the  railway  to  Plymouth,  or  one  of  the 
numerous  towns  below  on  the  coast 
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Bat  I  must  trifle  no  longer,  the  sands  of  my  magaane  life  are  counted. 
We  pass  the  effective  battery  on  Castle  Island,  close  to  the  city,  anchor, 
and  warp  to  ^  fiatteiV*  Wharf,  in  the  cotton- warehouse  qoarter. 

My  skipper,  the  best  creatore  altire,  has  got  his  b^  coat  on;  be 
cal'ates  them  yarroint  won't  leave  him  one  of  his  men  on  board — board- 
ing-house touters  who  rush  on  board  the  moment  we  touch  the  whaif, 
and  seise  on  the  men ;  pestering  them  with  their  lying  promiaet — in  ^re 
nuButes,  swamp  'em ;  and,  indeed,  off  they  go  (the  case  with  all  thw  ahipt) 
die  moment  the  dear  little  Mara  is  lashed  Cast.  Seaman  are  now  at  a  pie- 
miom ;  though,  poor  devils,  for  ever  the  nlly  victims  of  alternate  tyranny  or 
earnnng.  In  the  States  it  is  a  lare  thing  for  a  sailor  to  ship  a  second 
tine  with  the  same  captain,  or  the  same  ship,  even  when  they  have  no 
particular  fault  to  find :  what  with  the  water-side  hoardmg^houses^  lying 
crimps,  and  their  own  excessive  folly — nay,  intermittent  madness — it  is 
m  hard  to  man  a  ship  thisyear  (1852)  in  Boston,  as  it  is  to  man  a 
Queen's  ship  in  England.  The  same  thing  exactly  goes  on  at  Liverpool ; 
indeed,  the  seaports  of  the  two  countries  are  gettbg  more  like  each 
odier  every  day,  not  only  as  to  sailors,  but  in  all  the  business  of  evoy- 
day  life. 

Boston  is  really  a  fine  cihr ;  her  grandeur  and  riches  are  as  con- 
spicuous in  her  noble  public  buildings  as  in  her  immense  long  wharviesi, 
towmng  vrarehouses,  and  forests  of  shipping,  which  fringe  the  whole 
vpater-ade  of  the  town,  on  projecting  wharves,  some  of  them  half  a  mile 
loi^,  whidi  jut  out  like  the  teeth  of  a  comb. 

The  body  of  the  place  is  almost  surrounded  by  water ;  as  it  is  buik 
on  a  neck  of  land  bending  round  firbm  the  h^ghts  of  Canton  and  Box- 
bury  westward,  and  endmg  at  the  bridge  at  Charleston ;  the  eastern 
suburb — 'Eaet  Boston — ^though  on  an  island,  sweeping  round  by  Charles- 
ton, Chelsea,  and  the  navy-yard,  completes  the  harbour  on  this  side, 
while  on  the  south  it  is  prolonged  opposite  in  suburb  streets,  called 
South  Boston,  together  with  the  "  Common"  (a  small  park-like  triangle 
in  the  centre,  of  my  acres,  not  so  large  as  our  Green  Park).  This  un£i- 
lating  neck  is  not  wantmg  in  requisite  space  ;  though  all  behind  the 
town  to  the  north  and  west  is  cut  off  from  the  country  by  a  shallow 
lagoon  or  inlet,  across  which  long  causeways  and  drawbridgpes  have 
b^n  constructed,  and  the  railroads  to  the  south  and  west.  Tluwe  waters 
are  rather  a  convenience  for  sloops  and  barges  loaded  for  the  suburbs, 
Cambridge,  Dorchester,  and  Roxbury,  which  pass  the  drawbridges,  to 
supply  the  environs  beyond  the  tide,  for  two  or  three  miles.  All  this 
country  is  rocky,  with  clean  sandy  shores.  Hills,  and  nice  undulatioDS 
of  the  land  are  everywhere,  in  and  out  of  the  town.  The  Capitol,  or 
State-house,  stands  conspicuous  on  its  hill  at  the  head  of  the  common ;  and 
the  grand  monument  looms  afor  from  Bunker^s  Hill,  on  the  Charlestoti 
side,  which  is  but  a  suburb  prolonged  to  East  Boston,  where  the  great 
sea  steamers  lie,  and  much  of  the  crowded  shipping ;  where  there  b  a  rail- 
road station,  and  where  several  of  their  chief  ship-building  yards  aie 
established,  beyond  the  U.  S.  dockyard ;  but  all  this  can  give  no  idea 
of  what  the  tning  really  is — from  many  elevated  spots  in  and  out  of 
the  town  the  whde  can  be  seen  at  a  glance — a  glorious  panorama. 
Whether  one  looks  from  old  Fort  Washington,  on  the  hill  in  Soudi 
Boston,  towards  Bunker's  Hill,  northward,  or  from  the  great  granite 
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noniimenty  one  looks  to  the  eouih  at  the  city,  the  country,  and  tbe 
islands  of  the  bay  outside. 

As  a  whole,  peihaps  the  richest  and  most  complete  view  may  be  had 
firom  the  gentle  hills  about  Canton ;  a  village,  among  othecs,  which  stud 
the  frame  of  hills  beyond  the  water,  inside  tibe  city,  at  three  or  four  miles 
distance.  To  the  north,  on  the  Cambridge  side,  and  towards  Mount 
Auburn  Cemetery,  the  country  is  more  flat  This  same  Cambridge  (we 
have  everywhere  our  own  old  familiar  names)  is  a  kind  of  town  of  villas 
and  garden-houses,  with  here  and  there  a  street ;  the  whole  spreading 
four  or  five  miles  into  the  country,  almost  as  fieir  as  the  cemetery,  wnich  lies 
beyond  it.  Here,  too,  they  have  their  chief  university —plain  large  build* 
ings,  like  grammar  schoob  rather  than  what  we  call  universities  (thinking 
of  Oxford  or  Cambridge,  or  the  German  ones).  They  may  not  be  the  less 
effective ;  but,  indeed,  all  the  states  of  New  England  are  renuurkable  for 
their  very  numerous  schools. 

Boston  is  the  most  irregularly  built  town  in  America.  I  was  con- 
stantly losing  myself  among  her  crooked,  windine  streets ;  this  has  hap* 
pened  partly  from  the  conformation  of  the  ground  and  the  careless  want 
of  any  plan,  which  marks  everything  English  two  hundred  yean  ago^ 
when  the  pilgrim  Others  settled  here.  In  all  our  own  ill-built  towns  one 
can  easily  trace  how  it  was  firom  the  first  hut,  at  any  one  water-side  at  our 
seaports,  or  in  our  own  narrow  Strand,  wMoh  ^at  first  was  a  row  of  huts 
&eing  the  river  at  a  respectful  distance,  and  leaving  a  good  wide  strand  as 
common  poperty. 

To  consider  the  more  minute  features,  I  am  struck  by  the  numbers  of 
solid  granite  buildings ;  conspicuous  is  the  custom-house,  town-hall,  Fa- 
neuil-hall,  and  others — great  hotels,  the  Tremont  and  Revere,  where  I 
went,  at  the  end  of  Court-street — the  Tremont-temple  (just  burnt  down), 
hotel,  and  museum. 

The  town  reservoir  of  the  Cochituate  waterworks,  behind  the  State^ 
house,  is  very  remarkable;  so  is  the  Great  North,  or  Fitchburg  Railway 
station,  with  its  grand  arches  and  embattled  towers,  all  of  solid  granite; 
even  the  domed  roof  of  the  custom-house  is  of  eVanite.  This  solid  and 
everlasting  stone  forms  the  basement  of  half  the  larwr  buildings  and  pri- 
vate houses,  and  strikes  the  eye  in  every  street ;  so  that,  together  with  the 
excellent  brickwork  of  the  houses,  marble  and  granite  steps,  window  and 
door  frames,  pilasters,  cornices,  &c.,  one  is  everywhere  impressed  with  an 
idea  of  riches,  solidity,  and  stren^^  The  dimensions  of  their  public 
and  private  buildings,  here  and  m  all  the  American  cities,  taking  the 
latter  throughout,  in  their  more  retired  and  second-rate  streets,  is  evi- 
dently greater  than  our  own.  The  same  thing  may  be  said  of  their  shops 
in  general,  though  their  front  plate-glass  displays  and  arrangements  are 
udevioir. 

In  this  particular  Boston,  however,  cannot  vie  with  New  York  or  Phi- 
ladelphia ;  she  is  sober  Minerva ;  their  more  staid  religious  aster — ^the 
last  to  give  way  to  the  vanities  of  this  world,  French  frippery,  or  English 
pride  and  gorgeous  show ;  backed  and  surrounded  by  lier  own  sober  states 
and  all  New  England  still  clinging  in  their  countless  white  beard  villages 
and  weeping  willows  to  the  ascetic  gloom  and  gnashing  of  teeth  of  their 
pilgrim  forefathers  in  this  vale  of  tears.  The  Bostonians  have  been,  per- 
haps, the  last  to  swim  with  the  universal  current  of  light  amusements  and 
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European  fiivolities,  bat  now  <<  Young  America'*  everywhere  carries  the 
day. 

In  yain  the  municipalily  forbids  smoking  in  the  streets — thej  smoke 
everywhere  else.  The  elders  and  shipping  interest  firowns  on  mm  and 
whisky;  but  exchanges^  public-houses,  and  dram-shops  multiply.  The 
Churdi^  and  her  thousand  dissenting  clergymen,  look  demure  at  tea- 
parties,  compose  ten  thousand  tedious  tracts,  and  fill  every  hotel  and 
tavern,  [from  the  bar  to  the  attics,  with  bibles  and  prayer-books.  The 
youth  nightly,  en  nuusey  fill  the  theatres,  concert-rooms,  and  auction- 
marts  to  overflowing.  The  softer  sex  try  to  make  a  compromise  ;  and  if 
they  dance  and  sing  and  run  about  all  the  week  after  the  profane  vanities 
of  this  world  with  the  young  men,  at  least  are  very  strict  in  church  at- 
tendance Sunday  morning,  dressed  in  the  finest  tints  of  the  rainbow,  and 
make  tremendous  pets  of  their  fiEivourite  preachers. 

Still,  this  is  a  stronghold  of  Minerva.  Book-stores  abound ;  half  the 
female  world  are  autiioresses  in  prose  or  poetry,  vying  with  the  m^i  in 
pamphlets,  papers,  and  tracts ;  some  in  heavier  tomes. 

I  see  just  now  in  every  shop-window  "  Unde  Tom"  and  "  Queechy,** 
"  Wide^  Wide  World"  and  « Forest  Trees,"  littie  dreaming  I  should 
come  home  to  find  them  also  in  possession  of  all  our  book-shope,  cxr* 
culating  libraries,  and  railway  stations ;  and  the  whole  reading  world 
divided  between  these  transatlantic  New  England  notions  and  the  more 
astounding  *'  rappings**  and  ^'  table  turnings."  Well,  each  coming  year 
must  have  its  own  peculiar  folly  or  madness.  What  signifies — people 
must  have  novelty  and  be  amused !  Tired  of  our  own  pretentious  medio- 
crity in  fiction,  we  are  trying  the  American.  Of  course,  connstent 
Mrs.  Stowe  will  feel  flattered  by  dividing  her  popularity  with  the  Blade 
Swan  and  the  Zulu  Kaffirs — nuds-gue  voulez  vous;  U  y  a  de  guou 
I  often  stroll  about  the  streets,  not  unwilling  to  be  lost  in  their  crooked 
windings.  On  a  rising  ground  in  Washington-square  I  come  upon  their 
Seaman's  Home;  a  large  and  fine  establishment,  in  a  quiet  quarter  of 
the  town,  some  distance  from  the  fashionable  and  noisiest  side  towards 
State-street  and  Washington,  which  is  the  street  of  Boston,  where  ev^y- 
body  may  be  seen— beUes  and  beaux,  tiie  finest  shops,  the  greatest  crowd. 
It  is,  perhaps,  two  miles  long,  running  out  to  Roxbury ;  always  fnll  of 
omnibuses,  and  carts,  and  carriages;  with  almost  as  much  noise  and 
bustle  as  in  the  Broadway  at  New  York.  It  takes  the  length  of  die 
town  parallel  with  the  lower  side  of  the  common,  from  which  it  is 
separated  by  short  intersecting  streets.  On  and  round  the  common 
being  the  fashionable  circle ;  here  are  the  finest  houses — as  round  our 
own  Green  Park,  tiieir  value  and  their  rents,  by  the  way,  exceeding  our 
London  rates,  if  I  except  those  of  our  nobility. 

There  are  several  excellent  markets ;  but  the  chief  one  of  Faneuil,  near 
the  custom-house,  under  FaneuH-hall,  displays  an  amazing  varie^  oi  all 
sorts  of  g^ood  tilings ;  while  outside  of  it,  round  the  square,  is  filled  by 
country  waggons  with  every  conceivable  produce.  The  end  of  tiie 
market  next  the  water  is  set  ajpart  for  fish ;  and  here  one  sees  loads  of 
their  great  liaUbuty  a  kind  of  giant  turbot,  weighing  one  and  two  hun-  • 
dred  pounds ;  it  is,  and  deserves  to  be,  a  great  ravourite.  Most  eatables 
here  are  extremely  moderate  in  price,  compared  with  the  south  or  with 
ourselves ;  this  fish,  for  instance,  was  selling  wholesale  to  the  dealers  on 
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ike  wharf  (at  a  kind  of  auction)  at  three  cents  the  pound ;  though  I  hear 
in  Ae  masket  it  is  sometimes  retailed  as  hig^  as  fourteen  cents. 
Lobsters,  too,  are  very  plentiful,  sold  bj  weight,  at  five  cents  the  pound ; 
in  London,  I  think,  we  pay  at  the  rate  ol  Is.  or  Is.  6d.  the  pound. 
This  scale  mig^t,  perhaps,  be  carried  out  in  many  necessaries  and  luxuries 
in  both  markets,  except  in  vegetables,  where  we  have  the  advantage^  not 
only  in  cheapness  andjplenty,  but  variety ;  but  this  only  holds  good  com- 
pared with  London.  We  have  no  countiy  town  or  seaport,  not  even  Liver- 
pool, equal  to  the  larger  American  cities ;  in  that  crowd,  bustle,  profusion, 
the  number  of  carriages  of  all  kinds  filling  the  streets  and  wharves,  the 
numbers  of  theatres  and  places  of  amusement  constantly  filled — ^in  a  word, 
those  signs  of  general  ease  and  wealth,  the  infidlible  sign  of  a  general 
prosperity.  Boston  hitherto^  on  principle,  has  discountenanced  theatres, 
music,  and  most  places  of  amusement ;  the  upper  circles  content  with  a 
•  qtuet  tea-drinking  intercourse ;  but  of  late  years  this  puritanical  spirit 
throu^^nt  the  New  England  states  is  more  or  less  broken  through  by 
the  rising  generation,  and  the  German  and  French  lighter  spirit  of 

]  harm(»iy,  which  one  finds  pervading  more  or  less  the  whole  Union. 
The  popular  '^  Germanic  Band**  here  is  heard  everywhere,  and  German 
natmralised  citizens  have  much  influence  in  all  their  cities.     Boston,  too, 

\^  has  its  Bamum ;  an  immense  museum,  where,  as  in  all  their  dties,  the 
stage  performances  commence  in  the  evening.  At  another  theatre  Mrs. 
Forrest  is  acting  to  crowded  houses ;  the  whole  Union  takine  part  in  her 
contention  with  her  husband,  mudi  in  the  same  way  su<m  things  are 
canvassed  in  England.  I  went  one  night,  but  found  her  actine  ex* 
tremely  insipid ;  and  the  play,  the  "  Patrician's  Daughter,''  stu£Eea  with 
fidse  sentiment,  killingly  dull  and  absurd ;  but  the  Americans  can  swallow 
even  more  vapid  dulneas  and  improbable  trash  than  we  ourselves ;  indeed, 
idiateyer  has  oeen  pufPed  into  notice  in  London  is  brought  out  immediatdy 
here ;  all  the  inanities  of  our  modem  dramatists.  Subscriptions  are  set 
on  foot,  as  at  New  York,  to  build  a  grand  opera-house ;  anotiier  year  wiU 
most  likely  see  it  in  fidl  play,  vrith  its  Grisi  and  Mario,  and  all  that 
greedy,  mechanical,  worn-out  set  of  Italians,  who  have  so  long  fleeced 
our  ^uhionable  world  and  ruined  our  managers.  Next  to  the  theatres 
oon|e  lectures,  concerts,  and  night  book  auctions :  but  I  find,  except  in  a 
fisw' reprints  of  expensive  English  works,  not  so  cheap  or  so  well  got  up 
by  any  means  as  our  own — ^in  this  respect  there  is  a  great  change  for 
toe  worse  within  these  last  twenty  years ;  parUy  owing  of  late  to  die 
excessive  care  our  middling,  conceited,  modem  authors  have  taken  to 
pren^nt  the  public  reading  their  works  at  too  cheap  a  rate ;  as  if  the 
**  pirac/'  complained  of  were  not  an  honour,  and  as  if  the  excessive  sums 
pud^  those  in  vogue  for  their  writings  by  our  publishers  were  not  ridi* 

V    'colously  beyond  their  value. 

'  Boston  has  been  too  often  described  to  allow  me  to  dwell  much  on  its 
ffenOTal  features ;  for  its  site  it  may  be  called  the  Venice  of  the  States. 

- '  It  18  isrowded  with  large  churches  and  chapels,  each  crowned  by  handsome 

'  Bgma,  The  pdblic  buiUlings  are  very  numerous,  not  reckoning  the 
nombers  of  immense  hot^  which  are  really  public  buildings.  They 
boast,  too,  with  good  reason,  of  tiieir  numerous  excellent  schools  and 
institutions;  many  of  them  purely  philanthropic.  Their  Sailors'  Home 
in  Washington-square  is  conspicuous;  and  their  penitentiaiy,  and  lunatic 
•  ^t(^.-«yoL.  xcmu.  ko.  ooozcn.  2  k 
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aiyhtm%jiiidfbrAeUidl^faby«idSbi]diBortoK  Wfam* 
day,  I  stoaibfed  oo  tha  fareaitiporii  of  tbe  old  foft  ifaroinvvp  ^iken  Ihe^ 
woe  %]i4iDg  agamst  die  moAer  com^iy;  arodi  ss  it  ipaa  ia  dw  lai^ 
oentory,  nd  among  Ae  faw  remaining  prinitiye  featates  of  die  luid'; 
for  die  town  is  gnraading  in  alL  directionii^  and  here  diair  ^ilinwl  hBb 
are  cuUiiig  anvay  tor  more  atreeto. 

MtLj^^iaj  tmmg  oat  nnny  andcdd ;  bol^  in  sfaie  o£  die  wuiihiiy  I  warn 
ddighted  to  aee  the  proceeoiopo  of  die  diildieiL  of  tbe  female  wkoolB.  it 
was  ayiArdaj  at  dieae  ettabiidinKnti,  and  aU  tl»  fittfo  liv«tydim 
neatljy  had  wieadii  of  flowers  (leai  or  artifieial)  on  dieir  headt; 


halb  ware  filled  bjdiem^  and  duBirpacentSy  and  hdTTistofs*  Tfaevawai 
a  grand  breakfcMt  gmn  hj  the  ladiea  in  die  sdmrbe  at  Bozbory;  thiitf 
oomibaws  wcfe  engi^ed  to  take  out  their  raesti  at  Qm  in  die  momng; 
Speeches  were  made;  bnids  of  music  atteoM,  and  kler  in  the  da)r  I  sanr 
i^tpioas  grompB  of  them  at  phy  in  partieB  on  thecopimau,  I  coold  not  faeb 
diinking  how  much  belter  this  was  tea  oar  *^  Jaeka4nrdie»grnen^  and 
dnselled  impoctoning  masqtiBradii^;  for,  alas!  we  have  no  longer  anjr 
maypoles^  anj  fadirals^  or  any  daneing,  fer  the  million.  Sa 
indieedy  did  this  spirit  of  the  day  perrade  the  whole  town,  diat  I  < ' 
die  poorer  children  in  the  sabadba  wearing  wreaths  of  ihaiiiigu 
stilnte  fer  flowers,  wfaiefa  are  aeavce  wmA  empmmm  jmk  now; 

Large  craes  have  munerooa  nsaBanKstaieSy  of  oonrse^  wrai  i 
pre-emiaent;  heie  di^  aie  fiunous  for  dieir  duploads  of  peg|g;ed  boola 
aad  shoes  sent  all  over  the  Union,  and  all  over  the  workL  Their  broeoa^ 
and  pvls^  and  diain,  are  yery  pcetty  and  good  too,  and  all  eqoally  cheap 
-— tO'Soil  die  miiHon.- 

like  oaraehres^  die  Amerioaas  have  no  genias  far  monnnimtau  IBe 
mat  granite  obelisk  on  Bunker's  Hill  (at  ChailestOB^  bdnnd  tl»  navaH 
dotkjui^y,  Uny  hundred  and  thirty  feet  h^h,  is  an  ng^  aSnr,  wed» 
nodung  taieeoamand  it  but  its  soMly ;  a  staircase  wmds  to  the  tepy 
aad  yoa  pay  a  shillkig  at  a  saaall  wooden  office  near  the  door  to  so  i^ 
Aft  eztiaorainafy  thi^,  dns  paying !  but  tfaey  had  great  difieia^,  i 
believe,  in  getdngit  up  at  a£;  by  private  sabsenptiims  or  shares  and  w«re 
SOBM  tweo^  years  at  it.  It  stamls  hi  die  centre  of  a  smafl  green  plot 
and  intended  square ;  this  remote  sahorb  now  surromiding  it  en  aliuiaBS* 
'Hie  wMe  front  of  the  city  is  crowded  constantly  by  aU  sorts  of  veaseis 
gobg  and  oonniig.  Ferry-steameis  start  eveiy  few  minuter  fisom  the 
dips  or  wharves  (akn^  Commercial-street)  over  to  East  Boston,  aereeathe 
harhoor,  to  die  Eastern  aad  Nerth-Eastem  Bulwey  ststbn.  Thcreai» 
two  odier  regafaur  Tsiiway  statioas  at  the  foot  of  the  common  in  Babtoa*- 
sUeei  to  Provideooe,  aaodier  to  i^moodi,  a  third — die  Great  NordMni, 
or  Fitdihurg— ranniBg  to  ibe  lakes  and  the  St.  Lawrence,  a  braaA 
crossing  the  Connecticut  to  the  Hudson  at  Albany.  Btt^  indeed,  att 
these  New  Ei^land  statea  are  adifing  every  yearto  &eir  ndboads  in 
eveiy  direetioa;  eatt  takes  t&e  coast  nne  to  New  York  by  Newlsmnc 
gahanio'WureR  stretch  ak»g  the  streets  on  poles  (as  ia  lA  their  cilies)| 
and  duaee,  thuoi^nh  aM  the  eastern  states^  to  the  Ohio^  aad  down  aa  hri 
I  think  nosr^aa  New  Orleans ;  so  that  in  Aese  immune  diatancea  emn^ 
iwi(.aliuiis  are  instaataneeos  along  the  traA  of  dttir  railways^ ' 
DOW  intevlaeedie  Union  in  all  direcdoos,  independent  of  sea  and 


tfaeovh  they  too  still  mnbipiy,  and  form  die  ^leaper 
vandg 


for  passengersand  goods,  combined  with  the  raiiwaya    Thoa  dteaa  mt 
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fiMir  gnftt ftatiooBy  wkb  mAam  o£  disee  rootes  to  Neir  Yoik  and  tht 

The  AxneriesDS  tie  fiimoui  fer  the  Twielj  of  theb  drinki;^  mint  jtibp% 
cm  nog,  spruce  beers^  amps  of  all  torts,  and  ieed  wirten ;  dMr  niaoiis 
maey  tomem  seem  on  me  deeliiie»  It  k  die  &shioa  noir  to  treat  ladsn 
to  ioe  oreams  when  waUdng ;  tlMve  are  several  of  these  loimgea  at  larga 
paatfyoooks'  and  oonfeotionen',  which  seem  good  for  nothing  else.  The 
paetrj  k  rmy  m&nor,  but  tbB  irhcHe  shop  is  filled  by  ionpid  French 
bon^DODSy  while  tlieir  ice  creams  are  much  dearer  and  inferior  to  onrs* 

The  streets  are  full  of  OBmibnses  ninmngin  all  directions,  and  beyond 
die  snbiHbsy  aa  onrs  do,  to  the  adjacent  vi£iges,  Rozbuij,  Canton,  Dov^ 
diefter.  South  Boeton,  Charteston,  Chelsea  and^Bast  Borton,  Cambridge^ 
Sbc.    This  last  is  ^bout  four  miles  o£^  on  the  road  to  Mount  Anborn 
CeB[ieter]r,'one  of  the  Boston  Ikns  people  are  taken  to,  two  or  three 
nnles  bejond  the  tartms  and  hotels  where  the  cil^  omnibuses  stop,  in 
dna  interminable,  stngi^ng  unirersity  village.     Coming  to  it,  one  seee 
nothing  of  Mount  Auburn  but  its  own  tree  tops;     It  is  a  youi^  wood,  or 
grove^  of  1 10  acres,  judiciously  laid  oot  in  avenues^  which  are  named  aftor 
the  prevailing  trees  and  shrubs  they  are  cut  throij^fb-— oak,  fir,  willow,  pine, 
fljpiessv  cadar.     apaeu  ob.  eitfcar  aide  ave  deved  for  the  graires  and 
tombe ;  •  hamkiiiini  Cioduc  chapri  stands  on  a  gently  rinng  ground  in 
ibfr  centre.      There  are  ahready  a  good  many  rema^ble  tombe  and 
monuments,  all  of  pure  white  marble  down  to  the  smallest  tombstone* 
In  these  lart  silent  mementoes  there  is  generally  much  good  taste ;  often 
a  chusic  elegance  and  grace ;  so,  too,  in  the  inscriptions.  I  obserred  onc^ 
'^  To  ourMother^' — another,  ''  My  Brother."  This  indeed  eanriee  brerity 
to  obscaiity ;  but  eren  where  a  few  lines  ezpresa  some  departed  excellence^ 
or  present  sorrow,  diey  cannot  be  read  a  yard  off,  they  are  so  subtly  cut 
in  the  white  marble. 

One  is  more  apt  to  be  struck  by  incongruities.  One  man  widi  an  im- 
mense, eiqienstve,  elaborate  monument,  who  died  at  Rome,  has  hirCirther 
and  mother  piously  on  each  side  of  him,  with  very  small  humble  tomb* 
stonee— this  sets  one*s  teeth  on  edge  ;  while  a  Lieutenant  Something  has 
fr  tOfweriDg  obelisk  paling  the  lustre  of  a  Washington's !  O  canity  of 
vanitie»— thaa  do  the  living  burlesque  the  dead,  eren  in  their  graves, 
with  discordant  a£fectatione;  but  this  is  seen  idl  over  Europe.  Thm 
carriages  of  the  ''  proprietors"  alone  are  allowed  to  entor  and  drive  through 
die  avenues ;  a  large  board  at  the  porter^s  lodge  display  many  other 
wise  and  stringent  regulations,  among  others,  it  is  forbid  to  pluck  the 
flowers,  '<  wild  or  culdvated.''  The  last,  however,  were  in  no  danger,  I 
should  dunk,  as  I  did  not  see  one  in  any  direction.  Returning,  I  walked 
remid  by  Chelsea^  and  die  navy-yard,  where  they  have  two  fine  ships  on 
the'stodu,  and  a  Kne-of-battie  g^ard-ship  in  ordinary  (her  cmnplemeat  fr 
theusand  men). 

The  CwmberUmd  firigate  lay  at  die  yard  ready  for  sea,  Imtnobotk* 
allowed  to  go  on  board,  from  a  fear  of  the  men  deserting;  the  appfoaes 
gnarded  by  a  sendod ;  all  other  parts  of  the  yard  perfscdy  £cee  cf  aeeesa 
to  every  body r 

While  at  Boston  I  made  two  excursions — a  short  one  to  Lowell  (dw* 
United  States  Manchester),  famous  for  its  "  young  lady"  operatmt  is 
cotton;  aaodMT  by  tte  way  of  New  London  to  Long  Ishmd— •  tiack 
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•eldom  takeo  by  our  tomiite.  But  as  dns  was  in  the  prmoos  aatnaiii, 
let  me  first  say  a  woid  or  two  of  Lowell,  a  large,  handsome  ci^  of  25,008 
or  dOyOOO  souls,  heantifiilly  situated  on  the  Merrimac  River,  a  rapid, 
noUe  stream ;  a  range  of  pretty  hills  sweep  round  it  to  the  narih  and 
east,  loring  themsdres  in  toe  hlue  tints  of  more  distant  mountains  it  is 
imposnble  to  fimcy  a  more  picturesque  ^>ot.  A  smaller  rirer  here  hekw 
the  body  of  the  town  joins  the  Merrimac,  and  both  combined  grrei  end* 
less  water-power  to  die  cotton  figkstories.  The  miU-streams  rudung 
through  the  town  in  all  directions. 

There  are  a  gnat  many  factories— -enonnous  brick  buildings  of  five  and 
six  stories;  in  one  I  counted  120  windows  on  a  single  side.  I  was  diown 
hut  one,  the  Hamiltons.  ^I  conclude  these  spmning  hires  are  aD  move  or 
less  on  one  plan,  and  they  are  indescribable,  eren  if  I  knew  anything 
about  the  matter.  I  was  taken  to  various  floors,  where  the  noise  of  the 
mules  and  jennies  I  found  indeed  stunning!  How  do  human  beings  ev^er 
get  used  to  it  ?  The  young  girls  smiled  at  my  hasty  and  somewhat  un- 
gallant  retreat,  putting  my  htmds  to  ray  ears.  One  can  hardly  judge  by 
such  short  appearances ;  those  I  saw  were  of  course  in  their  wooing 
dresses,  thdr  bonnets  and  green  veils  hung  up.  They  all  looked  very 
pale,  nor  did  I  happen  to  see  one  I  should  have  called  handsome,  or  a 
fine  ffirl,  thoufi^  no  doubt  there  is  the  usual  proportion  of  personal  beauty. 
The  hour  of  mnner  was  scarcely  over ;  I  met  some  of  them  in  the  streets 
going  to  work  in  groups,  all  with  a  kind  of  young  lady  air,  or  as  if 
tradesmen's  daughters  well  off,  not  that  thdr  dresses  were  particularly 
neat,  but  the  boiinet  and  veil,  and  their  carriage,  impressed  me  as  some- 
thing new  in  these  New  World  fair  operatives ;  it  was,  however,  gratifying 
^-all  bear  testimony  to  their  modest  demeanour.  But  what  an  odd  thing, 
that  cannot  surely  last,  a  whole  town  full  of  young  giris,  under  the 
control  of  nobody  in  particular,  boarding  together  here  and  there — some 
with  their  parents,  some  alone  I 

They  read  a  good  deal,  I'm  told,  at  their  leisure  hours,  but  chiefly 
tradiy  novels ;  and  no  town  in  America  is  so  full  of  daguerreo^rpe-por- 
trait  artists,  doctors,  and  doctor-dentists.  Theatres,  concerts,  and  evening 
lectures  at  the  town-hall,  and  others,  tell  their  own  story.  Just  now 
there  is  a  slackness  in  the  trade,  and  a  good  many  are  on  reduced  work, 
or  wages  (two  to  three  dollars  a  week),  and  many  unemployed. 

If  I  can  judge  by  the  specimens  1  saw  here,  and  in  the  Boston  shope, 
of  their  cottons  and  their  printing,  it  struck  me  as  extremely  inferior  to 
ours-— coarser,  and  old  or  tasteless  patterns ;  but  their  chief  aim,  I  think, 
is  to  undersell  us  in  foreign  markets,  where  the  quality  and  taste  is  not 
appreciated.  Without  their  tariff,  every  £M^ry  in  the  States  would  he 
shut  up  in  a  day.  Stranee  they  should  so  little  understand  their 
dearest  interests!  However,  nere  is  an  '<  Honourable"  Mr.  Horace  Mann 
Qirhat  an  antithesb  to  Walpole's!),  who  speechifies  to  these  poor  girls  at 
the  town-hall  to  prove  that  England  is  to  be  beaten  in  cotton  fiibrics  ; 
and  every  now  and  then  their  magnus  Apollo,  Mr.  Secretary  Webster, 
comes  among  them  for  the  same  purpose.  All  chaff ;  but  it  is  mixed 
with  sly  hits  at  our  inequalities,  anomalies,  and  distresses,  and  everlasting 
puffing  of  Columbia — apropos  of  anything  and  nothing-r-always  ac- 
ceptable. 

As  the  streets  are  vride,  and  the  numerous  fiftctories  standing  in  ex- 
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taMive  gncnuids^  the  town  spreads  to  a  great  extent,  with  the  usual 
Bun^ben  o£,  cburchesr,  chapels,  halls,  hotels,  hospitals,  oolleges,  free- 
licbools,  Bt.  great  museum,  a  theatre,  a»d  amphitheatre-^  the  whole  on  a 
glain ;  so  uiat  coming  by  the  railway,  whose  dep6t  was  partly  oyer  a 
caiud,  it  is  not  easy  to  form  a.gQQd.idea  of  the  general,  features  of  the 
plaoe*  To  this  end  I  crossed  the  smaller  river  (from  the  west)  to  ihe 
nearest  hills,. on  the  south,  on  the  Boston  read,  where  a  reservoir  crowns 
their  crest;  about  a  mile  beyond  the  suburbs.  Here  I  looked  down  on 
the  rivers,  the  town»  and  the  mount^ns,  fading  in  the  distance ;  the  day 
faaght,.  the  fl;^ing  shadows  of  the  clouds  gnive  a  richness  to  the  soft 
<»alour8  of  the  infinitely  varied  tints,  makinj?  the  picture  exquisite.  How 
^nre  the  health-breatlung  pleasure  of  the  hills  I  Art  and  the  ingenuity 
of,  man  sooa  tires,  even  in  their  noUest  flights ;  the  mind  looks  back  over 
the  earth,  to  Boine,  Athens,  Thebes,  or  to  single  boasted  efibrti^  deecend- 
ing  firom  the  Pyramids  to  dxe  Colosseum,  to  the  Walballa,  and  modem 
azt  academies  ;  even  down  to  an  art-union : — are  they  admirable?  Yes, 
}mi  they,  are  tiresome,  and  we  are  tired  of  them  long  before  we  gfow  oldL 
Qor  last  inimitable  Bxhibition*— the  World's  Fur— did  but  worry  and 
&tig?ie  ua  at  lastr-pall  on  the  sense,  hurt  the  eyes,  confuse  the  senses — 
iibile  simple  nsKture  here  and  everywhere  in  this  beautiful  worid — the 
woods,  the  rivers,  and  the  fields,  the  hills  and  dales,  lit  and  embellished 
I^.  the  glorious  heavens  above,  refresh  for  ever,  regale,  instruct,  delight ; 
OK  watim>the  setting  orb  of  day,  till  the  blue  heavens  shine  in  the  glorious 
galaxy  of  other  worlds,  mysterious ;  lifting  the  soul  to  ecstasy  and  silent 
-gmyet  unspeakable  in  gratitude  to  God. 

IiOBg  I  sat  on  this  hill-side,  but.  not  till  night,  as  it  was  necessary  to 
cetnm  by  the  train  to  Boston.  A  covered  bridge  crosses  the  Merrimac 
BMr  itnisbes  by  the  town  in  a  series  of  rapids.  Several  pretty  villas  and 
cottages  are  sprinkled  along  its .  banks.  Nowhere  in  the  States  have  I 
h»m  so  tempted  to  envy  people  their  suburban  retreats  as  here  among 
their  cotton-mills. 

Alt  the  sti^ion  I  regaled  myself  with  a  slice  of  apple-pie  (at  four  cents), 
mnd.by  the  next  train  returned  to  Boston,  very  glad  to  have  seen  and 
ficffimed  a  true  idea  of,  Lowell  and  its  factories ;  yet  the  real  present  his- 
toid of  the  place  remains  to  be  told — by  some  inhabitant* 

As  the  Americans  are  even  more  active  than  we  are  in  England,  more 
XBS^ess,  equally  curious,  nobody  can  complain  of  want  of  facilities  for 
travellmg  all  over  die  Union.  Comforts  are  out  of  the  question ;  but  the 
expense  is  very  moderate,  and  the  rough  elbowing  in  a  crowd  is  of  no 
<lQnsequence  to  men,  Nothings  indeed,  is  seriously  annoying  to  persons 
not.  used  to  it,  exoopi  the  spitting  everywhere  in  the  cars,  or  in  the 
ateAmers*-«no  spot  is  sacred.  Their  dirty  bank-notes,  everywhere  at  a 
discount,  often  refused,  often,  ffood  for  nothing  (the  distant  hank  broke), 
wpfi  another  annoyance  not  to  be  laughed  at« 

I.  started  for  JLfOng  Island^  by  the  only  way,  of  Providence  and  New 
London,  on:  the  coaat  opposite,  on  the  Sound,  I  was  rather  late  at  the 
^'dep6t"  (station),  at  the  foot  of  the  common,  and  the  bank-note  I 
^ughi  a  gpod  one  was  at  once  peremptorily  rejected.  Reasons  were 
snpei^uous.  They  took  my  sovereign— sovereigns  are  respected ;  fare 
tp  Providenoe,  forty  miles,  5s.  3d. — I  never  could. understand  the  Bdston 
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eumncj  (a  dollar  and  a  quarter) — giving  me  more  dirty  ragged 
in  change.     In  vain  I  begged  for  rilTer ;  it  is  more  scarce  than  gold. 

We  soon  shot  across  the  viaduct  over  the  inner  waters,  and  throogh  a 
picturesque,  stony,  woody  country,  full  of  villages  and  fiurms^  small 
lakes  and  streams,  and  reach  Providence  in  an  hour  and  a  half.  It  is  a 
considerable  city,  at  the  head  of  a  deep  inlet  of  the  sea.  Coastiiig- 
vessels  come  up  to  it,  and  formerly  the  large  New  York  steamers ;  but 
since  the  railroad  has  been  continued  fifty  miles  farther  along  the  coast 
to  Stonington^  they  meet  the  cars  there;  avoiding  so  much  of  this  dan- 
gerous coast  of  shoals,  rivers,  rocks,  and  rough  seas.  A  caniage  at  the 
station  obligingly  takes  me  (paying  for  the  same)  to  the  City  Hotel,  where 
I  dined,  and  proceeded  on  by  a  new  set  of  cars.  In  a  two  hours'  ran  we 
find  ourselves  at  the  very  water's  edge  at  the  terminus  at  Stonington, 
close  beside  the  fine  steamer  Vanderbtli.  She  started  for  New  York  at 
eight  in  the  evening,  the  wind  and  waves  exceedingly  rough,  the  prospect 
of  a  tossing  in  the  tumultuous  sound — where  I  was  once  very  near  loat^^ 
not  at  all  inviting,  so  I  went  to  the  nearest  small  railway  tavern  for  the 
night ;  besides,  tnese  steamers,  though  they  run  down  tne  whole  lengtfi 
of  Long  Island,  stop  at  none  of  its  towns.  My  only  chance  here  was  faj 
a  small  steamer  to  New  London,  not  far  off  (fifteen  miles),  and  thenoe 
across  in  another  steamer  to  Greenport  But  the  moment  you  quit  dbe 
great  highways,  and  the  great  flock  of  travellers  in  the  States,  facilitiaa 
cease,  oppositions  cease,  and  the  one  boat  or  one  stage  take  a  wondrooa 
latitude  in  time  and  tyranny. 

Stonington  is  a  small  village,  suddenly  forced  into  consequence  by  the 
railway — a  few  small  board  houses,  g^ced  by  an  immense  and  hanwmie 
hotel,  Duilt  perhaps  originally  for  sea-bathing  people  in  the  season.  The 
whole  place  is  in  a  transition  state.  In  one  short  year  hence  it  will  be^ 
no  douDt,  a  large  town,  if  the  railway  stops  short  here  (and  it  is  not  so 
easy  to  get  it  across  these  rivers  and  coast  estuaries),  and  the  steamen 
continue  to  meet  it. 

The  weather  was  very  cold,  and  the  stove  very  comfortable,  as  I  sat 
in  a  neat  little  parlour  with  the  landlady  and  her  lady  friends.  Here  I 
saw  a  most  beautiful  and  singular  flowering  tropical  plant,  with  glossy 
leaves  ;  she  called  it  the  wax-plant.  Its  coroneted  head  almost  toudied 
the  ceiling.  "  O  fie,  what  the  ignorance  is !" — I  must  study  botany.  I 
embarked  next  moruing  on  board  the  little  steamer  Chiccopee^  on  her 
arrival  from,  and  immediate  return  to.  New  London.  It  blew  hard, 
though  fine,  and  our  passage  was  excessively  severe ;  at  one  moment  she 
pitched  so  heavily  as  to  threaten  her  breaking  in  two ;  the  women,  though 
half  sailors,  all  sea-sick.  The  captain  contemplated  giving  it  up,  and  return- 
ing, we  hung  so  long  off  a  certain  point  to  the  east  of  this  New  London 
river  Thames,  Happily  we  got  round,  and  out  of  this  viUanous  sound, 
which  seems  to  set  its  face  constantly  against  my  floating  on  its  bosom.  We 
pass  Fort  Washington,  a  beautiful  battery,  set  prettily  in  its  green  dads, 
commanding  the  river;  and  are  soon  hat  at  the  town  wharf,  amidbt  in- 
numerable ships,  schooners,  and  sloops. 

New  London  partakes  of  the  features  of  all  the  New  England  towns^ 
except  at  the  water-side;  a  mixture  of  town  and  country— churches, 
chapels,  halls,  and  villas  standing  in  their  own  ample  g^unds,  or  with 
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plenty  of  elbow-room  and  ornamental  weeping  willows,  in  wide  rocky  or 
sandy,  or  ill-paved  streets. 

Some^  rich  fellow  is  building  a  most  gloriously  costly  and  fantastic 
house,  in  stone,  and  his  neighbour  builds  just  such  another  near  him,  in 
wood ;  the  extravagance  of  expense  is  laughed  at ;  their  whalers  have 
had  good  catches  of  fish,  or  some  other  spec !  They  are  great  South  Sea 
whalers  hereabouts — Portsmouth,  Bedford,  Newport,  Sagg  Harbour, 
jyiystic,  Fall  River,  &c.,  but  their  spirit  of  adventure  and  fine  ships  are 
everywhei*e.  This  year,  however,  tney  hear  of  losses,  wrecks,  no  nsh,  or 
half  cargoes. 

All  these  small  states  and  towns  are  the  stronghold  of  fanaticism  and 
teetotalism,  but  it  is,  as  at  Boston,  forced  to  give  way  before  the  rising 
generation,  which  here,  in  New  London,  is  extremely  fast  and  noisy. 
They  have  as  yet  no  theatre,  but  make  a  certain  '*  Ahor  Hall"  do  duty. 
A  strolling  company  of  actors  are  at  the  City  Hotel,  where  I  took  up 
my  quarters  much  longer  than  I  found  at  all  agreeable.  There  was  a 
concentration  of  smoking  and  chewing,  with  the  usual  vile  accompani- 
ments ;  more  intense  and  ofiensive  than  1  had  yet  seen  anywhere.  The 
Hall,  in  spite  of  being  half  filled  by  the  fair  sex,  was  no  exception.  During 
the  performance  the  young  men  stood  up,  or  lay  at  full  length,  or  play- 
folly  wrestled  on  the  benches,  making  all  sorts  of  noises.  In  vain  tne 
strolling  manager  begged  for  silence  and  a  little  decency,  under  the 
threat  of  leaving  off ;  quite  unsupported  by  the  more  staid  and  decorous 
part  of  the  audience,  which  bore  it  all,  as  if  quite  used  to  this  sort  of 
license.  At  all  these  smaller  towns  one  sees  how  a  perfect  equality 
works — there  are  no  gentry,  nor  ax\y  people;  though  plenty  of  tolerably 
poor  persons  getting  a  precarious  living.  You  sit  at  table  with  working 
people  (putting  a  coat  on) ;  nobody  is  a  servant  or  a  pauper ;  in  short, 
anybody  and  ever}'body  who  can  pay  for  their  dinner ;  anybody  walks  in 
to  any  sitting-room,  often  with  their  hats  on.  In  the  same  way  in  the 
Ifaily  there  was  no  sort  of  distinction — hardly  a  proper  deference  to  the 
women;  they,  indeed,  kept  at  a  respectful  distance  from  the  greater 
noise  and  abominations  of  tobacco. 

These  strollers  only  ventured  on  farces — pretty  broad  ones.  The 
funniest  fellow,  Adams,  played  a  favourite  slang  character — a  real  go-a- 
head dotcu'easter.  These  '*  critters"  by  prescription  are  always  dressed 
in  a  red  head  of  long  hair  (like  the  French  clowns),  long-tailed  coat,  very 
short  trousers,  and  shocking  bad  hat.  There  was  a  dance,  and  a  funny 
song,  of  course  (with  his  pretty  wife),  not  without  humour;  the  bur- 
den of  which  ran : 

Wifi,  And  will  you  love  me  now  as  tlien  f 

Man.  Shouldn't  wonder,  shouldn't  wonder! 

wye.  Wlrat  if  I  flirt  witli  other  men? 

Mm.  No,  by  thunder — no,  by  thunder ! 

(Set,  and  change  tides.) 

This  met  with  uproarious  applause.  The  one  fiddler  to  this  per- 
formance, by  the  same  token,  played  most  vilely  out  of  tune.  The 
weather  was  dreadful — blowing,  snowing,  and  raining.  I  had  a  fixed 
purpose  in  going  to  Long  Island;  and  for  days  no  steamer  ventured  out» 
nor  is  the  passage  regular ;  so  I  embarked  on  board  a  small  sloop  with 
fourteen  others^  ten  of  whom  had  at  least  exercised  half  a  dozen  trades  by 
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turns.  One  joong^fdlow  was  n<yvr  derk  toa  oiticeQ  Ifiiii  ftinenuit  \ 
tioneer,  who  had  been  captain  of  a  coaster,  farmer,  ^seliMer,  jokier,  «id 
horse-dealer !  Two  yontlw,  with  t^eir  y^ong  wives  and  foWHBg^pieeeSy 
were  on  a  frolic,  going  over  to  PImn  hkmd  "  a-^gunning,"  to-ftfaootraUtei 
The  sound  is  Ml  of  rocky  isknds,  with  perhaps  one  hut  and  family^ 
er  none. 

We  beat  over  in  the  teeth  of  a  gale  of  wind  and  very  roc^  sea.  W« 
were,  however,  safe  enough,  for  these  boats  awim  lil^  ducks,  and  am 
handled  by  two  or  three  men  (including  the  captain  ;  this  the  HarriMf 
Captain  Harris),  with  their  immense  sails,  in  the  most  matiiy 
manner;  but  nothing  should  tempt  a  traveller  to  trust  the  Ametteaa 
•oast  late  in  the  autumn,  or  too  early  in  the  spring*  I  foi^ot  to  mentie% 
that  among  other  handy  contrivances  I  was  struek  by  the  way  the  fish- 
mongers keep  their  fish  alive  in  floating  safes  at  the  wlmrves ;  fishing  them 
up  when  wanted.  Not  far  off  eight  men  were  moving  a  large  fnsam 
house  on  rollers  ;  and  another,  at  the  foot  of  High-street,  ifvas  l»reaidiig 
up  and  clearing  away,  with  a  vigour  and  promptitude  never  seen  in 
Europe. 

Long  Island,  which  is  more  than  a  hundred  miles  in  length,  and  tenta 
fifbeen  wide,  is  most  singularly  formed  at  its  north-eastern  end  ;  it  en- 
closes a  vast  deep  bay,  in  sliape  something  like  the  claws  of  a  lobster,  full 
of  small  islands.  Nothing  can  be  imagined  more  happily  contrived  fur 
the  purposes  of  shelter,  fishing,  and  intercommunication. 

We  ran  into  Crreenport^  a  small  town  on  the  inner  daw,  to  whieh 
there  is  a  railroad  from  New  York  (Brooklyn)  direct  (carried  out,  as  utfual, 
to  the  water's  edge),  along  the  centre  of  the  island;  to  whidi  I  have  aUuded 
early  in  my  tour.  It  is  full  of  towns,  villages,  and  farms.  The  iiJ- 
habitants  are  a  good  many  shades  more  settled,  quiet,  and  primitive  than 
^eir  fellow  New  Yorkers  across  the  east  river ;  which  dividies  them. 

Generally,  this  ^ue  island  is  highly  cultivated;  and  they  have  eveiy 
facility  by  land  and  water  to  the  New  York  maricet  for  all  their  sutpius 
grain  and  cattle. 

It  blew  and  rained  so  hard  that  we  were  forced  to  remain  at  the  wooden 
wharf  all  night,  leaving  our  young  gunners  and  their  better  halves 
at  die  Picconic  Hotel,  where  1  slept,  nothing  loth,  tired  of  the  day's 
tossing.  By  daylight  we  were  off  again,  to  beat  upninder  Skelter  Ishmd^ 
to  Sagg  Harbour,  fifteen  miles  farther  up;  it  being  the  head  of  my  lobttar* 
All  these  towns  and  villages  have  a  close  resemblance,  not  oidy  in 
New  England  but  all  over  the  States.  The  business  street  or  streets  next 
the  wharves,  of  brick  houses,  the  rest  of  the  town  straggling  f(ir,  in  wtie 
streets,  unpaved,  and  shaded  by  the  weeping  willow;  the  houses  large 
and  handsome,  in  frame,  boarded  and  painted  white,  wit^  green  Venetian 
shutters,  most  of  them  standing  in  their  own  small  gardens  and  grounds, 
surrounded  by  neat  wooden  palings  ;  several  churches  and  chapels,  mostly 
wooden,  spires  and  aU,  and  of  large  dimensions.  The  largest  here  is  re- 
markably handsome,  most  elaborate  in  ornament,  graceful,  and  in  good 
taste.  In  its  yard,  now  grown  old  and  venerable;  as  much  so  as  such 
things  are  apparently  in  England,  not  searching  beyond  two  hundred 
years,  I  looked  in  vam  for  the  grave  of  one  once  near  and  dear  to  nte;  bttfc 
six-and-thirty  years  is  a  feai&l  time  to  look  back  on.  Children  tf 
that  day  I  see  about  the  streets  now  middle-aged  people ;  the  luf^ 
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cveMi  M  the  eommunity,  now,  iiobbUng  aboitt  in  old  «ge,  or  long  mDoe 
attest  beneath  my  feet-^as  I  sat  on  one  of  the 'tombstones ;  the  brigilt 
ion  had  reached  the  meridian  as  I  lodked  to  heaven  in  bitterness  ef  soUl 
•^-4eft  almest  alone  in  the  irorid ! 

I  had  need  of  all  my  good  spirits  and  active  nmde  health  to  bear  up 
against  saddening  thoughts.  I  murmared  to  myeelf,  *'  Can  it  be  !  and 
passing  likeaenmmer^s  cloud" — it  comes  to  this !  A  good  large  school,  fckU 
of  boys  and  girls,  were  just  let  out,  and  skipped  joyously  along  the  road 
by  me,  wondering  who  that  strange  old  man  could  be  !  ror  here  fnees  are 
familiar;  all  are  fa:iown  move  or  less  to  each  other.  I  knocked  at  the  door 
of  a  very  old  man,  still  alive  and  hearty,  but  his  memory  was  gone.  A 
worthy  M  man  I  he  had  been  a  friend--^had  borne  ktm  to  his  tomb,  helped 
to  cover  him  up;  but  the  spot  was  already  overgrown  for  a  generation 
with  juniper;  he  could  not  say.  Singular  fate !  And  I,  Hke  Old  Mor- 
tality, find  myself,  more  than  once,  wandering  over  the  earth  to  chisel 
a  memento  on  the  tombstone  of  those  I  would  not  have  forgotten !--«  man 
of  rank  and  family — an  elegit  scholar — a  wit— most  aceompllshed'-*- 
of  noble  form-'-of  sweetest  disposition-^0  si  sic  omnia ! 

Sadly  disappointed,  I  next  day  took  passage  by  the  steamer  which 
plies  to  Greenport ;  tiience  by  anol^er,  return  to  New  London,  and  so 
back,  as  I  came,  to  Boston. 

6agg  Harbour  is  charmingly  situated  in  a  gently  undulating  country, 
witiii  pleasant  walks  and  rides  about  it ;  the  views  from  the  water-side  over 
its  placid  waters  delightful.  Like  most  of  these  seaport  towns,  it  is  en* 
g^ged  in  the  whale  fishery — now  rather  on  the  decline  (as  it  was  over-done 
by  numbers;  at  one  time  there  were  700  siul  in  the  Pacific).  It  is  a 
ship-building  port,  too.  I  ^w  two  or  three  good  large  ships  on  the  stocks, 
with  some  activity  in  their  yards,  and  among  their  coasting  trade  and 
fishing-smacks  at  the  water-side.  An  attempt  had  been  lately  made  at 
cotton  factories,  in  emulation  (encouraged  by  the  tariflF)  of  the  New  Eng» 
hind  ones.  A  large  brick  factory  was  built,  but  is  atet  up ;  and  so  much 
the  better.  In  a  rural,  comfortable  community  like  this,  they  are  much 
better  without  steam-engines,  smoke,  and  squalid  operatives. 

I  forgot  to  say,  in  the  evening,  in  the  High-street,  I  saw  the  Irisll 
dtisen  auctioneer  hard  at  work  with  his  hammer  knocking  down  lots-— of 
notions;  and  the  quondam  sea  captain  offidating  vety  gravely  and  dili<- 
gently  as  his  derk  and  assistant. 

My  cabin  was  taken  on  board  a  noWe  ship,  the  North  America^  a 
Tegular  liner  of  Train  and  Co.'s,  of  ^f^n  hundred  tons.  I  preferred 
returning  home  in  a  sailing  vessel,  though  one  of  the  lines  of  Liverpool 
Steam  umil  packets  call  here  and  at  Halifax,  to  and  from  New  York,  every 
two  weeks;  but  I  cannot  say  that  I  like  steamers  of  any  description. 
The  fires,  the  trembling  motion,  and  the  crowds  in  the  cabin  saloon, 
would  in  themselves  be  to  me  sufficient  reasons,  where  i^e  difference  of 
time  is  immaterial;  some  five  or  six  days  longer  only,  crossing  from 
America ;  as  westerly  winds  most  prevail,  and  passages  are  sometimes 
made  in  sixteen  days,  frequently  in  twenty;  besides  uiat,  H  is  but  half 
the  expense ;  with  a  better  cabin,  and  very  nearly  as  good  a  table,  in 
other  real  comforts,  too,  there  is  no  comparison.  In  these  vessels,  asin 
#ie  iteamers,  lixt  cabins  are  fittdd  up  in  a  ^hixuiious  profosion  ttf 
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mahogany,  birds'-eye  satin  mapk,  gilding,  mirrors,  and  shining  brass, 
quite  regardless  of  expense — more  than  enough  to  satisfy  the  moat 
mstidious ;  indeed,  I  often  long  for  less  shining  and  ornament — a  little 
plain  white  paneling  would  be  a  relief— for  all  ornament  soon  palls  upon 
the  sense,  like  a  man's  own  pictures  and  frames,  or  his  gilt  yel?et  paper- 
ing, or  anything  that  is  A«9. 

I  find  myself  leaving  Boston  without  being  able  to  notice  many  in- 
teresting details  of  the  rapid  changes  which  are  taking  place,  and  alter 
the  face  of  so  many  things  from  year  to  year. 

I  have  said  notlung  of  her  citizens,  but  we  all  know  that  in  manners, 
thought,  and  customs,  they  are  somewhat  more  English  than  in  any 
other  state  in  the  Union ;  they  have  less  of  that  drawl  one  hears  in  Phi- 
ladelphia and  New  York,  though  quite  as  many  cockneyisms  as  we  laugh 
at  in  our  Londoner's  expressions,  with  some  supposed  advances  on  our 
less  ambitious  discourse,  such  as  calling  the  cock  a  "  rooster,"  and  the 
boys  ''shying  a  rodC*  at  each  other  instead  of  a  stone;  which  th^ 
**  didn't  d  ought  to  do"  when  they  are  coming  ''  to  home"  from  schooL 
But  it  is  certain,  that  whatever  one  remarks  in  America  as  odd  in  ex- 
pression or  in  customs,  may  be  traced  to  oursdves,  by  simply  looking 
Dack  a  few  years,  even  no  farther  than  the  middle  of  last  century. 

What  is  it  all  but  the  dewdrop  on  the  lion's  mane !  How  very  mudi 
one  sees  everywhere  over  this  g^nd  country  to  admire !  If  it  were  alone 
Boston,  well  may  they  call  her  the  Granite  City,  the  Athens  of  their 
proud  Republic,  seated  at  the  head  of  her  fine  bay  of  fifty  miles*  extent, 
nill  of  islands ;  an  archipelago  in  itself,  stretching  to  C«>e  Anne,  and 
comprising  on  these  circling  rich  cultivated  shores  fifty  busy  thriving 
towns  and  villages,  whose  white-shingled  roofs  shine  in  the  sun,  and  tell 
of  comfort  and  plenty ;  while  these  their  waters  are  covered  by  the  milk- 
white  sails  of  their  coasters  and  fishing-smacks,  pilot-boats,  and  merchant- 
men. Not  in  vain  do  these  shores  swarm  with  great  varieties  of  fish ; 
these  riches  are  di£Pused  around. 

But  my  particular  policeman  (the  printer's  devil)  tells  me  civilly  to 
move  on  and  leave  this  pleasing  scene  behind  me;  or  would  I  dwell  here, 
or  in  Cobb's  Hole,  or  Tarpauline  Cove,  or  in  Grey's  Head,  among  the 
curious  pure  descendants  of  the  Indians  (below  the  cycle  of  Cape  Cod), 
for  the  whole  monthly  space  allowed  me.  But  we  are  hauling  off  from 
the  wharf,  to  prevent  the  crew  from  leaving  us  the  captain  has  been  at  so 
much  pains,  expense,  and  trouble  in  getting  by  the  lail  last  night  fri>m 
New  York,  for  not  a  man  is  to  be  had  here  for  love  or  money.  (The 
Cumberland  frigate  had  much  ado  to  get  away,  forty  men  short  of  com- 
plement) 

Yes,  we  are  to  part,  O  gentle  reader.  Judge  how  sorry  I  am,  since  I 
am  not  at  all  afraid  of  your  criticisms.  What  should  you  know  of  Cobb's 
Hole,  or  Martha's  Vineyard?  where  the  grapes  (if  any  at  all)  are  not 
half  so  fine  as  the  scuppemong  of  which  they  make  wine  in  Georgia  and 
Alabama,  as  this  coast  is  too  cold  and  foggy  mne  months  of  the  year  for 
yineyards,  though  ten  degrees  south  of  the  Isle  of  Wight  But,  ere  I 
cease,  let  me  say  a  word^  to  those  who  have  been  at  all  amused,  or  tried 
to  trace  me  in  my  unconnected  wanderings,  without  order  or  sequence. 
Begging  pardon  is,  I  fear,  of  little  use  for  the  mei^reness  of  my  account 
of  places  abruptly  left;  while  half  I  have  to  say  is  thrust  in  as  I  go  on 
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board  some  steamer  on  the  more,  as  a  man  does  forgotten  essentials  into 
Us  carpet-biu^ — ^higgledy-piggledj. 

Indeed,  I  feel  that,  whatever  humour  my  readers  are  in,  I  myself  am 
extremely  dissatisfied,  when  I  look  back  at  my  journeyman's  bungling 
work,  to  find  myself,  inviia  Minerva^  cutting  up  what  I  intended  for  a 
fine  enduring  American  pine-tree  into  mere  Indian  choompa — chips,  only 
to  light  (I  hope)  other  people's  fires  by. 

In  a  word,  travels  should  never  be  hacked,  cribbed,  cabined,  and  con* 
fined  in  this  way.  Who  can  recollect  a  magaiine  article  half  a  year 
old  ?  But  for  aU  this  I  have  only  to  thank  my  own  egregious  folly ;  nor 
am  I  the  less  indebted  to  the  kind  editor  for  my  appearance  here  at  all. 

Boston  bay  and  harbour  is  full  of  steam-tugs,  strong,  effective  boats. 
Their  pkm  is  to  get  lashed  fast  out  of  sight  under  the  counter  of  these 
great  ships,  forming  one  body,  and  so  running  them  out  beyond  the 
nearest  islands,  to  the  roads  seven  miles  below,  near  the  lighthouse, 
where  they  lay  sheltered  from  east  winds,  and  can  make  sail  to  sea  when 
they  please.  We  were  towed  down  in  thb  way  (better  than  on  our  more 
clumsy  plan,  at  the  end  of  a  long  hawser),  the  day  most  unpropitious, 
blowing  from  the  east,  and  raining.  We  were  taken  to  this  spot,  still  in 
aght  c$  Boston,  where  we  anchored,  as  we  hoped,  only  for  the  niebt ; 
but  *'  Uhomme  propose,  et  Dieu  dispose^ — there  we  lay  for  a  whole 
week  in  a  violent  east  gale. 

We  are  andiored  near  Hull  and  Spectacle  Island,  surrounded  by  a 
fleet  of  vessels  kept  prisoners  in  the  same  way  by  a  fierce  eastern  gale. 
This  HtiU  consists  of  a  house  or  two,  and  a  great  hotel,  full  of  company 
in  the  hot  season ;  who  come  here  to  bathe  and  enjoy  the  sea-breezes,  aa 
they  do  at  Nahanty  another  rocky,  wild  island,  it  is  the  fiishion  to  make 
themselves  merry  at. 

The  Boston  hghthouse  is  outside  of  us  some  three  or  four  miles ;  and 
the  Cumberland  frigate ;  detained  like  ourselves. 

We  are  about  twenj^  at  the  cabin  table,  a  pleasant  mixture  of 
Bostonians,  Germans,  Efnglish,  and  Irish,  presided  over  by  our  good 
Captain  Dunbar,  who  is  taking  his  wife  and  little  girl  ¥dth  him  to  see 
England.  This  is  a  very  every-day  affiiir ;  but  I  was  surprised  to  find 
the  steerage  so  full  (fifty)  of  poor  people  going  home  again  i  one  woman, 
absolutely  a  pauper,  gomg  back  to  her  parish  !  the  rest  returning,  either 
unlucky  or  disappointed ;  with  a  few  to  visit  their  friends  and  relations^ 
after  many  years  absence. 

As  may  be  imagined,  we  were  not  a  little  annoyed  and  impatient  at 
this  awkward  gale,  instead  of  being  thankful  and  grateful  that  it  had 
not  caught  us  outside.  So  the  days  wore  wearily  away,  gettinjg  a  little 
acquainted  with  each  other.  After  all,  quite  as  well  off  as  if  we  had 
come  down  to  this  Hull  boardinc^-house  hotel  on  a  party  of  pleasure, 
with  very  likely  a  better  table,  and  quite  as  much  comfort  and  exercise ; 
for  most  of  these  islands  are  as  bare  as  one's  hand;  without  a  tree,  or  a 
ride,  or  walk  in  any  direction,  beyond  the  circumscribed  beach ;  the 
passage  steamers  bringing  them  their  daily  food  and  their  daily  papers 
m>m  Boston.  Our  particular  tug  (belonging  to  Enock  Train's  house) 
did  the  same  for  us,  his  son  or  his  clerks  coming  down  occasionally  to 
enliven  us  with  much  city  talk  and  a  little  firuit 

This  steam-tug  was  an  immensely  strong,  swift  boat,  with  a  double 
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90rew :  most  of  the  tagp^.if  not  alC  bore  baye  bmughed  paddleB»  aa  they 
are  thus  enabled  to  come  close  aloogfade  with  their  whole  fiupoe  em* 
ployed  most  eflfectively.  '    . 

At  length  we  weigh,  and  stretch  awaj  for  Epgland  hot  With  i^ 
last  ^impse  of  the  Cape  Cod  lighthouse^  we  dance  on  the  open  nunan 
ai^rge  with  nothing  to  think  of  but  the  shoal  of  St.  George^  300  milea 
off,  lying,  however,  directly  in  our  track)  and  by  all  means  to  be  avoidedrf 
The  captain  told  us  of  some  disastrous  wrecks  on  it^  in  spite  of  precau- 
tion, and  experience* 

Our  ship  is  admirable  ;  we  often  ran  twelve  and  thirteen  knots  under 
royals  and  on  a  wind,  which  obstinately  opposed  us  nearly  the  wlude 
passage.  This  swiftness,  too,  without  being  coppered,  and  the  bottom 
not  at  all  clean,  as  the  captain  found  out  when  some  of  his  own  oountiy^ 
men  (I  thought)  rather  beat  us  as  we  foroed  our  peamge  u^  Channal 
between  the  Welsh  and  Wioklow  mountains.  This  betrayed  a  eurioiifl 
economy,  no  doubt  wise,,  where  evezything  is  so  ample  ana  complete  oa 
hoard  wese  ships.  They  meant  to  have  her  coppered  at  Liverpool,  at  a 
lesa  expense  than  at  Boston  !  This  is  a  cheerful  feature  in  our  increasing 
intercourse  I  was  glad  to  hear  of. 

Now  that  it  is  too  late,  many  amusing  things  and  ineideatsron  ourpao^ 
sige  occur  to  me ;  among  others,  the  extreme  politeness  of  our  sahlei 
steward,  Ginger  George,  who  would  always  insist  (as  he  showed  hie 
ivories  and  rolled  his  eyes)  on  handing  the  dishes^  or  a  dean  plate,  with 
a  flourish— even  when  we  had  a  di^eulty  in  keepng  our  plates  on  die 
table  at  all*— or  when  he  himself  could  hturdly  keep  his  feet— ^and  who^ 
when  more  serene,  occasionally  pimched  the  head  of  a  stupid  Liverpo<d 
odbin  waiter,  who  was  not  sharp  enough.  We  had  milk  in  quantitm 
the  whole  way,  kept  admirably  in  the  ice-house,  as  were  all  our  jmntaf 
diiekens,  and  fish.  But  nothing  so  pleasantly  gets  rid  of  enmd  on  hoard 
ship  as  gentle  flirtations,  which  neswr  fail  to  be  more  or  leea  ^mwainy 
both  to  ptfformers  and  lookers-on.  But  mum !  it  is  a  serious  matter 
fiur  some  novel  in  three  volumes.  Like  my  last  sea-captain,  Dunbar 
was  as  easy  as  a  glove ;  no  swearing,  no  noise,  no  complaints;  and  though 
we  had  but  thirty  men,  this  immense  ship  was  inimitably  sailed  and 
manoeuvred;  not  only  many  of  the  men,  but  his  two  m^tes  weio 
Englishmen,  freshly  turned  citizens  of  America.  We  land  joyoualy  aft 
Liverpool  in  twenty-seven  days» 

After  all,  how  beautiful  is  our  land  compared,  with  what  I  have  left. 
Nearly  a  month,  indeed,  had  elapsed^  but  in  the  middle  of  May  hardly 
a  leaf  was  to  be  seen  on  the  trees,  or  verdure  anywhere  on  the  New 
Eingland  shores ;  while  here,  though  a  particularly  cold  season,  the  whole 
country  is  one  mass  of  beauteous  foliage — to  say  nothing  of  our  exuberaot 
gwrdens,  sweet  flowers,  and  exquisite  lawns  and  parks — but  all  sensationa 
are  enhanced  by  contrast ;  long  rough  ocean  passages  make  all  lands  de- 
lightful, once  safe  from  the  monotony  and  dangers  of  the  sea.> 
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